Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  library  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 

to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 

to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 

are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  maiginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 

publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  tliis  resource,  we  liave  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 
We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  fivm  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attributionTht  GoogXt  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  in  forming  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liabili^  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.   Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 

at|http: //books  .google  .com/I 


I 

i 


i    ■ 


LIVES 


OF 


THE    NOVELISTS. 


I^IVES 


Of 


THE   NOVELJSTS. 


PRINTED  BT  JULES  DIDOT,  SENIOR, 

PRIIfTBR  TO  HIB  MAJESfT,  NO.  6,  BUE  DU  PONT-DE  LODI. 


LIVES 


OP 


THE  NOVELISTS. 


BY  SIR  WALTER  SCXDTT. 


VOL.  I. 


tP* 


K  y 


PARIS: 

PUBLISHED  BY  A.  AND  W.  GALIGNANI, 

AT    TIIE   ENGUSH,    FRENCH,    ITALIAN,    GERMAN,    AND   SPANISH 
LIBRARY,    1 8,   RUE  VIVIENNE. 

4825. 


20  MAR.  ISIS 


NOTICE  OF  THE  PUBLISHER. 


The  contents  of  the  present  volumes  are  extract- 
ed from  a  very  voluminous  puhlication,  printed 
at  Edinburgh,  entitled  Balaniyne*s  Novelist's  Libra- 
ry^ which  contains  all  the  British  and  Foreign 
standard  Novels  and  Romances.  To  the  produc- 
tions of  each  author  are  prefixed  a  biographical 
notice  ^nd  critical  analysis  from  the  pen  of  Sir 
Walter  Scott.  We  are  led  to  hope  that  the  re- 
publication alone  of  the  biographical  notices  and 
critical  remarks  upon  works  of  fiction,  by  so  great 
a  master  in  the  art  as  Sir  Walter  Scott,  cannot  fail 
of  being  favourably  received.  We  beg  leave  to 
suggest  that  these  productions  of  Sir  Walter  Scott, 
thus  attainable  at  a  trifling  expence,  cannot  be 
obtained  in  England  but  by  purchasing  the  whole 
collection  of  the  Novelist's  Library. 
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FIELDING. 

Of  all  the  works  of  imagination  to  which 
English  genius  has  given  origin  the  novels  of 
the  celebrated  Henry  Fielding  are,  perhaps, 
most  decidedly  and  exclusively  her  own.  They 
are  not  only  altogether  beyond  the  reach  of 
translation,  in  the  proper  sense  and  spirit  of 
the  word,  but  we  even  question  whether  they 
can  be  fully  understood,  or  relished  to  the 
highest  extent,  by  such  natives  of  Scotland 
and  Ireland  as  are  not  habitually  acquainted 
with  the  character  and  manners  of  Old  Eng- 
land. Parson  Adams,  Towwouse,  Partridge, 
above  all.  Squire  Western,  are  personages  as 
peculiar  to  England  as  they  are  unknown  to 
other  countries.  Nay,  the  actors  whose  cha- 
racter is  of  a  more  general  cast,  as  MWotXk^^ 
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Mrs  Miller,  Tom  Jones  himself,  and  almost 
all  the  subordinate  agents  in  the  narrative, 
have  the  same  cast  of  nationality,  which  adds 
not  a  little  to  the  verisimilitude  of  the  tale. 
The  persons  of  the  story  live  in  England,  tra- 
vel in  England,  quarrel  and  fight  in  England ; 
and  scarce  an  incident  occurs  without  its  being 
marked  by  something  which  could  not  well 
have  happened  in  any  other  country.     This 
nationality  may  be  ascribed  to   the  author's 
own  habits  of  life,  which  rendered  him  con- 
versant, at  different  periods,  with  all  the  va- 
rious classes  of  English  society,  specimens  of 
which  he  has  selected,  with  inimitable  spirit 
of  choice  and  description,  for  the  amusement 
of  his  readers.     Like  many  other  men  of  ta- 
lent, Fielding  was  unfortunate :  his  life  was  a 
life  of  imprudence  and  uncertainty.     But  it 
was,  while  passing  from  the  high  society  to 
which  he  was  born,  to  that  of  the  lowest  and 
most  miscellaneous  kind,  that  he  acquired  the 
extended  familiarity  with  the  English    cha- 
racter, in  every  rank  and  aspect,  which  has 
made  l^is  name  immortal  ^s  a  painter  of  na- 
tional manners. 

Henry  Fielding,  born  April  22,  1 707,  was 
of  noblie  descent,  the  third  son  of  General 
Edmund  Fielding^  himself  the  third  son  of 
the  Honourable  John  Fielding,  who  was  the 
fifth  son  of  William,  Earl  of  Denbigh,  who 
died  in  i655.     Our  author  was  nearly  con- 
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nected  with  the  ducal  family  of  Kingston, 
which  boasted  a  brighter  oftnament  than  rank 
or  titles  could  bestow,  in  the  wit  and  beauty 
of  the  celebrated  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Mon- 
tague. The  mother  of  Henry  Fielding  was  a 
daughter  of  Judge  Gold,  the  first  wife  of  his 
father  the  genend.  Henry  was  the  only  son 
of  this  marriage;  but  he  had  four  sisters  of 
the  full  blood,  of  whom  Sarah,  the  thirds  was 
distinguished  as  an  authoress  by  the  History 
of  David  Simple,  and  other  literary  attempts. 
General  Fielding  married  a  second  time,  after 
the  death  of  his  first  lady,  and  had  a  numerous 
femily,  one  of  whom  is  well  remembered  as 
a  judge  of  police,  by  the  title  of  Sir  John 
Fielding.  It  is  most  probable  that  the  expense 
attending  so  large  a  family,  together  with  a  na- 
tural thoughtlessness  of  disposition  on  the  part 
of  his  fether,  occasioned  Henry's  being  early 
thrown  into  those  precarious  circumstances, 
with  which,  excepting  at  brief  intervals,  he 
continued  to  struggle  through  life. 

After  receiving  the  rudiments  of  education 
from  the  Rev.  Mr  Oliver,  who  is  supposed  to 
have  furnished  him  with  the  outline  of  Parson 
TruUiber's  character.  Fielding  was  removed 
to  Eton,  where  he  was  imbued  deeply  with 
that  love  of  classic  literature  which  may  be 
traced  through  all  his  works*  As  his  father 
destined  him  to  the  bar,  he  was  sent  from 
Eton  to  study  at  Leyden,  where  he  is  said  to 
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have  given  earnest  attention  to  the  civil  law. 
Had  he  remained  in  this  regular  course  of 
study,  the  courts  would  probably  have  gained 
a  lawyer,  and  the  world  would  have  lost  a 
man  of  genius;  but  the  circumstances  of  Ge- 
neral Fielding  determined  the  chance  in  favour 
of  posterity,  though,  perhaps,  against  his  son. 
Remittances  foiled,  .and  the  young  student 
was  compelled  to  return,  at  the  age  of  twenty, 
to  plunge   into  the    dissipation  of  London, 
without  a  monitor  to  warn  him,   or  a  friend 
to  support  him.      General  Fielding,  indeed, 
promised  his  son  an  allowance  of  two  hundred 
pounds  a  year ;  but  this,  as  Fielding  himself 
used  to  say,  «  any  one  might  pay  who  would. » 
It  is  only  necessary  to  add,  that  Fielding  was 
tall,    handsome,  and  well-proportioned,  had 
an   expressive  countenance,    and   possessed, 
with   an  uncommonly  strong  constitution,  a 
keen  relish  of  pleasure,  with  the  power  of  en- 
joying the  present  moment,   and  trusting  to 
chance  for  the  future; — and  the  reader  has 
before  him  sufficient  grounds  to  estimate  the 
extent  of  his  improvidence  and  distress.  Lady 
Mary  Wprtley  Montague,  his  kinswoman  and 
early  acquaintance,  has  traced  his  temperament 
and  its  consequences  in  a  few  lines;  and  no 
one  who  can  use  her  words  would  willingly 
employ  his  own. 

tt  I  am  sorry  for  Henry  Fielding^s  death, » 
Sdys  her  ladyship,  in  one  of  her  letters,  upon 
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receiying  information  of  that  event,  «notonly  as 
I  shaH  read  no  more  of  his  writings,  but  because 
I  believe  he  lost  more  than  others,  as  no  man 
enjoyed  life  more  than  he  did,  though  few 
had  less  occasion  to  do  so,  the  highest  of  his 
preferment  being  raking  in  the  lowest  sinks 
of  vice  and  misery.  I  should  think  it  a  nobler 
and  less  nauseous  employment  to  be  one  of 
the  staff-officers  that  conduct  the  nocturnal 
weddings.  His  happy  constitution  (even 
when  he  had,  with  great  pains^  half  demo-^ 
lished  it,)  made  him  forget  every  evil,  when 
he  was  before  a  venison-pasty,  or  over  a  flask 
of  champagne ;  and,  I  am  persuaded,  he  has 
known  more  happy  moments  than  any  prince 
upon  earth.  His  natural  spirits  gave  him 
rapture  with  his  cook-maid,  and  cheerfulness 
-when  he  was  starving  in  a  garret.  There  was 
a  great  similitude  between  his  character  and 
that  of  Sir  Richard  Steele.  He  had  the  ad- 
vantage, both  in  learning,  and,  in  my  opinion, 
genius;  they  both  agree'd  in  wanting  money, 
in  spite  of  all  their  friends,  and  would  have 
wanted  it,  if  their  hereditary  lands  had  been 
as  extensive  as  their  imagination ;  yet  each  of 
them  was  so  formed  for  happine&s,  it  is  pity 
he  was  not  immortal. » 

Some  resources  were  necessary  for  a  man 
of  pleasure,  and  Fielding  found  them  in  his 
pen,  having,  as  he  used  to  say  himself,  no  al- 
ternative but  to  be  a  hackney  writer  or  a 
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hackney  coachman.  He  at  first  employed  him- 
self in  writing  for  the  theatre,  then  in-  high 
reputation,  having  recently  engaged  the  talents 
of  Wycherley,  of  Congreve,  Vanburgh,  and 
Farquhar.  Fielding's  comedies  and  farces  were 
brought  on  the  stage  in  hasty  succession;  and 
play  after  play,  to  the  number  of  eighteen, 
sunk  or  swam  on  the  theatrical  sea  betwixt 
the  years  1727  and  lySG.  None  of  these  are 
now  known  or  read,  excepting  the  mock- 
tragedy  of  Tom  Thumby  the  translated  play  of 
the  MiseVj  and  the  farces  of  The  Mock  Doctor 
and  Intriguing  Chambermaid^  and  yet  they  are 
the  production  of  an  author  unrivalled  for  his 
conception  and  illustration  of  character  in  the 
kindred  walk  of  imaginary  narrative. 

Fielding,  the  first  of  British  novelists,  for 
such  he  may  surely  be  termed,  has  thus  added 
his  name  to  that  of  Le  Sage  and  others,  who, 
eminent  for  fictitious  narration,  have  either 
altogether  failed  in  their  dramatic  attempts,  or, 
at  least,  have  fallen  far  short  of  that  degree  of 
excellence  which  might  have  been  previously 
augured  of  them.  It  is  hard  to  fix  upon  any 
plausible  reason  for  a  failure,  which  has  oc- 
curred in  too  many  instances  to  be  the  opera- 
tion of  mere  chance,  especially  since,  a  priori^ 
one  would  think  the  same  talents  necessary 
for  both  walks  of  literature.  Force  of  cha- 
racter, strength  of  expression,  felicity  of  con- 
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trast  and  sitnatioD,  a  well-constructed  plot, 
in  which  the  deYelopement  is  at  once  natural 
and  unexpected,   and  where  the  interest  is 
kept  uniformly  alive,  till  summed  up  by  the 
catastrophe, — all  these  are  requisites  as  essen- 
tial to  the  lahour  of  the  novelist  as  to  that  of 
the  dramatist,  and,  indeed,  appesu:  to  compre- 
hend the  sum  of  the  qualities  necessary  to 
success  in  both  departmems.     Fielding's  bio* 
graphers  have,  in  this  particular  instance,  ex- 
plained his  lack  of  theatrical  success  as  arising 
entirely  from  the  careless  haste  with  which 
he  huddled  up  his  dramatic  compositions;  it 
being  no  uncommon  thing  with  bim  to  finish 
an  act  or  two  in  a  morning,  and  to  write  out 
whole  scenes  upon  the  paper  in  which  his 
fisivourite  tobacco  had  been  wrapped  up.  Ne- 
gligence of  this  kind  will,  no  doubt,  give  rise 
to  great  inequalities  in  the  productions  of  an 
author  so  careless  of  his  reputation,  but  will 
scarcely  account  for  an  attribute  something 
like  dulness  which  pervades  Fielding's  plays, 
and  which   is  rarely  found  in  those  works 
which  a  man  of  genius  throws  off  «  at  a  heat,» 
to  use  Dryden's  expression,  in  prodigal  self- 
reliance  on  his  internal  resources.     Neither 
are  we  at  all  disposed  to  believe  that  an  author 
so  careless  as  Fielding  took  much  more  pains 
in  labouring  his  novels  than  in  composing  his 
plays,  and  we  are  therefore  compelled  to  seek 
9ome  other  afud  more  general  reason  for  the 
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inferiority  of  the  latter.  This  may  perhaps 
be  found  in  the  nature  of  these  two  studies, 
which,  intimately  connected  as  they  seem  to 
be,  are  yet  naturally  distinct  in  some  very  es- 
sential particulars,  so  much  so  as  to  vindicate 
the  general  opinion  that  he  who  applies  him- 
self with  eminent  success  to  the  one  becomes 
in  some  degree  unqualified  for  the  other,  like 
the  artisan  who,  by  a  particular  turn  for  ex- 
cellence in  one  mechanical  department,  loses 
the  habit  of  dexterity  necessary  for  acquitting 
himself  with  equal  reputation  in  another ;  or, 
as  the  artist  who  has  dedicated  himself  to  the 
use  of  water-colours,  is  usually  less  distin- 
guished by  his  skill  in  oil-painting. 

It  is  the  object  of  the  nov«l-writer  to  place 
before  the  reader  as  full  and  accurate  a  repre- 
sentation of  the  events  which  he  relates  as 
can  be  done  by  the  mere  force  of  an  excited 
imagination,  without  the  assistance  of  material 
objects.  His  sole  appeal  is  made  to  the  world 
of  fancy  and  of  ideas,  and  in  this  consists  his 
strength  and  his  weakness,  his  poverty  and  his 
wealth.  He  cannot,  like  the  painter,  present 
a  visible  and  tangible  representation  of  his 
towns  and  his  woods,  his  palaces  and  his 
castles;  but,  by  awakening  the  imagination  of 
a  congenial  reader,  he  places  before  his  mind's 
eye  landscapes  fairer  than  those  of  Claude, 
and  wilder  than  those  of  Salvator.  He  cannot, 
like  the  dramatist,  present  before  our  living 
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eyes  the  heroes  of  former  days,  or  the  beau- 
tiful creations  of  his  own  fancy,  embodied  in 
the  grace  and  majesty  of  Kemble>  or  of  Sid- 
dons  ;  but  he  can  teach  his  reader  to  conjuxe 
up  forms  even  more  dignified  and  beautiful 
than  theirs.  The  same  difference  follows  him 
through  eyery  branch  of  his  art.  The  author 
of  a  noyel,  in  short,  has  neither  stage  nor 
scene-painter,  nor  company  of  comedians,  nor 
dresser,  nor  wardrobe :  words,  applied  with 
the  best  of  his  skill,  must  supply  all  that  these 
bring  to  the  assistance  of  the  dramatist.  Ac- 
tion, and  tone,  and  gesture,  the  smile  of  the 
lover,  the  frown  of  the  tyrant,  the  grimace  of 
the  buffoon,  all  must  be  told,  for  nothing  can 
be  shown.  Thus  the  yery  dialogue  becomes 
mixed  with  the  narration,  for  he  must  not  only 
tell  what  the  characters  actually  said,  in  which 
his  task  is  the  same  as  that  of  the  dramatic  au- 
thor, but  must  also  describe  the  tone,  the  Jook, 
the  gesture,  with  which  their  speech  was  ac- 
companied— telling,  in  short,  all  which  in 
the  drama  it  becomes  the  proyince  of  the  actor 
to  express.  It  must,  therefore,  frequently 
happen,  that  the  author  best  qualified  for  a 
proyince  in  which  all  depends  on  the  commu- 
nication of  his  own  ideas  and  feelings  to  the 
reader,  without  any  interyening  medium,  may 
fell  short  of  the  skill  necessary  to  adapt  his 
compositions  to  the  medium  of  the  stage, 
wl^ere  the  yery  qualities  most  excellent  in  a 
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novelist  are  out  of  place,  and  an  impediment 
to  success.    Description  and  narration,  which 
form  the  very  essence  of  the  novel,  must  be 
very  sparingly  introduced  into  dramatic  com- 
position, and  scarce  ever  have  a  good  effect 
upon  the  stage.     Mr  Puff,  in  The  Critic^  has 
the  good  sense  to  leave  out  «  all  about  gilding 
the  eastern  hemisphere; »  and  the  very  first 
thing  wrhich  the  players  struck  out  of  his  me- 
morable tragedy,  was  the  description  of  Queen 
Elizabeth,  her  palfrey,  and  her  side-saddle. 
The  drama  speaks  to  the  eye  and  ear,  and 
when  it  ceases  to  address  these  bodily  organs, 
and  would  exact  from  a  theatrical  audience 
that  exercise  of  the  imagination  which  is  ne- 
cessary to  follow  forth  and  embody  circum- 
stances neither  spoken  nor  exhibited,  there  is 
an  immediate  failure,  though  it  may  be  the 
failure  of  a  man  of  genius.    Hence  it  follows, 
that  though  a  good  acting  play  may  be  made, 
by  selecting  ar^plot  and  characters  firom  a  no- 
vel,   yet    scarce  any  effort  of  genius  could 
render  a  play  into  a  narrative  romance.     In 
the  former  case,  the  author  has  only  to  con- 
tract the  events  within  the  space  necessary 
for  representation,  to  choose  the  most  striking 
characters,  and  exhibit  them  in  the  most  for- 
cible contrast,  discard  from  the  dialogue  what- 
ever is  redundant  or  tedious,  and  so  dramatize 
the  whole.     But  we  know  not  any  effort  of 
genius  which  could  successfully  insert  into  a 
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good  play  those  accessories  of  descriptioa  and 
delineation  which  are  necessary  to  dilate  it 
ioto.a  readable  novel.  It  may  thus  easily  be 
conceived,  that  he  whose  chief  talent  lies  in 
addressing  the  imagination  only,  and  whose 
style,  therefore,  must  be  expanded  and  cir- 
cumstantial, may  fail  in  a  kind  of  composition 
where  so  much  must  be  left  to  the  efforts  of 
die  actor,  with  his  alUes  and  assistants  the 
^ene-painter  and  property-man,  and  where 
every  attempt  to  interfere  with  their  province 
is  an  error  unfavourable  to  the  success  of  the 
piece.  Besides,  it  must  farther  be  remembered 
that  in  fictitious  narrative  an  author  carries  on 
his  manufacture  alone,  and  upon  his  own  ac- 
count, whereas,  in  dramatic  writing,  he  enters 
into  partnership  with  the  performers,  and  it 
is  by  their  joint  efforts  that  the  piece  is  to 
succeed.  Copartnery  is  called,  by  civilians, 
the  mother  of  discord ;  and,  how  likely  it  is 
to  prove  so  in  the  present  instance,  may  be 
illustrated  by  reference  to  the  admirable  dia- 
logue between  the  player  and  poet  in  Joseph 
Andrews,  book  iii.  chap.  lo.  The  poet  must 
either  be  contented  to  fail,  or  to  make  great 
condescensions  to  the  experience,  and  pay 
much  attention  to  the  peculiar  qualifications 
of  those  by  whom  his  piece  is  to  be  represent- 
ed. And  he  who,  in  a  novel,  had  only  to  fit 
sentiments,  action,  and  character,  to  ideal 
beings,  is  now  compelled  to  assume  the  much 
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more  difficult  task  of  adapting  all  these  to 
real  existing  persons,  who,  unless  their  parts 
are  exactly  suited  to  their  own  taste,  and  their 
peculiar  capacities,  have,  each  in  his  line,  the 
means,  and  not  unfrequently  the  inclination, 
to  ruin  the  success  of  the  play.'  Such  are, 
amongst  many  others,  the  peculiar  difficulties 
of  the  dramatic  art, 'and  they  seem  impedi- 
ments which  lie  peculiarly  in  the  way  of  the 
novelist  who  aspires  to  extend  his  sway  over 
the  stage. 

We  have  lioticed  that,  until  the  year  1787, 
or  thereabouts.  Fielding  lived  the  life  of  a 
man  of  wit  and  pleasure  about  town^  seeking 
and  finding  amusement  in  scenes  of  gaiety 
and  dissipation,  and  discharging  the  expense 
incidental  to  such  a  life,  by  the  precarious 
resources  afforded  by  the  stage.  He  even 
became,  for  a  season,  the  manager  of  a  com- 
pany, having  assembled  together,  in  1735,  a 
number  of  discarded  comedians,  who  he  pro- 
posed should  execute  his  own  dramas  at  the 
little  theatre  in  the  Haymarket,  under  the 
title  of  the  Great  Mogul's  Company  of  Come- 
dians. The  project  did  not  succeed;  and  the 
company,  which,  as  he  expressed  it,  had 
seemed  to  drop  from  the  clouds,  were  under 
the  necessity  of  disbanding. 

During  his  theatrical  career,  Fielding,  like 
most  authors  of  the  time,  found  it  impossible 
to  interest  the  pubUc  sufficiently  in  the  various 
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attempts  which  he  made  to  gain  popular  fa* 
vour,  without  condescending  to  flatter  their 
political  animosities.     Two  of  his  dramatic 
pieces,   Pasquin  and   the  Historical  Register^ 
display   great   acrimony    against  Sir    Robert 
Walpole,  from  whom,  in  the  year  1780,  he 
had  in  vain  sought  for  patronage.^     The  free- 
dom of  his  satire  is  said  to   haye  operated 
considerably  in  producing  a  measure  which 
was  thought  necessary  to  arrest  the  licence  of 
the  stage,  and  put  an  end  to  that  proneness 
to  personal  and  political  satire,  which  had 
heen  fostered  by  the  success  of  Gay's  Beggars 
Opera,     This  measure  was  the  discretionary 
power  vested  in  the  Lord  Chamberlain  of  re^ 
fusing  a  license  to  any  piece  of  which   he 
should  disapprove.     The  regulation  was  the 
cause  of  much  clamour  at  the  time ;  but  licen- 
tious satire  has  since  found  so  many  conve- 
nient modes  of  access  to  the  public,  that  its 
exclusion  from  the  stage  is  no  longer  a  matter 
of  interest  or  regret;  nor  is  it  now  deemed'a 
violent  aggression  on  liberty,  that  contending 
political  parties  cannot  be  brought  into  colli- 
sion within  the  walls  of  the  theatres,  intended 
as  they  are  for  places  of  public  amusement, 
not  for  scenes  of  party  struggle. 

*  We  preserve,  at  the  end  of  this  life,  the  verses 
addressed  to  Walpole  on  this  occasion,  as  a  specimen 
of  Fielding's  poetry. 
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About  1736,  Fielding  seems  to  have  formed 
the  resolution  of  settUng  in  life.  He»  espoused 
a  young  lady  of  Salisbury,  named  Craddock; 
beautiful,  amiable,  and  possessed  of  iSool, 
About  the  same  time,  by  the  death,  it  has 
been  supposed,  of  his  mother,  he  succeeded 
to  a  small  estate  of  about  200/.  per  annum, 
situated  at  Stower,  in  Derbyshire,  affording 
him,  in  those  days,  the  means  of  decent  com* 
petence.  To  this  place  he  retired  from  Lon- 
don, but  unfortunately  carried  with  him  the 
same  improvident  disposition  to  enjoy  the 
present,  at  the  expense  of  the  future,  which 
seems  to  have  marked  his  whole  life..  He 
established  an  equipage,  with  showy  liveries; 
and  his  biographers  lay  some  stress  on  the 
circumstance,  that  the  colour  being  a  bright 
yellow,  required  to  be  frequently  renewed ; 
an  important  particular  which,  in  humble  imi- 
tation of  our  accurate  predecessors,  we  deem 
it  unpardonable  to  suppress.  Horses,  hounds, 
and  the  exercise  of  an  unbounded  hospitality, 
soon  aided  the  yellow  livery-men  in  devouring 
the  substance  of  their  improvident  master; 
and  three  years  found  Fielding  without  land, 
home,  or  revenue,  a  student  in  the  Temple, 
where  he  applied  himself  closely  to  the  law, 
and  after  the  usual  term  was  called  to  the  bar. 
It  is  probable  he  brought  nothing  from  Derby- 
shire, save  that  experience  of  a  rural  life  and 
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its  pleiisures,  which  afterwards'  enabled  him 
to  delineate  the  inimitable  Squire  Western. 

Fielding  had  now  a  profession,  and  as  he 
had  strongly  applied  his  powerful  mind  to  the 
principles  of  the  law,  it  might  have  been  ex- 
pected that  succQss  would  have  followed  in 
proportion.  But  those  professional  persons, 
who  can  advance  or  retard  the  practice  of  a 
young  lawyer,  mistrusted  probably  the  appli- 
cation of  a  wit  and  a  man  of  pleasure  to  the 
business  they  might  otherwise  have  confided 
to  him;  and  it  is  said  that  Fielding's  own 
conduct  was  such  as  to  justify  their  want  of 
confidence.  Disease,  the  consequence  of  a 
free  life,  came  to  the  aid  of  dissipation  of 
mind,  and  interrupted  the  course  of  Fielding  s  ^ 
practice  by  severe  fits  of  the  gout,  which  gra- 
dually impaired  his  robust  constitution.  We 
6nd  him,  therefore,  having  again  recourse  to 
the  stage,  where  be  attempted  to  produce  a 
continuation  of  his  own  piece,  The  Virgin  Un- 
masked: but  as  one  of  the  characters  was  sup- 
posed to  be  written  in  ridicule  of  a  man  of 
quality,  the  chamberlain  refused  his  license. 
Pamphlets  of  political  controversy,  fugitive 
tracts,  and  essays,  were  the  next  means  he  had 
recourse  to  for  subsistence ;  and  as  his  ready 
pen  produced  them  upon  every  emergency, 
he  contrived  by  the  profits  to  support  himself 
and  his  family,  to  which  he  was  fondly  at- 
tached. 
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Amid  this  anxious  career  of  precarious  ex- 
pedient and  constant  labour,  he  had  the  mis- 
fortune to  lose  his  wife;  and  his  grief  at  this 
domestic  calamity  was  so  extreme,  that  his 
friends  became  alarmed  for  the  consequences 
to  his  reason.  The  violence  of  the  emotion, 
however,  was  transient,  though  his  regret  was 
lasting ;  and  the  necessity  of  subsistence  com- 
pelled him  again  to  resume  his  literary  labours. 
At  length,  in  the  year  1741  or  1742,  circum- 
stances induced  him  to  engage  in  a  mode  of 
composition,  which  he  retrieved  from  the  dis- 
grace in  which  he  found  it,  and  rendered  a 
classical  department  of  British  literature. 

The  novel  of  Pamela:,  published  in  1740, 
had  carried  the  fam£  of  Richardson  to  the 
highest  pitch ;  and  Fielding,  whether  he  was 
tired  of  hearing  it  over-praised  (for  a  bool, 
several  passages  of  which  would  now  be 
thought  highly  indelicate,  was  in  those  days 
even  recommended  from  the  pulpit),  or  whe- 
ther, as  a  writer  for  daily  subsistence,  hc^  caught 
at  whatever  interested  the  public  for  the  time, 
or  whether,  in  fine,  he  was  seduced  by  that 
wicked  spirit  of  wit,  which  cannot  forbear 
turning  into  ridicule  the  idol  of  the  day,  re- 
solved to  caricature  the  style,  principles,  and 
personages  of  this  favourite  performance.  As 
Gay's  desire  to  satirize  Philips  gave  rise  to 
the  Shepherd's  Week,  so  Fielding's  purpose  to 
ridicule  Pamela  produced  the  History  of  Jo- 
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seph  Andrews;  and,  ia  both  Cases,  but  espe-* 
cially  in  the  latter,  a  work  was  executed  infi- 
nitely better  than  could  have  been  expected 
to  arise  out  of  such  a  motive,  and  the  reader 
received  a  degree  of  pleasiure  far  superior  to 
what  the  author  himself  appears  to  have  pro- 
posed. There  is,  indeed,  a  fine  vein  of  irony 
in  Fielding's  novel,  as  will  appear  from  com- 
paring it  with  the  pages  of  Pamela.  But  Pa- 
mela^  to  which  that  irony  was  applied,  is  now 
in  a  manner  forgotten,  and  Joseph  Andrews 
continues  to  be  read,  for  the  admirable  pic* 
tures  of  manners  which  it  presents;  and,  above 
all,  for  the  inimitable  character  of  Mr.  Abra- 
ham Adams,  which  alone  is  sufficient  to  stamp 
the  superiority  of  Fielding  over  all  writers  of 
his  class.  His  learning,  his  simplicity,  his 
evangelical  purity  of  mind,  and  benevolence 
of  disposition,  are  so  admirably  mingled  with 
pedantry,  absence  of  mind,  and  with  the  habit 
of  athletic  and  gymnastic  exercise,  then  ac- 
quired at  the  universities  by  students  of  all 
descriptions,  that  he  may  be  safely  termed  one 
of  the  richest  productions  of  the  Muse  of  fic- 
tion. Like  Don  Quixote,  Parson  Adams  is 
beaten  a  little  too  much,  and  too  often ;  but 
the  cudgel  lights  upon  his  shoulders,  as  on 
those  of  the  honoured  Knight  of  La  Mancha, 
without  the .  slightest  stain  to  his  reputation, 
and  he  is  bastinadoed  without  being  degraded. 
The  style  of  this  piece  is  said,  in  the  preface^ 

1. 
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to  have  been  an  imitation  of  Cervantes  ;  but 
both  in  Joseph  Andrews  and  Tom  Jones^  the 
author  appears  also  to  have  had  in  view  the 
Roman  Comique  of  the  once  celebrated  Scar- 
ron.  From  this  author  he  has  copied  the 
moct-heroic  style,  which  tells  ludicrous  events 
in  the  language  of  the  classical  epic  ;  a  vein 
of  pleasantry  which  is  soon  wrought  out,  and 
which  Fielding  has  employed  so  often  as  to 
expose  him  to  the  charge  of  pedantry. 

Joseph  Andrews  was  eminently  successful ; 
and  the  aggrieved  Richardson,  who  was  fond 
of  praise  even  to  adulation,  was  proportion- 
ally offended,  while  his  group  of  admirers, 
male  and  female,  took  care  to  echo  back  his 
sentiments,  and  to  heap  Fielding  wilh  re- 
proach. Their  animosity  survived  his  life, 
and  we  find  the  most  ungenerous  reproaches 
thrown  upon  his  memory,  in  the  course  of 
Richardson's  correspondence.  Richardson  was 
well  acquainted  with  Fielding's  sisters,  and 
complained  to  them — not  of  Fielding's  usage 
of  himself,  that  he  was  too  wise,  or  too  proud 
to  mention,  but — of  his  unfortunate  predilec- 
tion to  what  was  mean  and  low  in  character 
and  description.  The  following  expressions 
are  remarkable,  as  well  for  the  extreme  mo- 
desty of  the  writer,  who  thus  rears  himself 
into  the  paramount  judge  of  Fielding's  qua- 
lities, and  for  the  delicacy  which  could  intrude 
such   observations  on  the  ear  of  his  rival's 
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sister :  «  Poor  Fielding,  I  conld  not  help  telling 
his  sister,  that  I  was  equally  surprised  at,  and 
concerned  for,  his  continued  lowness.  Had 
your  brother,  said  I,  been  bom  in  a  stable, 
or  been  a  runner  at  a  spunging-house,  one 
should  have  thought  him  a  genius,  and  wished 
he  had  had  the  advantage  of  a  liberal  educa- 
tion, and  of  being  admitted  into  good  com- 
pany !»  After  this  we  are  not  surprised  at  its 
being  alleged  that  Fielding  was  destitute  of 
invention  and  talents ;  that  thd  run  of  his  best 
works  was  nearly  over;  and  that  he  would 
soon  be  forgotten  as  an  author.  Fielding  does 
not  appear  to. have  retorted  any  of  this  ill- 
will,  so  that,  if  he  gave  the  first  oitfence,  and 
that  an  unprovoked  one,  he  was  also  the  first 
to  retreat  from  the  contest,  and  to  allow  to 
Richardson  those  claims  which  his  genius 
really  demanded  from  the  liberality  of  his  con- 
temporaries. In  the  fifth  number  of  the  Ja- 
cobite Journal,  Fielding  highly  commends 
Clarissa^  which  is  by  far  the  best  and  most 
powerful  of  Richardson's  novels;  and,  with 
those  sqenes  in  Sir  Charles  Grandison  which 
refer  to  the  history  of  Clementina,  contains 
the  passages  of  deep  pathos  on  which  his  claim 
to  immortality  must  finally  rest.  Perhaps  this 
is  one  of  the  cases  in  which  one  would  rather 
have  sympathized  with  the  thoughtless  offend- 
ety  than  with  the  illiberal  and  ungenerous 
mind  which  so  long  retained  its  resentment. 
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After  the  publicatioa  of  Joseph  Andrews^ 
Fielding  had  again  recourse  to  the  stage,  and 
brought  out  The  Weddmg-Day^  which,  though 
on  the  whole  unsuccessful,  produced  him  some 
small  profit.  This  was  the  last  of  his  theatrical 
efforts  which  appeared  during  his  life.  The 
manuscript  comedy  of  The  Fathers  was  lost  by 
Sir  Charles  Hanbury  Williams,  and,  when  re- 
covered, was  acted,  after  the  author's  death,  for 
the  benefit  of  his  family.  An  anecdote  respect- 
ing the  carelessness  with  which  Fielding  re- 
garded his  theatrical  fame,  is  thus  given  by 
former  biographers : — 

ft  On  one  of  the  days  of  its  rehearsal  (i.  e. 
the  rehearsal  of  the  Wedding-Day)  Garrick, 
who  performed  a  principal  part,  and  who  was 
even  then  a  favourite  with  the  public,  told 
Fielding  he  was  apprehensive  that  the  audience 
would  make  free  with  him  in  a  particular  pas- 
sage; and  remarked  that,  as  a  repulse  might 
disconcert  him  during  the  remainder  of  the 
night,  the  passage  should  be  omitted  : — '  No, 
d — n  'em,'  replied  he,  '  if  the  scene  is  not  a 
good  one,  let  them  find  that  out.'  Accordingly 
the  play  was  brought  out  without  alteration, 
and,  as  had  been  foreseen,  marks  of  disappro- 
bation appeared.  Garrick,  alarmed  at  the  hisses 
he  had  met  with,  retired  into  the  green-room, 
where  the  author  was  solacing  himself  with  a 
bottle  of  champagne.  He  had  by  this  time 
drank  pretty  freely — and  glancing  his  eye  at 
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the  actor,  wbile  clouds  of  tobacco  issued  from 
his  mouth,  cried  out,  *  What's  the  matter, 
Garrick  ?  ^hat  are  they  hissing  now  ?'  *  Why 
the  scene  that  I  begged  you  to  retrench,'  re- 
plied the  actor;  ^  I  knew  it  would  not  do  ;  and 
they  have  so  frightened  me,  that  I  shall  not 
be  able  to  collect  myself  again  the  whole 
night." — *  Oh  !  d — n  'em,'  rejoined  he,  with  • 
great  coolness,  *  they  have  found  it  out,  have 
they?'»» 

Besides   various   fugitive  pieces.    Fielding 
published,  in  or'about  1743,  a  volume  of  Mis^ 
cellanies,  including    The   Journey  from    this 
World  to'the  Next^  a  tract  containing  a  good 
deal  of  Fielding's  peculiar  humour,   but  of 
which  it  is  difficult  to  conceive  the  plan  or 
purport.     The  History  of  Jonathan  fVHd  the 
Great  next  followed.     It  is  not   easy  to  see 
what  Fielding  proposed  to  himself  by  a  pic- 
ture of  complete  vice,  unrelieved  by  any  thing 
of  human  feeling,  and  never,  by  any  accident, 
even  deviating  into  virtue ;  and  the  ascribing 
a  train  of  fictitious  adventures  to  a  real  cha- 
racter has  in  it  something  clumsy  and  inarti- 
ficial on  the  one  hand,  and,  on  the  other, 
subjects  the  author  to  a  suspicion  that  he  only 
used  the  title  of  Jonathan  Wild  in  order  to 
connect  his  book  with  the  popular  renown  of 
that  infamous  depredator.     But  there  are  few 
passages  in  Fielding's  more  celebrated  works 
more  marked  by  his  peculiar  genius  than  the 
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scene  betwixt  his  hero  and  the  ordinary  when 
in  Newgate. 

Besides  these  more  permanent  proofs  of  his 
industrious  application  to  literature,  the  pen 
of  Fielding  was  busily  employed  in  the  poli- 
tical and  literary  controversies  of  the  times. 
He  conducted  one  paper  called  The  Jacobite 
Journal^  the  object  of  which  was  to  eradicate 
those  feelings  and  sentiments  which  had  been 
already  so  effectually  crushed  upon  the  Field 
of  Culloden.  The  True  Patriot  and  The  Cham- 
pion were  works  of  the  same  kind,  which  he 
entirely  composed,  or  in  which,  at  least,  he  had 
a  principal  share.  In  these  various  papers  he 
steadily  advocated  what  was  then  called  the 
wh^  cause,  being  attached  to  the  principles  of 
the  revolution,  and  the  royal  family  of  Bruns- 
wick)  or,  in  other  words,  a  person  well  affected 
to  church  and  state.  His  zeal  was  long  un- 
noticed, while  far  inferior  writers  were  en- 
riched out  of  the  secret  service  money  with 
unexampled  prodigality.  At  length,  in  17499 
he  received  a  small  pension,  together  with  the 
then  disreputable  ofBce  of  a  justice  of  peace 
for  Westminster  and  Middlesex,  of  which  he 
was  at  liberty  to  make  the  best  he  could  by 
the  worst  means  he  chose.  This  office,  such 
8is  it  was,  he  owed  to  the  interference  of  Mr, 
afterwards  Lord  Lyttleton. 

At  this  period,  the  magistrates  of  West- 
minster, thence  termed  trading  justices,  were 
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repaid  by  fees  for  their  services  to  the  public; 
a  mean  and  wretched  system,  which  made  it 
the  interest  of  these  functionaries  to  inflame 
every  petty  dispute  which  was  brought  before 
them,  to  trade  as  it  were  in  guilt  and  in  mi- 
sery, and  to  wring  their  precarious  subsist- 
ence out  of  thieves  and  pickpockets.  The 
habits  of  Fielding,  never  choice  or  select  in 
his  society,  were  not  improved  by  that  to 
which  his  place  exposed  him.  Horace  Wal- 
pOle  gives  us,  in  his  usual  unfeeling  but  lively 
manner,  the  following  description  of  a  visit 
made  to  Fielding,  in  his  capacity  of  a  justice, 
by  which  we  see  his  mind  had  stooped  itself 
completely  to  his  situation. 

ft  Rigby  gave  me  as  strong  a  picture  of  na- 
ture. He  and  Peter  Bathurst,  t'other  night, 
carried  a  servant  of  the  latter's,  who  had 
attempted  to  shoot  him,  before  Fielding,  who, 
to  all  his  other  vocations,  has,  by  the  grace  of 
Mr  Lyttleton,  added  that  of  Middlesex  justice. 
He  sent  them  word  he  was  at  supper, — they 
must  come  next  morning.  They  did  not  un- 
derstand that  freedom,  and  ran  up,  where 
they  found  him  banqueting  with  a  blind  man^ 

a  wh ,  and  three  Irishmen,  on  some  cold 

mutton,  and  a  bone  of  ham,  both  in  one  dish, 
and  the  dirtiest  cloth.  He  never  stirred  or 
asked  them  to  sit.  Rigby,  who  had  seen  him 
come  so  often  to  beg  a  guinea  of  Sir  C.  Wil- 
liams, and  Bathurst,  at  whose  father's  he  had 
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lived  for  victuals,  understood  that  dignity  as 
little,  and  pulled  themselves  chairs,  on  which 
he  civilized.**. 

This  is  a  humiliating  anecdote,  even  after 
we  have  made  allowance  for  the  aristocratic 
exaggeration  of  Walpole,  who,  in  acknow- 
ledging Fielding's  talents  elsewhere,  has  not 
failed  to  stigmatize  the  lowness  of  his  society 
and  habits.^  Yet  it  is  consoling  to  observe 
that  Fieldiag's  principles  remained  unshaken, 
though  the  circumstances  attending  his  official 
situation  tended  to  increase  the  careless  dis- 
respectability  of  his  private  habits.  His  own 
account  of  his  conduct  respecting  the  dues  of 
the  office,  on  which  he  depended  for  his  sub- 
sistence, has  never  been  denied  or  doubted. 
«  I  will  confess,*)  says  he,  «  that  my  private 
affairs,  at  the  beginning  of  the  winter,  had 
but  a  gloomy  aspect;  for  I  had  not  plundered 
the  public  or  the  poor,  of  those  sums  which 
men,  who  are  always  ready  to  plunder  both 
as  much  as  they  can,  have  been  pleased  to 

*  Letters  from  the  Hon.  Horace  Walpole  to  George 
Montage,  Esq.  London^  1818,  p.  58. 

'  In  his  poetical  account  of  Twickenham,  Fielding's 
residence  in  the  neighbourhood  is  not  foVgotten  : — 

Where  Fielding  met  his  hunter  muse, 
And  as  they  quaff'd  the  fiery  juice, 
Droll  Nature  stamped  each  lucky  hit, 
With  unimaginable  \vit. 

The  Parish  Register  of  Twickenham. 
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suspect  me  of  taking;  on  the  contrary,  by 
composing,  instead  of  inflaming  the  quarrels 
of  porters  and  beggars  (which  I  blush  when 
I  say  hath  not  been  universcdly  practised),  and 
by  refusing  to  take  a  shilling  from  a  man  who 
most  undoubtedly  would  not  have  had  ano- 
ther left,  I  had  reduced  an  income  of  about 
5oo/.  a-year  of  the  dirtiest  money  upon  earth, 
to  little  more  than  3oo/.,  a  considerable  por- 
tion of  which  remained  with  my  clerk. » 

Besides  the  disinterestedness  of  which  he 
set  an  example  unusual  in  these  days.  Fielding 
endeavoured,  by  various  suggestions,  to 
abridge  the  catalogue  of  crimes  and  depravity 
which  his  office  placed  so  closely  under  his 
eye. 

His  Inquiry  into  the  Increase  of  Thieves  and 
Robbers  contains  several  hints  which  have 
been  adopted  by  succeeding  statesmen,  and 
some  which  are  still  worthy  of  more  attention 
than  they  have  yet  received.  As  a  magistrate, 
indeed,  he  was  desirous  of  retrieving  the  dig- 
nity and  independence  of  his  own  office,  and 
his  zeal  on  that  subject  has  led  him  a  little 
farther  than  he  will  be  followed  by  the  friends 
of  rational  freedom.  But  we  cannot  omit 
mentioning,  that  he  was  the  first  to  touch  on 
the  frequency  of  pardons  rendered  necessary 
by  the  multiplication  of  capital  punishments, 
and  that  he  placed  his  finger  on  that  swelling 

imposthume  of  the  state^    the  poor's  rates, 
VOL.  I.  a 
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which  has  wrought  so  much  evil,  and  is  likely 
to  work  so  much  more.  He  published  also 
a  Charge  to  the  Grand  Jury  of  Middlesex^  some 
Tracts  concerning  Law  Trials  of  importance, 
and  left  behind  him  a  manuscript  on  crown- 
law.  On  the  subject  of  the  poor,  he  after- 
wards published  a  scheme  for  restricting  them 
to  their  parishes,  and  providing  for  them  in 
workhouses,  which,  like  many  others  which 
have  since  appeared,  only  showed  that  he  was 
fully  sensible  of  the  evil,  without  being  able 
to  suggest  an  effectual  or  practical  remedy. 
A  subsequent  writer  on  the  same  thorny  sub- 
ject. Sir  Frederic  Morton  Eden,  observes,  that 
Fielding's  treatise  exhibits  both  the  knowledge 
of  the  magistrate  and  the  energy  and  expres- 
sion of  the  novel-writer.  It  \\as,  however, 
before  publishing  his  scheme  for  the  provision 
of  the  poor,  that  he  made  himself  immortal 
hy  the  production  of  Tom  Jones, 

The  History  of  a  Foundling  was  composed 
under  all  the  disadvantages  incident  to  an  au- 
thor, alternately  pressed  by  the  disagreeable 
task  of  his  magisterial  duties,  and  by  the  neces- 
sity of  hurrying  out  some  ephemeral  essay  or 
pamphlet  to  meet  the  demands  of  the  passing 
day.  It  is  inscribed  to  the  Honourable  Mr 
Lyttl^ton,  afterward  Lord  Lyttleton,  with  a 
dedication,  in  which  he  intimates,  that  with- 
out his  assistance  and  that  of  the  Duke  of 
Bedford,  the  work  had  never  been  completed, 
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as  the  aathor  bad  been  indebted  to  tbem  for 
the  means  of  subsistence  while  engaged  in 
composing  it.  fialph  AUen^  the  friend  of 
Pope,  is  also  alluded  to  as  one  of  his  bene- 
factors, but  unnamed,  by  hu  own  desire :  thus 
confirming  the  truth  of  Pope^s  beautiful  coup* 
let: — 

Let  bumble  Allen,  with  an  awk^f  ard  shame, 
Do  good  by  stealth  and  bluab  to  find  it  fame. 

It  is  said  that  this  munificent  and  modest  pa^ 
tron  made  Fielding  a  present  of  200/.  at  one 
time,  and  that  even  before  he  was  personally 
acquainted  with  him. 

Under  such  precarious  circumstances,  the 
first  English  novel  was  given  to  the  public, 
which  had  not  yet  seen  any  works  of  fictkm 
founded  upon  the  plad  of  pointing  from  na- 
ture. Even  Richardson's  novels  are  but  a  step 
from  the  old  romance,  approaching,  indeed, 
more  nearly  to  the  ordinary  course  of  events, 
but  still  dealing  in  improbid)te  incidents,  and 
in  characters  swelled  out  beyond  the  ordinary 
limits  of  humanity.  The  History  of  a  Found" 
linffis  truth  and  human  nature  itself,,  and  there 
lies  the  inestimable  advantage  which  it  pos- 
sesses over  all  previous  fictions  of  this  parti- 
cular kind.  It  was  received  with  unanimous 
acclamation  by  the  public,  and  proved  so  pro* 
ductive  to  Millar,  the  pubhsher,  that  he  hand- 
somely added  100/.  to  600/.,  for  which  he  bad 
purchased  the  work  from  the  author. 
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The  general  merits  of  this  popular  and  de- 
lightJFul  work  have  been  so  often  dwelt  upon, 
and  its  imperfections  so  frequently  censured, 
that  we  can  do  little  more  than  hastily  run 
over  ground  which  has  been  so  repeatedly 
occupied.      The    felicitous  contriyance  and 
happy  extrication  of  the  story,  where  every 
incident  tells  upon  and  advances  the    cata- 
strophe, while,  at  the  same  time,  it  illustrates 
the  characters  of  those  interested  in  its  ap- 
proach, cannot  too  often  be  mentioned  with 
the  highest  approbation.     The  attention  of 
the  reader  is  never  diverted  or  puzzled  by 
unnecessary  digressions,  or  recalled   to  the 
main  story   by  abrupt   and  startling   recur- 
rences ;  he  glides  down  the  narrative  hke  a 
boat  on  the  surface  of  some  broad  navigable 
stream,  which  only  winds  enough  to  gratify 
the  voyager  with  the  varied  beauty  of  its 
banks.     One  exception  to  this  praise,  other- 
wise so  well  merited,  occurs  in  the  story  of 
the  Old  Man  of  the  Hill ;  an  episode  which, 
in  compliance  with  a  custom  introduced  by 
Cervantes,  and  followed  by  Le  Sage,  Fielding 
has  thrust  into  the  midst  of  his  narrative,  as 
he  -had  formeriy  introduced  the  History  of 
Leonora,  equally  unnecessarily  and  inartifi- 
cially,  into  that  of  Joseph  j4ndr€ws.     It  has 
also  been  wondered  why  Fielding  should  have 
chosen  to  leave  the  stain  of  illegitimacy  on 
fthe  birth  of  his  hero;  and  it  has  been^urmised 
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that  he  did  so  in  allusion  to  his  own  first 
wife,  who  wks  also  a  natural  child. 

A  better  reason  may  be  discovered  in  the 
story  itself;  for,  had  Miss  Bridget  been  pri- 
vately married  to  the  father  of  Tom  Jones, 
there  could  have  been  no  adequate  motive 
assigned  for  keeping  his  birth  secret  from  a 
man  so  reasonable  and  compassionate  as  All- 
worthy. 

But  even  the  high  praise  due  to  the  con- 
struction and  arrangement  of  the  story  is  in- 
ferior to  that  claimed  by  the  truth,  force,  and 
spirit  of  the  characters,  from  Tom  Jones  him- 
self, down  to  Black  George  the  game-keeper, 
and  his  family.     Amongst  these,  Squire  Wes- 
tern stands  alone;  imitated  from  no  prototype, 
and  in  htmself  an  inimitable  pieture  of  igno- 
rance,  prejudice,  irascibility,    and  rusticity, 
united  with  natural  shrewdness,  constitutional 
good-humour,  and  an  instinctive  affection  for 
his  daughter — all  which  qualities,  good  and 
bad,  are  grounded  upon  that  basis  of  thorough 
selfishness  natural  to  one  bred  up  from  in- 
fancy where  no  one  dared  to  contradict  his 
arguments,    or  to  control  his  conduct.      In 
one   incident    alone,  we  think  Fielding  has 
departed  from  this  admirable  sketch.     As  an 
English  squire,  Western  ought  not  to  have 
taken  a  beating  so  unresistingly   from    the 
friend  of  Lord  Fellamar.     We  half  suspect 
that  the  passage  is  an  interpolation.     It  is  in- 
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consistent  vvith  the  squire's  readiness  to  en- 
gage in  rustic  affrays.  We  grant  a  pistol  or 
sword  might  have  appalled  him,  but  Squire 
Western  should  have  yielded  to  no  one  in  the 
use  of  the  English  horsewhip — and  as,  with 
all  his  brutalities,  we  have  a  sneaking  interest 
in  the  honest,  jolly  country-gentleman,  we 
would  willingly  hope  there  is  some  mistake 
in  this  matter. 

The  character  of  Jones,  otherwise  a  model 
of  generosity,  openness,  manly  spirit  mingled 
with  thoughtless  dissipation,  is  in  like  manner 
unnecessarily  degraded  by  the  nature  of  his 
intercourse  with  Lady  Bellaston;  and  this  is 
one  of  the  circumstances  which  incline  us  to 
believe  that  Fielding's  ideas  of  what  was  gen- 
tleman-like and  honourable,  had  sustained 
some  depreciation,  in  consequence  of  the  un- 
happy circumstances  of  his  life,  and  of  the 
society  to  which  they  condemned  him. 

A  more  sweeping  and  general  objection  was 
made  against  the  History  of  a  Foundling  by  the 
admirers  of  Richardson,  and  has  been  often 
repeated  since.  It  is  alleged  that  the  ultimate 
moral  of  Tom  Jones^  which  conducts  to  hap- 
piness, and  holds  -up  to  our  sympathy  and 
esteem  a  youth  who  gives  way  to  licentious 
habits,  is  detrimental  to  society,  and  tends  to 
encourage  the  youthful  reader  in  the  practice 
of  those  follies,  to  which  his  natural  passions 
aod  the  usual  course  oi  tScie  viorld  but  too 
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much  direct  him.     French  delicacy,  which, 
on  80  many  occasions,  has  strained  at  a  gnat 
and  swallowed  a  camel,  saw  this  fatal  tendency 
in  the  work,  and,  by  an  arr^t^  discharged  the 
circulation  of  a  bungled  abridgement  byDe  la 
Place,  entitled  a  translation.     To  this  charge 
Fielding  himself  might  probably  have  replied, 
that  the  vices  into  which  Jones  suffers  him- 
self to    fall   are    made    the   direct  cause  of 
placing  him  in  the  distressful  situation  which 
he  occupies  during  the  greater  part  of  the 
narrative:  while  his  generosity,  his  charity, 
and  his  amiable  qaalities,  become  the  means  of 
saving  him  from  the  consequences  of  his  folly. 
But  we  suspect,  with  Doctor  Johnson,  that 
there  is  something  of  cant  both  in  the  oh* 
jection  and  in  the  answer  to  it.     «  Men,»  says 
that  moralist,  «  will  not  become  highwaymen 
because  Macheath  is  acquitted  on  the  stage ;» 
and,  we  add,  they  will  not  become  swindlers 
and  thieves  because  they  sympathize  with  the 
fortunes  of  the  witty  picaroon  Gil  Bias,   or 
licentious  debauchees,  because  they  read  Tom 
Jones.      The  professed  moral  of  a  piece  is 
usually  what  the  reader  is  least  interested  in ; 
it  is  like  the  mendicant  who  cripples  after 
some  gay  and    splendid  procession,  and  in 
vain  solicits  the  attention  of  those  who  have 
been  gazing  upon  it.     Excluding  from  consi- 
deration those  infamous  works  which  address 
themselves  directly  to  awakening  the  gro^sev 
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passions  of  our  nature,  we  are  inclined  to 
think  the  worst  evil  to  be  apprehended  from 
the  perusal  of  novels  is,  that  the  habit  is  apt 
to  generate  an  indisposition  to  real  history 
and  useful  literature;  and  that  the  best  which 
can  be  hoped  is,  that  they  may  sometimes  in- 
struct the  youthful  mind  by  real  pictures  of 
life,  and  sometimes  awaken  their  better  feel- 
ings and  sympathies  by  strains  of  generous 
sentiments,  and  tales  of  fictitiousiwoe.  Beyond 
this  point  they  are  a  mere  elegance,  a  luxury 
contrived  for  the  amusement  of  polished  life, 
and  the  gratification  of  that  half  love  of  lite- 
rature which  pervades  all  ranks  in  an  advanced 
stage  of  society,  and  are  read  much  more  for 
amusement  than  with  the  least  hope  of  de- 
riving instruction  from  them.  The  vices- and 
foUies  of  Tom  Jones  are  those  which  the  world 
soon  teaches  to  all  who  enter  on  the  career  of 
life,  and  to  which  society  is  unhappily  but  too 
indulgent;  nor  do  we  believe  that,  in  any  one 
instance,  the  perusal  of  Fielding^s  novel  has 
added  one  libertine  to  the  large  list  who  would 
not  have  been  such,  had  it  never  crossed  the 
press.  And  it  is  with  concern  we  add  our 
sincere  belief,  that  the  fine  picture  of  frank- 
ness and  generosity  exhibited  in  that  fictitious 
character  has  had  as  few  imitators  as  the  career 
of  his  follies.  Let  it  not  be  supposed  that  we 
are  indifferent  to  morality,  because  we  treat 
mib  scorn  tl^at  affectation  which,  while  in 
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common  life  it  connives  at  the  open  practice 
of  libertinism,  pretends  to  detest  the  memory 
of  an  author  who  painted  life  as  it  Vas,  with 
all  its  shades,  and  more  than  all  the  hghts 
which  it  occasionally  exhibits  to  relieve  them. 
For  particular  passages  of  the  work,  the  au- 
thor can  only  be  .defended  under  the  custom 
of  his  a^e,  which  permitted,  in  certain  cases, 
much  stronger  language  flian  ours.  He  has 
himself  said  that  there  is  nothing  which  can 
offend  the  chastest  eye  in  the  perusal,  and  he 
spoke  probably  according  to  the  ideas  of  his 
time.  But,  in  modern  estimation,  there  are 
several  passages  at  which  delicacy  may  justly 
take  offence;  and,  we  can  only  say,  that 
they  may  be  termed  rather  jocularly  coarse 
than  seductive,  and  that  they  are  atoned  for 
by  the  admirable  mixture  of  wit  and  argu- 
ment, by  which,  in  others,  the  cause  of  true 
religion  and  virtue  is  supported  and  advanced. 

Fielding  considered  his  works  as  an  expe- 
riment in  British  literature;  and,  therefore, 
he  cho^  to  prefix  a  preliminary  chapter  to 
each  book,  explanatory  of  his  own  views,  and 
of  the  rules  attached  to  this  mode  of  com- 
position. Those  critical  introductions,  which 
rather  interrupt  the  course  of  the  story,  and 
the  flow  of  the  interest  at  the  first  perusal,  are 
found,  on  a  second  or  third,  the  most  enter- 
taining chapters  of  the  whole  work. 

The  publication  of  Tom  Jones  carried  Field* 
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ing's  fame  to  its  height;  bat  seems  to  have 
been  attended  with  no  consequences  to  his 
fortune.  Beyond  the  temporary  reUef  which 
the  copy-money  afforded  him.  It  was  after 
this  period  that  he  pubHshed  his  proposal  for 
making  an  effectual  provision  foe  the  pobr, 
formerly  noticed,  and  a  pamphlet  relating  to 
the  mysterious  case  of  the  celebrated  Eliza- 
beth Canning,  in  which  he  adopted  the  cause 
of  common  sense  against  popular  prejudice, 
and  failed,  in  consequence,  in  the  object  of  his 
publication. 

Amelia  was  the  author's  last  work  of  im- 
portance. It  may  be  termed  a  continuation 
of  Tom  Jones,  but  we  have  not  the  same  sym- 
pathy for  the  ungrateful  and  dissolute  conduct 
of  Booth  which  we  yield  to  the  youthful  follies 
of  Jones.  The  character  of  Amelia  is  said  to 
have  been  drawn  for  Fielding's  second  wife. 
If  he  put  her  patience,  as  has  been  alleged,  to 
tests  of  the  same  kind,  he  has,  in  some  degree, 
repaid  her,  by  the  picture  he  has  drawn  of 
her  feminine  delicacy  and  pure  tenderness. 
Fielding's  novels  show  few  instances  of  pa* 
thos ;  it  was,  perhaps,  inconsistent  with  the  life 
which  he  was  compelled  to  lead;  for  those 
who  see  most  of  human  misery  become  neces- 
sarily, in  some  degree,  hardened  to  its  effects. 
But  few  scenes  of  fictitious  distress  are  more 
affecting  than  that  in  which  Amelia  is  de- 
scribed as  having  made  her  little  preparations 
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for  the  eveDing,  and  sitting  in  anxious  expect- 
ation of  the  return  of  her  unworthy  husband, 
whose  folly  is,  in  the  mean  time,  preparing 
for  her  new  scenes  of  misery.  But  our  sym- 
pathy for  the  wife  is  disturbed  by  our  dislike 
of  her  unthankful  husband ;  and  the  tale  is,  on 
the  whole,  unpleasing,  even  though  relieved 
by  the  humours  of  the  doughty  Colonel  Bath, 
and  the  learned  Dr  Harrison,  characters  drawn 
with  such  force  and  precision  as  Fielding 
alone  knew  how  to  employ. 

Miller  published  Amelia  in  1761 .  He  had 
paid  a  thousand  pounds  for  the  copyright; 
and  when  he  began  to  suspect  that  the  work 
would  be  judged  inferior  to  its  predecessor, 
be  employed  the  following  stratagem  to  push 
it  upon.the  trade.  At  a  sale  made  to  the  book- 
sellers, previous  to  the  publication,  Millar 
offered  his  friends  his  other  publications  on 
the  usual  terms  of  discount;  but  when  he 
came  to  Ameliay  he  laid  it  aside,  as  a  work  in 
such  demand,  that  he  could  not  afford  to  de- 
liver it  to  the  trade  in  the  usual  manner.  The 
ruse  succeeded,  the  impression  was  anxiously 
bought  up,  and  the  bookseller  relieved  from 
every  apprehension  of  a  slow  sale. 

Notwithstanding  former  failures.  Fielding, 
in  1752,  commenced  a  new  attempt  at  a  lite- 
rary newspaper  and  review,  which  he  entitled 
the  Covent  Garden  Journal,  to  be  published 
twice  a  week,  and  conducted  by  Sir  Alexander 
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Drawcansir.  It  was  the  author's  failing  that  he 
could  not  continue  any  plan  of  this  nature, 
for  which  otherwise  his  ready  pen,  sharp  wit, 
and  classical  knowledge,  so  highly  fitted  him, 
without  involving  himself  in  some  of  the 
party  squabbles,  or  petty  literary  broils  of 
the  day.  On  the  present  occasion,  he  was  not 
long  ere  he  involved  himself  in  a  quarrel  with 
Dr  Hill,  and  other  periodical  writers.  Among 
the  latter  we  are  sorry  to  particularize  Smollett, 
although  possessed  of  the  most  kindred  genius 
to  Fielding's  which  has  yet  appeared  in  British 
literature.  The  warfare  was  of  brief  duration, 
and  neither  party  would  obtain  honour  by  an 
inquiry  into  the  cause  or  conduct  of  its  hosti- 
lities. 

Meanwhile  Fielding's  life  was  fast  decaying; 
a  complication  of  diseases  had  terminated  in 
a  dropsical  habit,  which  totally  undermined 
his  strong  constitution.  The  Duke  of  New- 
castle, then  prime  minister,  was  desirous  of 
receiving  assistance  from  him  in  the  formation 
of  a  plan  for  the  remedy  and  prevention  of 
secret  robberies,  and  improving  the  police  of 
the  metropolis.  For  the  small  consideration 
of  600/.,  paid  by  government.  Fielding  en- 
gaged to  extirpate  several  gangs  of  daring  ruf- 
fians, which  at  this  time  infested  London  and 
its  vicinity;  and  though  his  health  was  reduced 
to  the  last  extremity,  he  continued  himself  to 
superintend  the  conduct  of  his  agents,  to  take 
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evidence,  and  make  commitments,  until  this 
great  object  was  attained. 

These  last  exertions  seem  to  have  been  fatal 
to  his  exhausted  frame,  which  suffered  at 
once  under  dropsy,  and  jaundice,  and  asthma. 
The  Bath  waters  were  tried  in  vain,  and  va- 
rious modes  of  cure  or  alleviation  were  resort- 
ed to,  of  which  tapping  only  appears  to  have 
succeeded  to  a  certain  extent.  The  medical 
attendants  gave  their  last  sad  advice  in  re- 
commending a  milder  climate.  Of  his  depar- 
ture for  Lisbon,  in  conformity  with  their 
advice,  he  has  himself  left  the  following  me- 
lancholy record,  painting  the  man  and  his 
situation  a  thousand  times  better  than  any 
other  pen  could  achieve. 

a  On  this  day, Wednesday,  June  26th  1 7649 » ' 
he  says,  « the  most  melancholy  sun  I  had  ever 
beheld  arose,  and  found  me  awake  at  my  house 
at  Fordhook.  By  the  light  of  this  sun  I  was, 
in  my  own  opinion,  last  to  behold  and  take 
leave  of  some  of  those  creatures  on  whom  I 
doated  with  a  mother-like  fondness,  guided 
by  nature  and  passion,  and  uncured  and  un- 
hardened  by  all  the  doctrine  of  that  philoso- 
phical school,  where  I  had  learned  to  bear 
pains,  and  to  despise  death.  In  this  situation, 
as  I  could  not  conquer  nature,  I  submitted 
entirely  to  her,  and  she  made  as  great  a  fool 

■  Voyage  to  Lisbon,  p.  i  • 
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of  me,  as  she  had  ever  done  of  any  woman 
whatsoever;  under  pretence  of  |[iving  me  leave 
to  enjoy,  she  drew  me  in  to  suffer  the  com- 
pany of  my  little  ones,  during  eight  hours:;  and 
I  doubt  not  whether,  in  that  time,  I  did  not 
undergo  more  than  in  all  my  distemper.  At 
twelve  precisely  my  coach  was  at  the  door, 
which  was  no  sooner  told  me,  than  I  kissed  my 
children  round,  and  went  into  it  with  some 
little  resolution.  My  wife,  who  behaved  more 
like  a  heroine  and  philosopher,  thotigh  at  the 
same  time  the  tenderest  mother  in  the  world, 
and  my  eldest  daughter,  followeid  me.  Some 
friends  went  with  us,  and  others  here  took 
their  leave;  and  I  heard  my  behaviour  ap- 
plauded, with  many  murmurs  and  praises,  to 
which  I  well  knew  1  had  no  title. » 

This  affecting  passage  makes  a  part  of  his 
Journey  to  Lisbon,  a  work  which  he  commenc- 
ed during  the  voyage,  with  a  hand  trembling 
in  almost  its  latest  hour.  It  remains  a  singu- 
lar example  of  Fielding^s  natural  strength  of 
mind,  that  while  struggling  hard  at  once  with 
the  depression,  and  with  the  irritability  of  dis- 
ease, he  could  still  exhibit  a  few  flashes  of  that 
bright  wit,  which  could  once  set  the  «  world » 
in  a  roar.  His  perception  of  character,  and 
power  of  describing  it,  had  not  forsaken  him 
in  those  sad  moments;  for  the  master  of  the 
ship  in  which  he  sailed,  the  scolding  landlady 
of  the  Isle  of  Wight,  the  military  coxcomb. 
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who  visits  their  vessel,  are  all  portraits,  mark- 
ed with  the  master-hand  which  traced  Parson 
Adams  and  Squire  Western. 

The  Journey  to  Lisbon  was  abridged  by 
fate.  Fielding  reached  that  city,  indeed,  alive, 
and  remained  there  two  months;  but  he  was 
unable  to  continue  his  proposed  literary  la- 
bours. The  hand  of  death  was  upon  him, 
and  seized  upon  his  prey  in  the  beginning  of 
October,  1754.  He  died  in  the  48th  year  of 
his  life,  leaving  behind  him  a  widow,  and  four 
children,  one  of  whom  died  soon  afterwards. 
His  brother,  Sir  John  Fielding,  well  known  as 
a  magistrate,  aided  by  the  bounty  of  Mr  Allen, 
made  suitable  provision  for  the  survivors;  but 
of  their  fate  we  are  ignorant. 

Thus  lived,  and  thus  died,  at  a  period  of  life 
when  the  world  might  have  expected  con- 
tinned  delight  from  his  matured  powers,  the 
celebrated  Henry  Fielding,  father  of  the  Eng- 
lish novel;  and  in  his  powers  of  strong  and 
national  humour,  and  forcible  yet  natural  exhi- 
bition of  character,  unapproached  as  yet,  even 
by  his  successful  followers. 
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The  following  is  a  list  of  the  works  of  Field- 
ing, so  far  as  they  are  known  in  the  present 
day:— 

MISCELLANEOUS  WORKS. 

The  History  of  the  Adventures  of  Joseph  An- 
drews, and  his  friend  Mr  Abraham  Adams. 

The  History  of  a  Foundling* 

Amelia. 

The  History  of  the  Life  of  Jonathan  Wild  the 
Great. 

A  Journey  from  this  World  to  the  Next. 

Miscellanies,  published  in  one  volume,  con- 
taining two  Essays^  on  Conversation,  and  on  the 
Knowledge  and  Character  of  Men,  with  several 
Poems,  etc. 

An  Address  to  the  Grand  Jury  of  the  County  of 
Middlesex. 

Examples  of  the  Interposition  of  Providence  in 
the  Detection  and  Punishment  of  Murder.  With 
an  Introduction  and  Conclusion. 

A  Proposal  for  making  an  effectual  Provision 
for  the  Poor,  for  amending  their  Morals,  and 
rendering  them  useful  Members  of  Society. 

An  Inquiry  into  the  Causes  of  the  late  Increase 
of  Robbers,  etc.  with  some  proposals  for  remedy- 
ing the  growing  Evil,  in  which  the  Laws  relating 
to  Felons  are  freely  considered. 

Of  the  Remedy  of  Affliction  for  the  loss  of  our 
Friends. 

Translation  of  the  first  Olynthiac  of  Demos- 
.thenes. 
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An  Answer  to  a  Pamphlet,  entitled  «  An  Apology 
for  the  Conduct  of  a  late  cel^rated  Second-rate 
Minister,  when  he  commenced  Gourtier.9 

A  Clear  state  of  the  Case  of  Elizabeth  Canning. 

Case  of  Bosavems  Penlez. 

Prefaces  to  David  Simple,  and  the  familiar 
Letters  between  David  Simple  and  others. 

An  Ironical  Imitation  of  Natural  History,  in  a 
Description  of  a  Guinea,  as  a  newly  discovered 
Insect  or  Animal,  under  the  name  of  the  Terres- 
trial Chrysippus,  or  Golden-foot. 

DRAMATIC  WORKS. 

Love  in  Several  Masques,  a  Comedy,  in  Three 
Acts. 

The  Temple  Beau,  a  Comedy,  in  Five  Acts. 

The  Author  s  Farce,  with  a  Puppet-show,  called 
the  Pleasures  of  the  Town,  in  Three  Acts. 

The  Coffee-house  Politician,  or  the  Justice 
caught  in  his  own  Trap,  a  Comedy,  in  Five  Acts. 

The  Tragedy  of  Tragedies,  or  the  Life  and  Death 
of  Tom  Thumb  the  Great,  with  Annotations,  in 
Three  Acts. 

The  Letter-Writers,  or  a  New  Way  to  Keep  a 
Wife  at  Home,  a  Farce. 

The  Lottery,  a  Farce. 

The  Grub-Street  Opera,  a  Farce. 

The  Modem  Husband,  a  Play,  in  Five  Acts. 

The  Mock  Doctor,  or  the  Dumb  Lady  Cured,  a 
Ballad  Farce. 

The  Covent-Garden  Tragedy,  a  Burlesque. 

The  Miser,  a  Farce. 

The  Intriguing  Chambermaid,  a  Ballad  Farce, 
in  Two  Acts. 

1. 
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The  Debauchees,  or  the  Jesuit  Caught,  a  Farce. 
Don  Quixote  in  England. 
The  old  Man  taught  Wisdom,  or  the  Virgin 
Unmasked,  a  Farce. 

The  Universal  Gallant,  or  the  Dififerent  Hus- 
bands, a  Comedy,  in  Five  Acts. 

Pasquin,  a  Dramatic  Satire  on  the  Times,  being 
the  Rehearsal  of  Two  Plays,  etc. 

The  Historical  Register,  for  lySG. 

Eurydice,  a  Farce. 

Eurydice  Hiss'd,  or  a  Word  to  the  Wise. 

Tumble-down  Dick,  or  Phaeton  in  the  Suds. 

Miss  Lucy  in  Town,  a  Sequel  to  the  Virgin 
Unmasked,  a  Farce. 

Plutus,  the  €rod  of  Riches,  translated  from  the 
Greek  of  Aristophanes. 

The  Wedding-day,  a  Comedy,  in  Five  Acts. 

An  Interlude  between  Jupiter,  Juno,  Apollo, 
and  Mercury. 

The  Fathers,  or  the  G^ood-natured  Man,  a  Co- 
medy, in  Five  Acts. 

A  Dialogue  between  Alexander  the  Great  and 
Diogenes  the  Cynic. 

PERIODICAL  PAPERS,  IN  WHICH  HE  WAS  ENGAGED. 

The  Champion. 

The  True  Patriot. 

The  Jacobite  Journal,  and 

The  Covent-Garden  Journal. 
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POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 

Journal  of  a  Voyage  to  Lisbon. 

Some  Tracts  relating  to  the  Poor,  etc.  published 
in  substance  by  Sir  John  Fielding. 

Comment  on  Lord  Bolingbroke's  Essays,  a  frag- 
ment of  which  only  was  in  a  state  fit  for  publi- 
cation. 

Besides  these,  a  work  remained  in  the  hands  of 
Sir  John  Fielding,  on  the  subject  of  Crown  Law, 
which  was  never  published. 


APPENDIX.       . 

An  Epistle  to  the  Right  Honcurahle  Sir  Robert  Walpole. 

While  at  the  helm  of  state  you  ride, 
Our  nation^s  envy  and  its  pride ; 
While  foreign  courts  with  wonder  gaze. 
And  curse  those  councils  which  they  praise ; 
Would  you  not  wonder,  sir,  to  view 
Your  bard  a  greater  man  than  you? 
Which  that  he  is,  you  cannot  doubt. 
When  you  have  read  the  secpel  oiU. 

Tou  know^  great  sir,  that  ancient  fellows^ 
Philosophers,  and  such  folks,  tell  us. 
No  great  analogy  between 
Greatness  and  happiness  is  seen. 
If  then,  as  it  might  follow  straight. 
Wretched  to  be,  is  to  be  great; 
Forbid  it,  gods,  that  you  should  try 
What  'tis  to  be  so  great  as  I ! 
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.  The  family,  that  dines  the  latest, 
Is  in  our  street  esteem'd  the  g;reatest ; 
But  latest  hours  must  surely  fall 
'Fore  him,  who  never  dines  at  all. 

Your  taste  in  architect,  you  know, 
Hath  heen  admired  hy  friend  and  foe ; 
But  can  your  earthly  domes  compare 
With  all  my  castles — in  the  air? 

We  're  often  taught,  it  doth  hehove  us 
To  think  those  greater,  who  're  above  us ; 
Another  instance  of  my  glory. 
Who  live  above  you,  twice  two  story ; 
And  from  my  garret  can  look  down 
On  the  whole  street  of  Arlington,^ 

m 

Greatness  by  poets  still  is  painted, 
With  many  followers  acquainted ; 
This  too  doth  in  my  favour  speak ; 
Your  levee  is  but  twice  a  week ; 
From  mine  I  can  exclude  but  one  day. 
My  door  is  quiet  on  a  Sunday. 

Nor,  in  the  manner  of  attendance. 

Doth  your  great  bard  claim  less  ascendance. 

Familiar  you  to  admiration, 

May  be  approached  by  all  the  nation ; 

While  I,  like  the  Mogul  in  Indo^ 
Am  never  seta  but  at  my  window. 

'  Where  Sir  Robert  lived. 


FIELDING.  45 

If  with  my  g^reatness  you  're  offended, 
The  fault  is  easily  amended ; 
For  1 11  come  down,  with  wond'rous  ease. 
Into  whatever  p/oce  you  please. 

I  'm  not  ambitious ;  little  matters 

Will  serve  us  great,  but  humble  creatures. 

Suppose  a  secretary  ©'"this  lisle,. 

Just  to  be  doing  with  a  while ; 

Admiral,  gen'ral,  judge  or  bishop  : 

C^  I  can  foreign  treaties  dish  up. 

If  the  good  genius  of  the  nation 

Should  call  me  to  negotiation^ 

Tuscan  and  French  are  in  my  head, 

Latin  I  write,  and  Gteek — I  read. 

If  you  should  ask,  what  pleases  best? 
To  ^et  the  most^  and  do  the  least. 
What  fittest  for  ? — You  know,  I  'ra  sure  y 
Vm  fittest  for a  sine-^ure^ 


LE  SAGE. 


We  must  commence  our  biographical  sketch 
of  this  delightful  author,  with  the  vain  re- 
gret, that  we  can  say  little  of  his  private  life 
which  can  possibly  interest  the  public.  The 
distinguished  men  of  genius  whom,  after 
death,  our  admiration  is  led  almost  to  ca- 
nonize, have  the  lot  of  the  holy  men,  who, 
spending  their  lives  in  obscurity,  poverty, 
and  maceration,  incur  conteftipt,  and  per- 
haps persecution,  to  have  shrines  built  for 
the  protection  of  their  slightest  relics,  when 
once  they  are  no  more.  Like  the  life  of  so 
many  of  those  who  have  contributed  most 
largely  to  the  harmless  enjoyments  of  man- 
kind, that  of  Le  Sage  was  laborious,  obscure, 
and  supported  with  difficulty  by  the  reward 
of  his  literary  exertions. 
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Alain  Reni^  Le  Sage  was  bom  in  a  village 
near  to  the  town  of  Vannes  in  Brittany^  about 
the  year  1 668.  The  profession  of  his  father  is 
not  mentioned ;  but,  as  he  bequeathed  «onie 
property  to  his  son,  he  could  not  be  of  a  very 
low  rank.  Unfortunately  he  died  early,  and  his 
son  fell  under  the  tutelage  af  an- uncle,  so  negli- 
gent of  one  of  the  most  sacred  duties  of  huma- 
nity, that  he  neglected  alike  the  fortune  and 
education  of  his  ward.  The  latter  defect  was, 
in  a  great  measure,  supplied  by  the  affection 
of  the  p^re  Bocheurd,  of  the  order  of  Jesuits, 
principal  of  the  college  of  Yannes,  who,  inter- 
ested in  the  talents  displayed  by  the  young 
Le  Sage,  took  pleasure  in  cultivating  his  taste 
for  literature.  Our  author,  however,  must 
have  been  late  in  attracting  Bochard's  notice ; 
for  when  he  came  to  Paris  in  1698,  in  his 
twenty-fifth  year,  his  principal  object  was  to 
prosecute  his  philosophical  studies,  with  what 
ultimate  view  does  not  appear.. 

With  good  humour  and  liveliness,  joined  to 
youth,  and,  it  is  said,  a  remarkably  handsome 
person,  Le  Sage  soon  felt  the  influence  of  the 
Parisian  atmosphere,  was  much  engaged  in 
society,  and  distinguished  by  an  intrigue  with 
a  woman  of  rank,  who  shared  with  him,  as  his 
biographer  expresses  it,  her  heart  and  fortune. 
How  diis  amour  terminated  we  are  not  told, 
but  one  of  a  better  and  more  virtuous  cha- 
racter succeeded.  Le  Sage  became  enamoured 
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of  a  beautiful  young  woman,  the  daughter  of 
a  joiner  in  the  rue  de  la  Mortellerie,  married 
her,  and,  from  that  period,  found  his  principal 
happiness  in  domestic  affection.  By  this  union 
he  had  three  sons,  whose  fortunes  we  shall 
afterwards  have  occasion  to  mention,  and  a 
daughter,  whose  filial  piety  is  said  to  haye 
placed  her  sole  occupation  in  contributing 
to  the  domestic  enjoyment  of  her  celebrated 
parent. 

Le  Sage  continued,  after  his  marriage,  to  fre- 
quent the  circles  of  Paris,  where  literary  men 
mingled  as  guests  upon  easy  terms,  and  ap- 
pears to  have  acquired  several  sincere  and 
active  friends,  among  whom  the  abb^  de 
Lyonne  entitled  himself  not  only  to  the  author's 
personal  gratitude,*  but  to  that  of  posterity. 
He  settled  upon  Le  Sage  a  pension  of  600  liv., 
and  made  him,  besides,  many  valuable  pre- 
sents, yet  served  him  much  more  essentially 
by  directing  hie  attention  to  Spanish  litera- 
ture, which  he  was  afterwards  so  singularly 
to  combine  with  that  of  his  own  country.^ 

*  Danchel,  a  man  of  some  celebrity,  engaged  Le  Sage 
in  a  translation  of  the  Letters  of  AristenetuSy  which  he 
caused  to  be  printed  at  Chartres  (though  the  title  bears 
Rotterdam),  in  1695. 

*  So  early  as  1704,  Le  Sage  understood  the  language 
so  well,  as  to  give  a  translation  of  Avellaneda*s  Continua- 
tion of  Don  Quixote,  which  gave  so  much  offence  to 
Cervantes. 
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The  particular  circumstances  of  Spain  had 
given  a  strong  cast  of  originahty  to  the  cha- 
racter of  their  Uterature.  The  close  neigh- 
bourhood of  so  many  petty  kingdoms,  so  fre- 
quently engaged  in  intestine  wars,  occasioned 
numerous  individual  adventures,  which  could 
not  have  taken  place  under  any  one  established 
government.  The  high  romantic  character  of 
chivalry  which  was  cherished  by  the  natives, 
the  vicinity  of  the  Moors,  who  had  imported 
with  them  the  wild,  imaginative,  and  splen- 
did fictions  of  Araby  the  blessed — the  fierce- 
ness of  the  Spanish  passions  of  love  and  ven- 
geance, their  thirst  of  honour,  their  unsparing 
cruelty,  placed  all  the  materials  of  romance 
under  th©  very  eye  of  the  author  who  wished 
to  use  them.  If  his  characters  were  gigantic 
and  overstrained  in  the  conception,  the  writer 
had  his  apology  in  the  temper  of  the  nation 
where  his  scene  was  laid ;  if  his  incidents  were 
extravagant  and  improbable,  a  country  in 
which  Castilians  and  Arragonese^Spaniards  and 
Moors,  Mussulmans  and  Christians,  had  been 
at  war  for  so  many  ages,  could  furnish  histo- 
rians with  real  events,  which  might  counte- 
nance the  boldest  flights  of  the  romance.  And 
here  it  is  impossible  to  avoid  remarking,  that 
the  French,  the  gayest  people  in  Europe,  have 
formed  their  stage  on  a  plan  of  declamatorj- 
eloquence,  which  all  other  nations  have  de- 
nounced as  intolerable,  while  the  Spaniard, 
VOL.  I.  Z 
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grave,  soletnn,  dhd  stately,  \Vas  the  fii^t  to 
introduce  on  the  stage  all  the  btistlis  of  lively 
and  complicated  intrigue, — ^the  flight  and  the 
escape,  the 'mask  and  ladder  of  ropes,  clos- 
ets, dark  lanterns,  trap-doors,  and  the  whole 
machinery  of  constant  and  hurried  action; 
and  that  with  such  a  profusion  of  inven- 
tion, that  the  Spanish  theatre  forms  a  mine 
in  which  the  dramatic  authors  of  almost  all 
other  countries  have  wrought  forages,  and  are 
still  working,  with  very  slight  chanCe  either 
of  failure  or  detection. 

Le  Sage  was  not  slow  in  endeavouring  to 
turn  to  his  own  advantage  his  acquaintance 
with  the  Spanish  drama.  He  translated  from 
the  original  of  Don  Francisco  de  Rojas,  Le 
Trattre  Puru,  It  was  not  acted,  but  printed  in 
the  year  1 700.  Another  play,  Don  Filix  de 
Mendoce,  he  translated  from  Lope  de  Vega, 
but  this  also  remained  unacted,  and  was  not 
even  printec)^  Until  the  author  published  his 
Thddtre^  in  lySg. 

Le  Point ^Honneur,  another  translation  from 
the  Spanish,  was  performed  at  the  The4tre 
Francais  in  1702,  without  success.  The  satire 
turned  upon  the  pedantic  punctilios  formerly 
annexed  to  the  discussion  of  personal  « 'de- 
pendencies, »  as  they  were  called,  when  men 
quarrelled  by  the  book,  and  arranged  a  ren- 
contre according  to  the  rules  of  logic.  This 
fantastic  humour,  which,  so  early  as  th  e  age  o 
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Shakspeare,  and  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  had 
been  enceessfully  ridiculed  on  the  English 
stage,  was  probably  rather  too  antiquated  to 
be  the  mibject  of  satire  on  that  of  Paris,  in  the 
beginning  of  the  i8th  century.  The  Point  of 
Honour  was  only  twice  represented. 

In  1707,  Don  Ctesar  Ursm^  a  comedy  translat- 
ed by  Le  Sage  from  the  Spanish  of  Calderon. 
was  acted  and  condemned  at  the  Th^tre 
Francis.  To  make  the  author  some  amends, 
the  same  audience  received,  with  the  most 
marked  applause,  the  lively  &rce  entitled  Cris- 
jrin  Rival  de  son,  Mattref  Ythix^  Garrick  intro- 
duced upon  the  English  stage,  under  the  title 
of  Neck  or  Nothing.  It  is  uncommon  for  a  dra> 
matic  author  to  be  applauded  and  condemned 
for  two  different  pieces  in  the:  same  day;  but 
Le  Sage's  destiny  was  even. stiU. more  whim- 
sical. Don  Ccesary  we  have  said,  was  hissed  in 
the  city,  and  Crispin  applauded.  At  a  repre- 
sentation before  the  court,  the  judgment  was 
reversed — ^the  play  was  applauded,  and  the 
force  condemned  without  mercy.  Time  has 
confirmed  the  judgment  :of- the  Parisians,  and 
annulled  that  of  Versailles. 

Le  Sage  made  yet  another  essay  on  the  re- 
gular stage,  with  his  comedy  of  Turcaret, 
in  which  he  has  painted  the  odious  yet  ridi- 
culous character  of  a  financier,  risen  from  the 
lowest  order  of  society  by  tricks  and  usury, 
prodigal  of  his  newly-acquired  wealth  upon  a 
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that  Revenge  was  said  to  have  held  the  pallet 
when  the  colours  were  mixed;  and  there  was 
an  unauthorized  story  at  one  time  current, 
that  Le  Sage,  deprived  by  a  financier  of  a  place 
in  the  revenue,  had  written  this  dramatic  sa- 
tire to  be  revenged  upon  the  whole  body  of 
Maltotiers.     The  author,   probably,  was  not 
without  some  offers  of  preferment,   for  he 
used  to  speak  to  his  son  of  having  refused 
situations  in  which  others  became  rich,  but 
where  his  conscience  must  have  kept  him 
poor — expressions  too  vague  for  a  biographer 
to  found  any  thing  upon  them,  yet  which  seem 
to  exclude  th^  idea  of  his  having  held  any  em- 
ployment under  a  farmer-general  of  the 're- 
venues.     His   connexion  with  the  Th^4tre 
Fran^ais,  on  which  alone  such  regular  pieces 
can  be  presented,  was  soon  afterwards  broken 
off.     Le  Sage  had  offered  to  them,  in  1708, 
a  small  piece,  in  one  act,  called  La  Tontine;  it 
was  not  acted  until  1782;   and  though  the 
cause  is  not  precisely  known,  it  is  obvious  that 
tlie  rejection  gave  much  offence  to  the  author. 
Le  Sage  was  also  much  provoked  at  the  airs  of 
superiority  assumed  by  the  performers   to- 
wards the  authors,  which  he  has  revenged  by 
the  unfavourable  and   ridiculous   colours  in 
v>  hich  he  has  represented  the  theatrical  pro- 
fession in  his  romances. 

The  truth  seems  to  be,  that  his  former  at- 
tempts were  unsuccessful,  because  they  were 
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founded  upon  the  Spanish  plan  of  intrigue,  in 
incident  and  situation,  and  were  not  therefore 
much  valued  by  the  Parisians,  whom  the  ex- 
cellent Moli^re  had  accustomed  to  pieces  of 
character  and  sentiment.  Turcaret  was  indeed 
more  in  the  taste  of  the  age,  and  was  accord- 
ingly better  relished;  but  the  scenes  hang  so 
loosely  together,  and  the  plot  possesses  so 
little  interest  of  any  kind,  that  it  may  be  termed 
rather  a  dramatic  satire  than  a  proper  comedy. 
On  the  whole,  Le  Sage's  foilare  as  a  comic 
poet  will  not  excite  the  surprise  of  those  w  ho 
may  have  patience  to  peruse  his  plays. 

For  the  sake  of  connexion,  we  may  trace 
Le  Sage's  dramatic  career  to  a  period,  with 
the  greater  brevity,  that  it  contains  but  little 
to  interest  the  reader.  From  t^ie  service  of 
the  established  National  Theatre,  Le  Sage 
transferred  his  pen  to  those  minor  establish- 
ments, termed  De  la  Foirey  which  did  not 
pretend,  and,  indeed,  were  not  permitted,  to 
offer  to  the  public  regular  dramas,  but  only  to 
act  vaudeville,  or  small  light  interludes  set  to 
music,  and  where  the  music  was  supposed  to 
be  the  principal  attraction. 

These  subordinate  theatres  were  a  refine- 
ment upon  the  puppet-shows,  and  such  like 
exhibitions,  which  used  to  be  shown  during 
the  two  great  fairs  of  St  Laurence  and  St  Ger- 
main ;  and  it  was  under  tfcis  colour  that  the 
manager  and  actors  of  th^  f'oire  endeavoured 
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to  elude  the  monopoly  enjoyed  by  the  Th^4tre 
Frangais,  and  were  alternately  indulged  or 
restricted  in  their  privileges  as  they  were  able 
to  find  protection  at  court.    The  sort  of  pieces 
represented  at  the  Foire^   came  at  length  to 
bear  the  name  of  the  Comic  Opera,  of  which 
Le  Sage  was  the  soul.     He  composed,  either 
entirely,  or  with  the  assistance  of  his  friends, 
Dominique  and  Fuselier,  no  less  than  a  hun- 
dred and  upwards  of  these  interludes,  farces, 
and  light  pieces,  which  cost  little  effort  to  so 
inventive  a  genius,  and  which  floated  or  sunk, 
as  popular  opinion  willed  it,  never  omitting 
any  opportunity  which  presented  itself,  to 
ridicule,  parody,  and  satirize  the  Romans^  for 
so  the  actors   of  the  regular  theatres  were 
termed,   in  the  cant  language  of  the  Foire, 
These  exertions  were  attended  with  such  a 
degree  of  profit,  as,  with  the  revenue  arising 
from  his  other  publicationa,  enabled  Le  Sage, 
now  the  father  of  a  family,  to  maintain  himself 
and  them  in  a  calm,  modest,  but  comfortable 
independence. 

In  1 721,  the  Comic  Opera  of  the  Foire  was 
for  a  time  suppressed.  An  attempt  was  made 
to  continue  the  amusement,  and  elude  the 
restriction,  under  different  devices.  For  this 
purpose,  Francisque,  the  manager,  for  whom 
Le  Sage  had  long  laboured,  caused  pieces, 
composed  in  monologue,  to  be  acted  on  his 
stage.     Le  Sage  and  Fuselier,  late  the  allies  of 
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Francisque,  had  recourse  to  another  device, 
and  acted  their  pieces  as  formerly,  in  music 
and  dialogue,  but  by  the  intervention  of  pup- 
pets, instead  of  real  actors — an  idea  which 
afterwrards  occurred  to  Fielding.  These  rival 
theatres  carried  on  their  several  undertakings, 
in  spite  holh  of  the  comedians  of  the  Theatre 
Fran9ais,  and  of  each  other,  and  some  satirical 
skirmishes  passed  between  them.  In  ^rU- 
quin  Deucalion  J  a  piece  in  monologue,  written 
by  the  celebrated  Piron,  Le  Sage,  and  his 
consort  Fuselier  are  subjected  to  ridicule  by 
the  following yeu  de  mots:  Punchinello  is  made 
to  ask,  «  Pourquoi  le  fol  de  temps  en  temps  ne 
dirait-U  pas  des  bonnes  chases^  puisque  Le  Sage 
de  temps  en  temps  dit  de  si  mauvaises  ?»  In  the 
same  piece  Arlequin  throws  a  pair  of  pistols 
into  the  sea,  praying  there  might  never  more 
be  word  spoken,  «  de  pistoletSj  de  fusil j  ni  de 
Fuselier. »  Such  jests  break  no  bones,  and 
probably  discomposed  our  author's  temper  as 
little  as  they  injured  his  reputation.  The  em- 
bargo was  removed  from  the  performances  at 
the  Foire,  in  the  course  of  about  two  years, 
and  our  author  resumed  his  ordinary  labours 
in  behalf  of  its  theatre,  which  he  continued  so 
late  as  the  year  1 788,  during  which  he  produc- 
ed three  pieces,  which  were  probably  his  last 
dramatic  efforts,  as  he  had  then  attained  his 
seventieth  year. 
It  has  been  said  of  Le  Sage's  works,  that 
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no  wrritiDgs  are  more  generally  and.,  widely 
known  than  those  of  his  which  are  remem- 
bered, while  none  are  so  decidedly  and  utterly 
forgotten  as  those  which  have  been  consigned 
to  neglect.     All  the  slight  dramas  which  vie 
have  noticed,  as  forming  so  great  and  essential 
a  part  of  the  labours  of  his  life,  fall  under  the 
latter  class — many  have  never  been  printed, 
and   of  those  which  have  issued   from  the 
press,  very  few  are  now  read.     Nothing  cau 
be  more  slight  than  their  texture.    The  whim 
of  the  day — any  remarkable  accident  —  any 
popular  publication,   affords   a  hint  for  the 
story.     The  airs,  like  those  of  the  Beggars 
Opera^  are  founded  on  the  common  popular 
ballads  and  vaudevilles,  and  nothing  is  too 
trivial  or  absurd  to  be  admitted  into  the  dia- 
logue.   At  the  same  time,  there  occur  touches 
both  of  wit,  nature,  and  humour;   as  ho\v 
could  it  be  otherwise  in  the  slightest  works 
of  Le  Sage  ?     The  French  critics,  who  are 
indisputably  the  best  judges,  incline  to  think, 
judging  fromi  Turcaret,  that  he  would  have 
risen  to  eminence,  had  he  continued  to  cul- 
tivate the  regular  comedy,  insteac)  of  sinking 
into  an  occupation  which  he  held  in  contefnpt, 
and  which  he  probably  thought  could  not  be 
too  slightly  executed.      Don  CleofcLs^  in  the 
Cntique  de  Turcaret,   says  to  Asmodeus,  as 
they  survey  the  audience  at  the  Th4dtre  Froiir 
fais,  ttLa  belle  assembUe;  que  de  dames  h  — 
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AsMODJ&E.  //  y  en  aurait  encore  davantage  sans 
les  spectacles  de  lafoire.  La  plupart  desfemmes 
y  courent  avec  fureur.  Je  suis  ravi  de  les  voir 
dans  legout  de  leurs  Uujuais  et  de  Uurs  cockers,  i) 
—  Thus  thought  Le  Sage  origiually  of  the 
digoity  of  those  labours  in  which  he  was  to 
spend  his  life,  and  the  indifference  with  which 
he  was  contented  to  exercise  his  vocation, 
shows  that  his  opinion  of  its  importance  was 
never  enhanced.  Goldoni,  in  circun]^t^<^6s 
nearly  similar,  created  a  national  drama,  and 
a  taste  for  its  beauties;  but  Le  Sage  was  to 
derive  an  undying  name  from  works  of  a  dif* 
ferent  description. 

We  willingly  leave  consideration  of  these 
ephemeral  and  forgotten  effusions  of  the  mo- 
ment, composed  for  the  small  theatres  of  the 
foirCf  to  speak  of  the  productions  which  must 
afford  delight  and  interest,  so  long  as  human 
nature  retains  its  present  constitution.  The 
first  of  these  was  Le  Diable  Boiteux^  which 
Le  Sage  published  in  1707;  the  title  and  plan 
of  the  work  was  derived  from  the  Spanish  of 
Luez  Velez  de  Guevara,  called  El  DMle  Co- 
juelOf  and  such  satires  on  manners  as  had  been 
long  before  written,  in  Spain,  by  Cervantes 
and  others.  But  the  fancy,  the  lightness,  the 
spirit,  the  wit,  and  the  vivacity  of  the  Diable 
BoiteuXj  were  entirely  communicated  by  the 
enchanting  pen  of  the  lively  Frenchman. 
The  plan  of  the  work  was  in  the  highest  de- 
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gree  interesting,  and  having,  in  its  original 
concoction,  at  once  a  cast  of  the  romantic 
and  of  the  mystical,  is  calculated  to  interest 
and  to  attract,  by  its  own  merit,  as  well  as  by 
the  pleasing  anecdotes  and  shrewd  remarks 
upon  human  life,  of  which  it  forms,  as  it  were, 
the  fraine-work  and  enchasing.  The  Mys- 
teries of  the  Cabalists  afforded  a  foundation 
for  the  story,  which,  grotesque  as  it  is,  was  not 
in  those  times  held  to  exceed  the  bounds  of 
probable  fiction ;  and  the  interlocutors  of  the 
scene  are  so  happily  adapted  to  the  subjects 
of  their  conversation,  that  all  they  say  and  do 
has  its  own  portion  of  natural  appropriation. 

It  is  impossible  to  conceive  a  being  more 
fitted  to  comment  upon  the  vices,  and  to  ri- 
dicule the  follies  of  humanity,  than  an  esprit 
follet  like  Asmodeus,  who  is  as  much  a  de- 
cided creation  of  genius,  in  his  way,  as  Ariel 
or  Caliban.  Without  possessing  the  darker 
powers  and  propensities  of  a  fallen  angel,  he 
presides  over  the  vices  and  the  follies,  rather 
than  the  crimes  of  mankind,  is  malicious  rather 
than  malignant;  and  his  delight  is  to  gibe,  and 
to  scoff,  and  to  teaze,  rather  than  to  torture : 
-—one  of  Satan's  light  infantry,  in  short,  whose 
business  it  is  to  goad,  perplex,  and  disturb 
the  ordinary  train  of  society,  rather  than  to 
break  in  upon  and  overthrow  it.  This  cha- 
racter is  maintained  in  all  Asmodeus  says  and 
does,  with  so  much  spirit,  wit,  acuteness,  and 
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playful  malice,  that  we  never  forget  the  fiend, 
even  in  those  moments  when  he  is  very  near 
becoming  amiable  as  well  as  entertaining. 

Don  Gleoias,  to  whom  he  makes  all  his 
diverting  communications,  is  a  fiery  young 
Spaniard,  proud,  high-spirited,  and  revenge- 
ful, and  just  so  much  of  a  libertine  as  to  fit 
him  for  the  company  of  Asmodeus.  He  inter- 
ests us  personally  by  his  gallantry  ana  gener- 
ous sentiments;  and  we  are  pleased  with  the 
mode  in  which  the  grateful  fiend  provides  for 
the  future  happiness  of  his  liberator.  Of  these 
two  characters  neither  is  absolutely  original. 
But  the  devil  of  Guevara  is,  as  the  title  of  the 
book  expresses,  a  mere  bottle-conjuror,  who 
amuses  the  student  bv  tricks  of  legerdemain, 
intermixed  with  strokes  of  satire,  some  of 
them  very  acute,  but  devoid  of  the  poignancy 
of  Le  Sage.  Don  Cleofas  is  a  mere  literal 
copy  from  the  Spanish  author.  There  is  no 
book  in  existence  in  which  so  much  of  the 
human  character,  under  all  it«  various  shades 
and  phases,  is  described  in  so  few  words  as 
in  the  Diable  Boiteux.  Every  page,  every  line, 
hears  marks  of  that  sure  tact,  and  accurate 
developement  of  human  weakness  and  folly, 
which  tempt  us  to  think  we  are  actually  listen- 
ing to  a  superior  intelligence,  who  sees  into 
oiur  minds  and  motives,  and,  in  malicious 
sport,  tears  away  the  veil  which  we  endeavour 
to  interpose  betwixt  these  and  our  actions. 
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The  satire  of  Le  Sage  is  as  quick  and  sudden 
as  it  is  poignant;  his  jest  never  is  blunted  by 
anticipation;  ere  we  are  aware  that  the  bow 
is  drawn,  the  shaft  is  quivering  in  the  very 
centre  of  the  mark.  To  quote  examples  would 
be  to  quote  the  work  through  almost  every 
page ;  and,  accordingly,  no  author  has  afforded 
a  greater  stock  of  passages,  which  have  been 
generally   employed  as  apothegms,  or  illus- 
trations of  human  nature  and  actions;  and  no 
wonder,  since  the  force  of  whole  pages  is 
often  compressed  in  fewer  words  than  ano- 
ther author  would  have  employed  sentences. 
To  take  the  first  example  that  comes  :  the 
fiends  of  Profligacy  and  of  Chicane  contend 
for  possession  and  direction  of  a  young  Pa- 
risian. Pillardoc  would  have  made  him  a  com- 
mis,  Asmodeus  a  debauchee.     To  unite  both 
their  Tiews,  the  infernal  conclave  made  the 
youth  a  monk,  and  effected  a  reconciliation 
between  their  contending  brethren.      «  We 
embraced,))  says  Asmodeus,  «  and  have  been 
mortal  enemies  ever  since. »     It  is  well  ob- 
served by  the  late  editor  of  Le  Sage's  works, 
that  the  traits  of  this  kind,  with  which  the 
Viable  Boiteux  abounds,  entitle  it,  much  more 
than  the  Italian  scenes  of  Gherardi,  to  the 
title  of  the  Grenier  h  sel,   conferred  on  the 
latter  work  by  the  sanction  of  Boileau.     That 
great  poet,  nevertheless,  is  said  to  have  been 
of  a  different  opinion.     He  threatened  to  dis- 
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miss  a  vtllet  whom  he  found  in  the  act  of 
reading  the  DicAk  Btriteux.  Whether  this 
proceeded  from  the  peevishnc^ss  of  indispo- 
sition, iinder  which  Boileatt  laboured  in  1707; 
whether  he  supposed  the  knowledge  of  human 
life,  and  all  its  chicanery,  to  be  learned  from 
Le  Sage's  satire,  was  no  safe  accomplishment 
for  a  domestic;  or  whether,  finally,  lie  had 
private  or  personal  causes  for  condemning 
the  Work  and  the  author,  is  not  now  known. 
But  the  anecdote  forms  one  example,  amoi^gst 
the  many,  of  the  unjust  estimation  in  which 
men  of  genius  are  too  apt  to  hold  their  con- 
temporaries. 

Besides  the  pbwer  of  wit  and  satire  dis- 
played in  the  Diable  ^piteux^  with  so  much 
briUiancy,  there  are  -passages  in  which  the 
author  assumes   a  more  serious  and  moral 
tone;   he  sometimes  touches  upon  the    pa- 
thetic, and  sometimes  even  approaches   the 
sublime.    The  personification  of  Death  is  of 
the  latter  character,   until  we  come   to  the 
point  where  the  author's  humour  breaks  forth, 
and  where,  having  described  one  of  the  ter- 
rific phantoni's  wings  as  painted  with  war, 
pestilence,  famine,  and  shipwreck,  he  adorns 
the  other  with  the  representation  of  young 
physicians  taking  their  degree. 

To  relieve  the  reader  from  the  uniformity 
which  might  otherwise  have  attached  to  the 
hasty  and  trief  sketches  of  what  is  only  sub- 
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jected  to  the  eye,  Le  Sage  has  introduced  s 
veral  narratives  in  the  Spanish  taste,  such  i 
the  History  of  the  Count  de  Belflor,  and  tl 
novel  called  the  Force  of  Friendship.  Ce 
vantes  had  set  the  example  of  varying  a  lor 
narrative  by  the  introduction  of  such  novel 
or  historiettes.  Scarron  and  others  had  fc 
lowed  the  example,  but  with  less  propriei 
than  Le  Sage,  since  it  must  be  owned,  that  : 
a  work  of  which  the  parts  are  so  unconnecte 
with  each  other,  as  in  the  D table  Botteux,  sue 
relief  is  more  appropriate  than  when  the  n 
vel  serves  unartificially  to  interrupt  the  pr 
gress  of  a  principal  story. 

The  immediate  popularity  of  the  Diab 
Boiteux  was  increased  at  the  time  of  public 
tion,  by  the  general  belief  that  Le  Sage,  wl: 
lived  so  much  in  the  world,  and  was  so  cIoj 
an  observer  of  what  passed  around  him,  ha< 
under  Spanish  names,  and  with  fictitious  ci 
cumstances,  recounted  many  Parisian  ane 
dotes,  and  drawn  many  characters  of  tl 
court  and  city.  Some  of  these  were  immi 
diately  recognized.  The  spendthrift  Dufre: 
ny  (supposed  to  be  a  descendant  of  Henry  I^ 
by  his  grandmother,  a  female  called  la  Bel 
Jardiniere  d^Anet)  was  recognized  as  the  ol 
bachelor  of  rank,  who  married  his  lauudres 
to  get  rid  of  her  claim.  The  story  of  th 
German  baroness,  who  curled  her  hair  wit 
the  promise  of  marriage  made  to  her  by  a 
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irdent  but  impradent  lover,  relates  to  a  si- 
nUar  anecdqte  of  the  celebrated  Ninon  de 
'Enclos.  Baron,  the  celebrated  actor,  is  the 
kamatic  hero,  who  dreams  that  the  Gods  had 
lecreed  him  an  apotheosis,  by  transforming 
:um  into  a  stage^decoration.  The  celebrated 
Qelvetius  was  generally  supposed  to  be  the 
3riginal  of  the  sage  Sangrado ;  and,  doubtless, 
other  individuals  of  ^e  faculty,  which  Le 
Sage,  like  Moh^re,  persecuted  with  his  rail- 
lery, were  also  known.  The  satire  of  both 
iudiprs  flowed,  perhaps,  more  freely,  that  each 
0^  them  enjoyed  a  state  of  good  health,  which 
enabled  tbem  to  set  the  Faculty  at  defiance, 
and  j^so  because  the  professional  recompense 
of  physicians^  on  the  continent,  was  so  mean 
as  to  degrade  their  character  in  society,  and 
subject  them  to  all  the  ridicule  which,  since 
(he  days  of  Juvenal,  has  attached  to  learning 
in  rags. 

Besides  the  personal  allusions  which  we 
have  noticed,  there  are,  doubtless,  many  others 
in  the  novel,  which  might  be  easily  under- 
stood at  the  time;  and  the  rage  for  private 
sjqandal  probably  carried  the  spirit  of  applying 
passages  in  the  work  to  existing  persons  and 
circumstances,  much  farther  than  the  writer 
intended. 

The  popularity  of  the  Diablc  Boiteux  was 
UBbouiuled  at  its  ^st  appearance,  nor  has  it 
ever  since  been  abated.     The  strongest  proof 
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.  of  the  ardour  with  which  it  was  received  was, 
that  two  young  men  entering  the  same  book- 
seller's shop,  in  which  there  chanced  to  be 
only  one  copy  of  the  work,  contested  the  pos- 
session of  it,  by  fighting  upon  the  spot,  and 
the  victor,  having  wounded  his  antagonist, 
carried  off  the  volume  as  the  prize  of  the 
field.  Certainly  this  well-attested  anecdote, 
to  which  the  popularity  of  Asmodeus  gave 
occasion,  deserved  to  be  recorded  by  the  de- 
mon himself.  One  Dancourt,  also  a  dramatist, 
who  supplied  his  deficiencies  of  genius  and 
invention  by  his  promptitude  in  seizing  every 
topic  of  popular  interest,  brought  the  subject 
of  the  D table  Boiteux  on  the  stage,'  in  two 
parts;  the  first  of  which  ran  for  thirty-five 
nights,  the  second  for  seventy-two. 

It  only  remains  to  be  said  of  this  celebrated 
moral  satire,  that  nineteen  years  after  it  had 
appeared  in  a  single  volume,  the  author  pub- 
lished it  with  augmentations,  which  increased 
the  work  to  two.  This  addition  had  the  usual 
fate  of  continuations,  and  was  not,  at  the  time, 
considered  as  equal  to  the  original  publica- 
tion; but  it  would  now  be  difficult  to  perceive 
any  difference  between  them.  The  dialogues 
of  the  chimneys  of  Madrid,  which  were  for 
the  first  time  appended  to  the  Diable  Boiteiix, 
in  the  new  edition  just  mentioned,  were  more 
justly  censured  as  inferior  to  that  celebrated 
work.     The  personification  itself  is  a  very 
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awkward  one,  and  forms  a  singular  contrast' 
to  the  unrivalled  contrivance  by  which  Don 
Cleo&s  acquires  the  knowledge  of  the  interior 
of  the  dwellings  of  men,  and  even  of  the  se- 
crets of  their  bosoms. 

The  first  three  volumes  of  Gil  Bias  de  San-- 
tillanCj  comprehending  the  hfe  of  that  most 
excellent  person,  down  to  his  first  retreat  to 
Lirias,  raised  the  fame  of  Le  Sage  to  the 
highest  pitch,  and  secured  it  upon  an  im- 
moveable basis.  Few  have  ever  read  this 
charming  book  without  remembering,  as  one 
of  the  most  delightful  occupations  of  their 
life,  the  time  which  they  first  employed  in 
the  perusal;  and  there  are  few  also  who  do 
not  occasionally  turn  back  to  its  pages  with 
all  the  vivacity  which  attends  the  recollection 
of  early  love.  It  signifies  nothing  at  what 
time  we  have  first  encountered  the  fascina- 
tion; whether  in  boyhood,  when  we  were 
chiefly  captivated  by  the  cavern  of  the  rob- 
bers, and  other  scenes  of  romance ;  whether 
in  more  advanced  youth,  but  while  our  igno- 
rance of  the  world  yet  concealed  from  us  the 
subtle  and  poignant  satire  which  lurks  in  so 
many  passages  of  the  work;  whether  we  were 
learned  enough  to  apprehend  the  various  al- 
lusions to  history  and  public  matters  with 
which  it  abounds,  or  ignorant  enough  to  rest 
contented  with  the  more  direct  course  of  the 
narration.    The  power  of  the  enchanter  over 
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US  is  alike  absolute,  under  all  these  circum- 
stances. If  there  is  any  thing  like  truth  in 
Gray's  opinion,  that  to  lie  upon  a  couch  and 
read  new  novels  was  no  bad  idea  of  Paradise, 
how  would  that  beatitude  be  enhanced,  could 
human  genius  afford  ns  another  Gil  Bias ! 

Le  Sage's  claim  to  originality,  in  this  de- 
lightful work,  has  been  idly,  I  had  almost  said 
ungratefully,  contested  by  those  critics,  who 
conceive  they  detect  a  plagiarist  wherever  they 
see  a  resemblance  in  the  general  subject  of  a 
work  to  one  which  has  been  before  treated 
by  an  inferior  artist.  It  is  a  favourite  theme 
of  laborious  dulness,  to  trace  out  such  coin- 
cidences, because  they  appear  to  reduce  ge- 
nius of  the  higher  order  to  the  usual  standard 
of  humanity,  and,  of  course,  to  bring  the  au- 
thor nearer  a  level  with  his  critics.  It  is  not 
the  mere  outline  of  a  story — not  even  the 
adopting  some  details  of  a  former  author, 
which  constitutes  the  literary  crime  of  pla- 
giarism. The  proprietor  of  the  pit  from  which 
Chantrey  takes  his  clay,  might  as  well  pretend 
to  a  right  in  the  figure  into  which  it  is  moulded 
under  his  plastic  fingers;  and  the  question  is 
in  both  cases  the  same — not  so  much  from 
whom  the  original  rude  substance  came,  as  to 
whom  it  owes  that  which  constitutes  its  real 
merit  and  excellence. 

It  is,  therefore,    no  disparagement  to  Le 
Sage^  that  I<Mrig  before  his  time  there  existed 
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ia  odier  countries,  and  particularly  in  Spain, 
that  species  of  fiction  to  which  Gil  Bias  may 
be  in  some  respects  said  to  belong.  There 
arises  in  every  country  a  species  of  low  or 
comic  romance,  bearing  somewhat  the  same 
proportion  to  the  grave  or  heroic  romance, 
which  farce  bears  to  tragedy.  Readers  of  all 
countries  are  not  more,  if  indeed  they  are 
equally  delighted,  with  the  perusal  of  high 
deeds  of  war  and  chivalry,  achieved  by  some 
hero  of  popular  name,  than  with  the  exploits 
of  some  determined  freebooter,  who  follows 
his  illicit  trade  by  violence,  or  of  some  noto- 
rious sharper,  who  preys  upon  society  by  ad- 
dress and  stratagem.  The  lowness  of  such 
men's  character,  and  the  baseness  of  their 
pursuits,  does  not  prevent  their  hazards,  their 
successes,  their  failures,  their  escapes,  and 
their  subsequent  iate^  from  being  deeply  in- 
teresting, not  to  the  mere  common  people 
only,  but  to  all  who  desire  to  read  a  chapter 
in  the  great  book  of  human  nature.  We  may 
use,  though  not  in  a  moral  sense,  the  oft- 
quoted  phrase  of  Terence,  and  acknowledge 
ourselves  interested  in  the  tale,  because  wv 
are  men^  and  the  events  are  human, 

'  In  Spain,  many  of  their,  most  ingenious  men 
took  pleasure  in  making  studies  from  low  life, 
as  their  countryman,  Murillo,  found  the  fa- 
vourite subjects  of  his  pencil  among  the  sun- 
burnt   gypsies,    shepherds,    and    muleteers. 
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Thus  the  character  of  the  Picaro,  or  Adven- 
turer, had  been  long  a  favourite  subject  in 
Spanish  fiction.    Lazarillo  de  Tormes  had  been 
written  by  Juan  de  Luna;  the  History  of  Paul 
tlie  Sharper,  by  the  celebrated  Quevedo.  Even 
Cervantes  had  touched  upon  such  a  subject 
in  the  novel   of  Riconete  and  Cortadilloj    in 
which  there  are  some  scenes  of  low  life  drawn 
with  all  the  force  of  his  powerful  pen.     But 
Guzman  d'Alfarache  was  the  most  generally 
known  of  any  of  the  class,  and  had  been  long 
since  translated  into  most  European  languages. 
If  GU  Bias"  history  had  a  prototype  among 
these  Spanish  stories',  it  must  have  probably 
been  in  that  of  Guzman;  and  some  slight  re- 
semblance may  be  discovered  betwixt  some 
of  the  incidents;    for  instance,  the  circum- 
stances in  which  Guzman  is  about  to  marry 
the  daughter  of  a  wealthy  Genoese,  and  that 
of  the  excellent  Don  Raphael,  in  the  house  of 
Pedro  de  Moyadas.     In  like  manner,  the  in- 
cident of  that  worthy  assuming  the  dress  of  a 
dead  hermit,  is  anticipated  by  Lazarillo  de 
Tormes,    in  the  second  part  of  his  history; 
and  probably  many  other  resemblances,  or, 
if  the  reader  pleases  to  call  them  so,  plagia- 
risms, might  be  pointed  out;  for,  as  the  au- 
thor furnished  the  plots  of  his  dramatic  pieces 
very  often  at  the  expense  of  the  Spaniards, 
there  is  no  probability  that  he  would  scruple 
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to  borrow  from  their  romances  whatever  he 
found  auitable  to  his  own  purpose. 

There  has  been,  indeed,  an  unauthenticated 
account  of  Le  Sage  having  obtained  possession 
of  some  manuscripts  of  Cervantes',  which  he 
had  used  liberally,  and  without  acknowledg- 
ment, in  the  construction  of  his  Gil  Bias.     A 
translation  of  Le  Sage's  novels  into  Spanish 
bears  also,  on  the  title-page,  the  vaunt,  that 
this  operation  has  restored  them  to  the  lan- 
guage in  which  they  were  originally  written. 
But  the  styles  of  Cervantes  and  Le  Sage  are 
so  essentially  different,  though  each  in  itself 
is  masterly,  that,  in  the  absence  of  positive 
evidence,  one  would  as  soon  be  induced  to 
believe  that  the  Frenchman  wrote  DonQuixote^ 
as  that  the  Spaniard  composed  GU  Bias.-    If 
Le  Sage  borrowed  any  thing  from  Spain,  ex- 
cepting some  general  4iints,  such  as  we  have 
noticed,  it  may  have  been  some  of  the  de- 
tached novels,  which,  as  in  the  Diable  Boiteux, 
are  interwoven  in  the  history,  though  with 
less  felicity  than  in  the  earlier  publication, 
where  they  do  not  interrupt  the  march   of 
any  principal  narrative.     On  the  other  hand, 
t  is  no  doubt  wonderful,  that,  merely  by  dint 
of  acquaintance  with  Spanish  literature,  Le 
Sage  should  have  become   so  perfectly  inti- 
mate, as  he  is  admitted  to  be  on  all  hands, 
withthe  Spanish  customs,  manners,  and  habits, 
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SO  as  to  conduct  his  reader  through  four  vo- 
lumes, without  once  betraying  the  secret,  that 
the  work  was  not  composed  by  a  native  of 
Spain.  Indeed  it  is  chiefly  on  this  wonderful 
observation  of  costume  and  national  manners, 
that  the  Spanish  translator  founds  his  recla- 
mation of  the  work,  as  the  original  property 
of  Spain.  Le  Sage's  capacity  of  identifying 
himself  with  the  child  of  his  imagination,  in 
circumistances  in  which  he  himself  never  ytas 
placed,  though  rare  in  the  highest  degree,  is 
not  altogether  singular;  De  Foe,  in  particular, 
possessed  it  in  a  most  extraordinary  degree: 
It  may  be  added,  that  this  strict  [and  accurate 
attention  to  costume  is  confined  to  externals, 
so  far  as  the  principal  personage  is  concerned. 
Gil  £las,  though  wearing  the  golillOj  capo,  and 
spada,  with  the  most  pure  Castilian  grace, 
thinks  and  acts  with- all  the  vivacity  of  a 
Frenchman,  and  displays,  in  many  respects, 
the  peculiar  sentiments  of  one. 

The  last  French  editor  of  Le  Sage's  works 
thinks ;  that  Gil  Bias  may  have  had  a  prototype 
in  the  humorous  ibut  licentious  History  of 
Francioriy  written  by  the  Sieur  Moulinet  de 
Pare.  I  confess  I  cannot  see  any  particular 
resemblance  which  the  History  ofGilBlashas 
-to  that  work,  excepting  that  the  scene  of  both 
lies  chiefly  in  ordinary  life,  as  may  be  said  of 
the  Roman  Comu/ue  of  Scarron.  The  whole 
concoction  of  Gil  Bias  appears  to  me  as  ori- 
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ginal,  in  that  which  constitutes  the  essence 
of  a  composition,  as  it  is  inexpressibly  de- 
lightful. 

The  principal  character,  in  whose  name 
and  with  whose  commentaries  the  story  is 
told,  is  a  conception  which  has  never  been 
equalled  in  fictitious  composition,  yet  which 
seems  so  very  real,  that  we  cannot  divest  our- 
selves of  the  opinion,  that  we  listen  to  the 
narrative  of  one  who  has  really  gone  through 
the  scenes  of  which  he  speaks  to  us.  Gil 
Bias'  character  has  all  the  weaknesses  and  in- 
equalities proper  to  human  nature,  and  which 
we  daily  recognize  in  ourselves  and  in  our 
acquaintances.  He  is  not  by  nature  such  a 
witty  sharper  as  the  Spaniards  painted  in  the 
characters  of  Paolo  or  Guzman,  and  such  as 
Le  Sage  himself  has  embodied  in  the  subor- 
dinate sketch  of  Scipio,  but  is  naturally  dis- 
posed towards  honesty,  though  with  a  mind 
unfortunately  too  ductile  to  resist  the  temp- 
tations of  opportunity  or  example.  He  is  con- 
stitutionally timid,  and  yet  occasionally  capable 
of  doing  brave  actions^  shrewd  and  intelligent, 
but  apt  to  be  deceived  by  his  own  vanity ; 
with  wit  enough  to  make  us  laugh  with  him 
at  others,  and  follies  enough  to  turn  the  jest 
frequently  against  himself.  Generpus,  good- 
natured,  and  humane,  he  has  virtues  sufficient 
to  make  us  love  him,  and,  as  to  respect,  it  is 
the  last  thing  which  he  asks  at  his  reader^s 
VOL.  I.  L 
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band.  Gil  Bias,  in  short,  is  the  principal  cha- 
racter in  a  moving  scene,  where,  though  he 
frequently  plays  a  subordinate  part  in  the 
action,  all  that  be  lays  before  us  is  coloured 
with  his  own  opinions,  remarks,  and  setisa- 
tibns.  We  feel  this  individuality  of  Gil  Bias  alike 
in  the  cavern  of  the  robbers,  in  the  episcopal 
palace  of  the  archbishop  of  Grenada,  in  the 
bureau  of  the  minister,  and  in  all  the  other 
various  scenes  through  which  be  conducts  us 
so  delightfully,  and  which  at^,  generally  speak- 
ing, very  slightly  connected  together,  or  ra- 
ther ho  othenvise  rfelated  to  each  other  than 
as  they  are  represented  to  have  happened  to 
the  samie  man.  In  this  point  of  view,  the  ro- 
mance is  on<3  which  redts  on  character  rather 
than  incident ;  but,  although  there  is  no  main 
action  whatsoever,  yet  there  is  so  much  inci- 
dent in  the  episodical  narratives,  that  the 
work  can  never  be  said  to  linger  or  hang 
heavy. 

The  son  of  the  squire  of  Asturias  is  entrust- 
ed also  with  the  magic  v^and  of  the  Diable 
Boiteuxy  and  can  strip  the  gilding  from  human 
actions  with  the  caustiicity  of  Asmodeus  him- 
self. Yet,  with  all  this  power  of  satire,  the 
moralist  has  so  much  of  gentleness  and  good- 
hiiitioui*,  that  it  may  be  said  of  Le  Sage,  as  of 
Horace,  Circutn  prcecordia  ludit.  All  is  easv 
and  good-humoured,  gay,  light,  and  lively; 
even  the  cavern  of  the  robbers  is  illuminated 
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with  a  ray  of  that  wit  with  which  Le  Sage 
enlightens  his  whole  narrative.  It  is  a  work 
which  renders  the  reader  pleased  with  him- 
self and  with  mankind,  where  faults  are  placed 
before  him  in  the  light  of  follies  rather  than 
vices,  and  where  misfortunes  are  so  inter- 
woven with  the  ludicrous,  that  we  laugh  in 
the  very  act  of  sympathizing  with  them.  All 
is  rendered  diverting — both  the  crimes  and 
the  retribution  which .  follows  them.  Thus, 
for  example,  Gil  Bias,  during  his  prosperity, 
commits  a  gross  lict  Of  filial  undutifulness  and 
ingratitude;  yet  we  feel,  that  the  intermediar 
tion  of  Mastet*  Muscada  the  grocer,  irritating 
the  pride  of  a  parvenu^  was  so  exactly  calco^ 
lated  to  produce  the  effect  which  it  operated, 
that  we  continue  to  laugh  with  and  at  Gil 
Bias,  even  in  the  sole  instance  in  which  he 
shows  depravity  of  heart.  And  then,  the  la- 
pidation  which  he  undergoes  at  Oviedo,  with 
the  disappointment  in  all  his  ambitious  hopes 
of  exciting  the  admiration  of  the  inhabitants 
of  his  birth-place,  is  received  as  an  expiation 
completely  appropriate,  and  suited  to  the  of- 
fence. In '  short,  so  strictly  are  the  pages  of 
{ill  Bias  confined  to  that  which  is  amusing, 
that  they  might  perhaps  have  been  improved 
by  some  touches  of  a  more  masculine,  stronger, 
and  firmer  line  of  morality. 

It  ought  not  to  escape  notice,  that  Le  Sage, 
though  like  Cervantes^  he  considers  the  human 
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figures  which  he  paints  as  his  principal  object, 
fails  not  to  relieve  them  by  exquisite  morsels 
of  landscape,  slightly  touched  indeed,  but  ' 
with  the  highest  keeping,  and  the  most  marked 
effect.  The  description  of  the  old  hermit's 
place  of  retreat  may  be  given  as  an  example 
of  what  we  mean. 

In  the  History  of  Gil  Bias  is  also  exhibited 
that  art  of  fixing  the  attention  of  the  reader, 
and  creating,  as  it  were,  a  reality  even  in  fiction 
itself,  not  only  by  a  strict  attention  to  costume 
and  locality,  but  by  a  minuteness,  and,  at  the 
same  time,  a  vivacity  of  detail,  comprehending 
many  trifling  circumstances  which  might  be 
thought  to  have  escaped  every  one's  memory, 
excepting  that  of  an  actual  eye-witness.  By 
such  a  circumstantial  detail  the  author  has 
rendered  us  as  well  acquainted  with  the  four 
pavilions,  and  corps-de-logis  of  Lirias,  as  if  we 
had  ourselves  dined  there  with  Gil  Bias  and 
his  faithful  follower  Scipio.  The  well-pre- 
served tapestry,  as  old  as  the  Moorish  kingdom 
of  Valencia,  the  old-fashioned  damask  chairs — • 
that  furniture  of  so  little  intrinsic  value,  which 
yet  made,  in  its  proper  place,  such  a  respect- 
able appearance— the  dinner,  the  siesta— all 
give  that  closing  scene  in  the  third  volume 
such  a  degree  of  reality,  and  assure  us  so  com- 
pletely of  the  comfort  and  happiness  of  our 
pleasant  companion,  that  the  concluding  x^hap- 
ters^  in  which  the  hero  is  dismissed,  after  hi$ 
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labours  and  dangers,  to  repose  and  happiness — 
tkese  very  chapters,  which  in  other  novels  are 
glanced  over  as  a  matter  of  course,  are  perhaps 
the  roost  interesting  in  the  Adventures  of  Gil 
Bias.  Not  a  doubt  remains  on  the  mind  of 
the  reader  concerning  the  continuance  of  the 
hero's  rural  felicity,  unless  he  should  happen 
(like  ourselves)  to  feel  some  private  difficulty 
in  believing  that  the  new  cook  from  Valencia 
could  ever  rival  Master  Joachim's  excellence, 
particularly  in  the  matter  of  the  olla  podrida, 
and  the  pig's  ears  marinated.  Indeed,  to  the 
honour  of  that  author  be  it  spoken,  Le  Sage, 
excellent  in  describing  scenes  of  all  kinds, 
gives  such  vivacity  to  those  which  interest  the 
gastronome  in  particular,  that  an  epicure  of 
our  acquaintance  used  to  read  certain  favour- 
ite passages  regularly  before  dinner,  with  the 
purpose  of  getting  an  appetite  like  that  of  the 
Licentiate  Sedillo,  and,  so  far  as  his  friends 
could  observe,  the  recipe  was  always  suc- 
cessful. 

At  this  happy  point  the  Adventures  of  Gil 
Bias  originally  closed ;  but  the  excessive  po- 
pularity of  the  work  induced  the  author  to  add 
the  fourth  volume,  in  which  Gil  Bias  is  again 
brought  from  his  retreat,  and  of  new  involved 
in  the  perils  of  a  court  life.  Besides  that  the 
author  in  some  degree  repeats  himself — for 
Gil  Bias'  situation  under  the  Cond^  d'Olivarez 
is  just  the  counterpart  to  that  which  he  held 
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under  the  Duke  of  Lerma — ^the  continuation 
has  the  usual  fault  of  such  works,  joins 
awkwardly  with  the  original  story,  and  is 
written  evidently  with  less  vigour  and  origi- 
nality. Its  reception  from  the  public,  accord- 
ing to  a  French  critic,  resembled  the  admira- 
tion given  to  a  decaying  beauty,  whose  fea- 
tures remain  the  same,  though  their  freshness 
and  brilliancy  are  abated  by  time. 

Even  after  the  death  of  Le  Sage,  it  seemed 
as  if  his  masterpiece  was  to  give  rise  to  as 
many  continuations  as  the  History  of  Jlrhadis. 
A  spurious  History  of  Don  Alphonzo  Bias  de 
LiriaSj  son  of  Gil  Bias  de  Santillane,  pretending 
to  be  a  posthumous  work  of  the  original  au- 
thor, appeared  at  Amsterdam,  and  has  been 
since  reprinted. 

In  1 71 7,  Le  Sage  published  a  translation,  or 
rather  a  poor  imitation,  of  Boiardo's  Orlando 
Inamorato^  which  wild  and  imaginative  poem 
he  has  degraded  into  a  mere  fairy  tale,  strip- 
ping it  effectually  of  the  magical  colouring 
which  it  had  received  from  the  original  writer. 
The  author  intended  to  have  committed  the 
same  violence  upon  Ariosto's  splendid  epic, 
but  fortunately  the  consummation  of  the  rash 
attempt  did  not  take  place.  The  ingenious 
and  lively  Frenchman  was  as  completely  devoid 
of  the  rich  poetical  fancy  of  the  Tuscan  poet, 
as  the  language  in  which  he  wrote  was  inade- 
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(juate  to  ^press  the  beauties  of  the  Italian 
origina]. 

Le  Sage  found  a  more  congenial  employ- 
ment in  compiling  the  Adventures  of  the  Che- 
valier de  Beauoh^ne^f  a  brave  sea-officer,  or 
rather  corsair — the  Paul  Jones  of  that  period, 
in  the  West  Indian  seas.  He  professed  to  have 
derived  the  materials  of  this  work,  which  was 
never  completed,  from  the  widow  of  the  che- 
valier, who  resided  at  Tours.  Le  Sage  has 
well  supported  the  character  of  the  frank, 
bold,  half-civilized  sailor,  but  apparently  found 
the  task  troublesome,  if  we  may  judge  from 
the  numerous  episodes  which  he  has  ingrafj^ed 
on  the  principal  story.  Probably  the  work  did 
not  become  popular,  for  though  a  continuation 
was  in  some  degree  promised,  it  never  ap- 
peared. The  Chevalier  de  Beauchine  appeared 
in  1782,  and  in  the  same  year  Le  Sage  pub- 
lished a  translation,  or  rather  an  abridgment, 
of  the  Adventures  of  Guzman  d^Alfarachey  the 
most  celebrated  of  the  Spanish  romances  a  la 
picaresque. 

In  1 734,  JLe  Sage  translated  the  History  of 
Vamllo  Gonzales,  called  the  Merry  Bachelor, 
from  the  Spanish  of  Vincentio  Espinella. 

Apparently,  these  subordinate  labours  had 
renewed  the  author's  taste  for  original  com- 
position. The  Baclielor  of  Salamanca  was  his 
last  work  of  this  description ;  and  although 
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we  can  easily  descry  the  flatness  and  insipidity 
which  indicate  the  approach  of  age,  and  the 
decay  of  the  finer  powers  of  observation  and 
expression,  we  are  nevertheless  ever  and  anon 
reminded  of  that  genius  which,  in  its  vigour, 
produced  Gil  Bias  and  the  D table  Boiteux,  The 
Bachelor  of  Salamanca  is,  in  comparison^  a 
failure,  but  such  as  Le  Sage  alone  could  have 
committed ;  and  many  passages  have  all  that 
raciness  which  distinguishes  his  happier  pro- 
ductions. The  scene,  for  example,  in  which 
Carambola  is  employed  in  reading  to  slumber 
the  membef  of  the  council  of  the  Indies,  who 
unpitiably  awakens  at  every  instant  when  his 
reader  stops  to  take  a  mouthful  of  refresh- 
ment, might  have  been  told  by  Asmodeus 
himself.  It  must  be  owned  that  the  scenes  •■ 
laid  in  Mexico  have  little  merit  of  any  kind. 
Le  Sage  had  not  the  same  accurate  knowledge 
of  the  manners  of  New  Spain  which  he  pos- 
sessed respecting  those  of  the  mother  country, 
and  the  account  with  which  he  presents  us 
is  in  proportion  flat  and  uninteresting.  If  it 
be  true  that  Le  Sage,  jealous,  like  other  old 
authors,  of  the  earlier  productions  of  his  ge- 
nius, preferred  this  work — the  child  of  his 
old  age,  to  his  Diable  Boiteux  and  GUBlas^  we 
can  only  say,  that  the  same  decay  which  is 
visible  in  his  talents,  must  have  also  affected 
his  taste,  and  that  he  certainly  had  not  invoked 
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the  assistance  of  the  acute  Asmodeus  when  he 
formed  his  opinion. 

After  the  Bachelor  of  Salamanca^  Le  Saye 
produced,  in  1740,  his  last  original  work,  La 
Valise  Trouvde^  which  appeared  anonymously 
Id  that  year.  His  last  labours  thus  approached 
the  character  of  those  with  which  he  opened 
his  career;  for  the  Valise  Trouvde  consists  of 
a  miscellaneous  collection  of  letters  upon  va- 
rious subjects,  resembling  those  of  Aristarchus, 
translated  by  our  author,  in  1 696. 

A  lively  collection  of  Anecdotes  and  Witti- 
cisms, published  in  1 743,  closed  the  long  la- 
bours of  this  excellent  author.  They  are  told 
with  all  the  animation  of  his  own  peculiar  hu- 
mour, and  we  may  suppose  them  to  have  been 
amassed  in  his  portfolio,  with  the  purpose  of 
being  one  day  amalgamated  into  a  regular 
work,  but  given  to  the  public  in  their  present 
unconnected  form,  when  age  induced  Le  Sage, 
now  in  his  seventy^fifth  year,  to  lay  aside  his 
pen. 

Having  thus  reviewed  hastily  the  various 
literary  labours  of  Le  Sage,  we  have,  in  fact, 
nearly  accomplished  the  history  of  his  life, 
which  appears  to  have  been  spent  in  the  bosom 
of  his  family,  and  to  have  been  diversified  by 
no  incident  of  peculiarity,  unconnected  with 
his  theatrical  and  literary  engagements.  His 
taste  for  retirement  was,  perhaps,  increased 
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by  the  infirmity  of  deafness,  which  attacked 
him  so  early  as  1 709,  for  he  alludes  to  it  in  the 
critical  interlude  on  the  subject  of  Turcaret. 
Latterly,  it  increased  so  much,  that  he  was 
under  the  necessity  of  constantly  using  a  hear- 
ing-trumpet. His  conversation  was  neverthe- 
less so  delightful,  that  when  he  went  to  his 
favourite  coffee-house,  in  the  rue  St  Jacques, 
the  guests  formed  a  circle  round  him,  nay, 
even  mounted  upon  the  seats  and  upon  the 
tables,  in  order  to  catch  the  remarks  and  anec- 
dotes which  this  celebrated  observer  of  human 
nature  could  tell,  with  the  same  grace  and 
effect  with  which  he  recorded  them  in  his 

works. 

Le  Sage's  circumstances,  though  very  mo- 
derate, seem  always  to  have  been  easy,  and 
his  domestic  life  was  quiet  and  happy.  Its 
tenor  was  somewhat  interrupted  by  the  taste 
which  carried  upon  the  stage  his  eldest  and 
youngest  son.  Nothing  could  be  more  natural 
than  that  the  theatrical  art  should  have  invin- 
cible charms  for  the  sons  of  a  dramatic  aathor; 
but  Le  Sage,  who  had  expressed  the  greatest 
contempt  and  dislike  of  that  profession,  which 
he  had  painted  in  the  most  ridiculous  and 
odious  colours,  felt  great  pain  from  his  sons 
making  choice  of  it,  which  probably  was  not 
lessened  when  the  eldest  obtained  an  honour- 
able  station  among  those  very  Romans  of  the 
Thidti^e  FrancaiSy  with  whom  his  father  had 
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waged,  for  so  many  years,  a  satirical  war. 
This  eldest  son  of  Le  Sage  was  a  youth  of 
great  hopes,  and  a  most  amiable  disposition. 
He  had  been  educated  for  the  bar.  Upon 
embracing  the  profession  of  a  comedian,  he 
assoined  the  nameof  Montm^nil,  under  which 
he  became  distinguished  for  his  excellence  in 
die  parts  of  yalets,  peasants,  and  other  cha- 
racters in  low  comedy.  He  was  not  less  re- 
marked for  the  excellence  of  his  private  cha- 
racter, and  his  talents  for  society;  and,  having 
early  attained  a  situation  in  the  Thddtre  Fran-' 
^ais^  he  mixed  with  the  best  company  in  Paris. 
Yet  his  father  could  not,  for  a  long  time,  hear 
of  Montm^nil^s  professional  merit,  or  even  of 
his  private  virtues,  and  the  general  respect  in 
which  he  was  held,  without  showing  evident 
symptoms  of  great  and  painful  emotion.  A.t 
length  a  reconciliation  was  effected  betwixt 
them,  and,  passing  from  displeasure  to  the 
most  affectionate  excess  of  parental  fondness, 
it  is  said  Le  Sage  could  scarce  bear  to  be  se- 
parated from  the  son  whose  name  he  had 
hardly  permitted  to  be  mentioned  before  him. 
The  death  of  Montm^nil,  which  happened 
on  the  8th  September,  1743,  in  consequence 
of  a  cold  caught  at  a  hunting  party,  was  such 
a  blow  to  his  father,  then  far  advanced  in  life, 
that  it  determined  his  total  retirement  from 
Paris,  and  from  the  world. 
The  third  son  of  our  author  also  became 
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a  player,  under  the  name  of  Pittenec;  and  it 
seems  he  was  also  a  dramatic  author,  but 
made  no  distinguished  figure  in  either  capa- 
city. 

On  the  other  hand,  Le  Sage's  second  son 
showed  a  more  staid  character  than  either  of 
his  brothers,  became  a  student  of  theologj, 
and  took  orders.  By  the  patronage  of  the 
queen  (wife  of  Louis  XV.),  he  became  a  ca- 
non of  the  cathedral  of  Boulogne,  and  had  the 
benefit  of  a  pension.  The  moderate  inde- 
pendence which  he  enjoyed  enabled  him,  af- 
ter his  father  had  been  entirely  broken  down 
in  spirits,  by  the  death  of  Montm^nil,  to  re- 
ceive both  him,  his  sister,  and  his  mother, 
under  his  roof,  and  to  provide  for  them  during 
the  residue  of  their  lives.  The  sister  (who 
has  not  been  [mentioned  before)  was  eminent 
for  her  filial  tenderness,  and  dedicated  her 
life  to  the  comfort  of  her  parents. 

It  was  after  his  retreat  to  Boulogne,  and 
while  residing  under  the  roof  of  his  son  the 
canon,  that  we  obtain  an  interesting  account 
of  Le  Sage,  then  extremely  aged,  from  the 
pen  of  the  Comte  de  Tressan,  to  whom  the 
ancient  romances  of  France  owe  the  same 
favour  which  has  been  rendered  to  those  of 
England  by  the  late  ingenious  and  excellent 
George  Ellis.  The  reader  will  feel  interested 
in  receiving  the  communication  in  the  words 
of  the  count  himself. 
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«  Paris,  January  20th,  1783. 

«  You  have  requested  from  me  some  account 
of  the  concluding  period  of  the  celebrated'au- 
thor  of  Gil  Bias.  Here  follow  the  few  anec- 
dotes which  I  am  able  to  furnish. 

«  In  the  end  of  the  year  174^,  after  the 
battle  of  Fontenoy,  the  late  king  haying  named 
me  to  serve  under  the  Mar^chal  de  Richelieu, 
I  received  counter-orders  at  Boulogne,  and 
remained  there,  commandant  of  the  Boulo- 
Bois,  Poitou,  and  Picardy. 

a  Having  learned  thatMpnsieurLe  Sage,  aged 
upwards  of  eighty  years,  with  his  wife  nearly 
as  old,  resided  at  Boulogne,  I  was  early  desirous 
of  visiting  them,  and  of  acquainting  myself 
with  their  situation.  I  found  that  they  lived 
in  family  with  their  son,  a  canon  of  the  cathe- 
dral of  Boulogne;  and  never  was  filial  piety 
more .  tenderly  occupied  than  his,  in  cheering 
and  supporting  the  latter  days  of  parents,  who 
had  scarce  any  other  resource  than  the  mo- 
derate revenue  of  the  son. 

«  The  Abbe  Le  Sage  enjoyed  the  highest 
respect  at  Boulogne.  His  talents,  his  virtues, 
his  social  affections,  rendered  him  dear  to 
Monseigoeur  de  Pressy,  his  worthy  bishop, 
to  his  fraternity,  and  to  the  public. 

«  I  have  seen  few  resemblances  more  strik- 
ing than  that  of  the  Abbe  he  Sage  to  his  bro- 
ther Monsieur  de  Montmenil;  he  had  even  a 
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portion  of  his  talents,  and  of  his  most  agreeable 
qualities.  No  one  could  read  verses  more 
agreeably.  He  possessed  the  uncommon  art 
of  that  variation  of  tone,  and  of  employing 
those  brief  pauses,  which,  without  being  ac- 
tual declamation,  impress  on  the  hearers  the 
sentiments  and  the  beauties  of  the  author. 

n  I  had  known,  and  I  regretted  M.  Montm^- 
nil.  I  entertained  esteem  and  friendship  for 
his  brother;  and  the  late  queen,  in  conse- 
quence of  the  account  which  I  had  to  lay  be- 
fore her  of  the  Abb^  Le  Sage's  situation,  and 
his  narrow  fortune,  procured  him  a  pension 
upon  a  benefice. 

ff  I  had  been  apprized  not  to  go  to  visit 
Monsieur  Le  Sage  till  near  the  approach  of 
noon;  and  the  feelings  of  that  old  man  made 
me  observe,  for  a  second  time,  the  effect 
which  the  state  of  the  atmosphere  produces 
in  the  melancholy  days  of  bodily  decline. 

«  Monsieur  Le  Sage,  awaking  every  morn- 
ing so  soon  as  the  sun  appeared  some  degrees 
above  the  horizon,  became  animated,  acquired 
feeling  and  force  in  proportion  as  that  planet 
approached  the  meridian ;  but  as  the  sun  b&- 
gan  to  decline,  the  sensibility  of  the  old  man, 
the  light  of  his  intellect,  and  the  activity  of 
his  bodily  organs,  began  to  diminish  in  pro- 
portion; and  no  sooner  had  the  sun  descended 
some  degrees  under  the  horison,  than  he  sunk 
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into  a  lethargy,  from  which  it  was  difficult  to 
reuse  him. 

a  I  tobk  care  only  to  make  my  visit  at  that 
period  of  the  day  when  his  intellect  was  most 
dear,  which  wAs  the  hpur  after  he  had  dined. 
I  could  not  -view  without  emotion  the  respec- 
table old  man,  who  preserved  the  gaiety  and 
urbanity  of  his  better  years,  and  sometimes 
even  displayed  the  imagination  of  the  author 
of  the  DiaHe  Borteux  and  of  TurcareU  But 
one  day,  having  come  more  late  than  usual, 
•I  was  soriry  to  see  that  his  conversation  began 
to  resemble  the  last  homilies  of  the  bishop 
of  Grenada,  and  I  instantly  withdrew. 

«  Monsieur  Le  Sage  had  become  very  deaf. 
I  always  found  him  seated  near  a  table  on 
which  lay  a  large  hearinjg-trumpet;  that  trum- 
pet, which  he  sometimes  snatched  up  with 
vivacity,  remained  unmoved  on  the  table, 
when  the  nature  of  the  visit  which  he  re- 
ceived did  not  encourage  him  to  hope  for 
agreeable  conversation.  As  I  commanded  in 
the  province,  I  had  the  pleasure  to  see  him 
always  make  use  of  it  in  conversation  with 
me;  and  it  was  a  lesson  which  prepared  me 
to  sustain  the  petulant  activity  of  the  hearing- 
trumpet  of  my  dear  and  illustrious  associate 
and  friend,  Monsieur  de  la  Condamine.» 

'  M.  de  la  Candamine,  very  deaf  and  very  importunate, 
was  the  terror  of  the  members  of  the  Academic,  from  the 
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« 

«  Monsieur  Le  Sage  died  in  winter,  1 746-7. 
I  considered  it  as  an  honour  and  duty  to  at- 
tend his  funeral,  with  the  principal  officers 
under  my  command.  His  widow  survived 
him  but  a  short  time;  and  a  few  years  after- 
wards, the  loss  of  the  Abbe  Le  Sage  became 
the  subject  of  regret  to  his  chapter,  and  the 
enlightened  society  to  which  he  was  endeared 
by  his  virtues. » 

The  interesting  account  of  Monsieur  de 
Tressan  having  conducted  Le  Sage  to  an  ho- 
noured tomb,  we  have  but  to  add,  that  an 
epitaph,  placed  over  his  grave,  expressed,  in 
indifferent  poetry,  the  honourable  truth,  that 
he  was  the  friend  of  virtue  rather  than  of  for- 
tune.* Indeed,  when  the  giddy  hours  of  youth 
were  passed,  his  conduct  seems  to  have  been 
irreproachable;  and  if,  in  his  works,  he  has 
assailed  vice  rather  with  ridicule  than  with 
reproach,  and  has,  at  the  same  time,  conducted 
his  story  through  scenes  of  pleasure  and  of 
licence,  his  muse  has  moved  with  an  unpol- 
luted step,  even  where  the  path  was  somewhat 
miry.     In  short,  it  is  highly  to  the  honour  of 

vivacity  with  which  he  urged  inquiries,  which  could  only 
be  satisfied  by  the  inconvenient  medium  of  his  hearing- 
trumpet. 

'   Sous  ce  tombeau  Le  Sage  abattu. 
Par  le  ciseau  de  la  Parque  importune- 
S*il  ne  fut  pas  ami  de  la  Fortune, 
II  fut  toujours  ami  de  la  Vertu. 
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Le  Sage,  that  —  differing  in  that  particular 
from  many  of  his  countrymen  who  have  moved 
in  the  same  walk  of  letters — he  has  never 
condescended  to  pander  to  vice  hy  warmth 
or  indelicacy  of  description.  If  Voltaire,  as 
it  is  said,  held  the  powers  of  Le  Sage  in  low 
estimation,  such  slight  regard  was  particularly 
misplaced  towards  one  who,  without  awaking 
one  evil  thought,  was  able,  by  his  agreeable 
fictions,  to  excite  more  lasting  and  more  ho- 
nourable interest  than  the  witty  lord  of  Fer- 
ney  himself,  even  though  Asmodeus  sat  at  his 
elbow  to  aid  him  in  composing  Candide  and 
Zadig. 


K' 


SMOLLETT. 


Th£  life  of  Smollett,  whose  genius  has  raised 
an  imperishable  monument  to  his  fame,  has 
been  written,  with  spirit  and  elegance,  by 
his  friend  and  contemporary,  the  celebrated 
Dr  Moore,  and  more  lately  by  Dr  Robert 
Anderson,  of  Edinburgh,  with  a  careful  re- 
search, which  leaves  us  little  except  the  task 
of  selection  and  abridgment. 

Our  author  was  descended  from  an  ancient 
and  honourable  family,  an  advantage  to  which, 
from  various  passages  in  his  writings,  he  seems 
to  have  attached  considerable  weight,  and  the 
consciousness  of  which  seems  to  have  contri- 
buted its  share  in  forming  some  of  the  pecu- 
liarities of  his  character. 

Sir  James  Smollett  of  Bonhill,  the  grand- 
father of  the  celebrated  author,  was  bred  to 
the  bar,  became  one  of  the  commissaries  (t.  e. 
consistorial  judges)  of  Edinburgh,  represented 
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the  burgh  of  Dunbarton  in  the  Scottish  par-  ' 
liament,  and  lent  his  aid  to  dissolve  that  re- 
presentative body  for  ever,  being  one  of  the 
commissioners  for  fmming  the  Union  with 
England.  By  his  lady,  a  daughter  of  Sir 
Aulay  Mac  Aulay,  of  Ardincaple,  Sir  James 
Smollett  had  four  sons,  of  whom  Archibald, 
the  youngest,  was  father  of  the  poet. 

It  appears  that  Archibald  Smollett  followed 
no  profession,,  and  that,,  without  his  father's 
consent,  he  married  an  amiable  woman,  Bar- 
bara, daughter  of  Mr  Cunningham,  of  Gil- 
bertfield.  The  disunion  betwixt  the  son  and 
fother,  to  which  this  act  of  imprudence  gave 
rise,  did  not  prevent  Sir  James  Smollett  from 
assigning  to  him^  for  his  support,  the  house 
and  jBarm  of  Dalquhurn,  near  his  own  mansion 
of  Bonhill.  Archibald  Smollett  died  early, 
leaving  two  sons  and  a  daughter  wholly  de- 
pendant on  the  kindness  of  his  grandfather. 
The  eldest  son  embraced  the  military  life,  and 
perished  by  the  shipwreck  of  a  transport.  The 
daughter,.  Jane,  married  Mr  Telfer,  of  Lead- 
hills,  and  her  descendant.  Captain  John  Smol- 
lett, R.  N.,  now  represents  the  family,  and 
possesses  the  estate  of  Bonhill.  The  second 
son  of  Arcbibald  Smollett  is  the  subject  of  this 
memoir. 

Tobias  Smollett  (baptized  Tobias- George) 
was  born  in  i?^'?  in  the  old  house  of  Dalqu- 
hurn, in  the  valley  of  Leven,  in  perhaps  the 
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most  beautiful  district  in  Britain.  Its  distin- 
guished native  has  celebrated  the  vale  of 
Leven,  not  only  in  the  beautiful  ode  addressed 
to  his  parent  stream,  but  in  the  expedition 
of  Humphry  Clinker^  where  he  mentions  the 
home  of  his  forefathers  in  the  following*  en- 
thusiastic yet  not  exaggerated  terms :  «  A  very 
little  above  the  source  of  the  Leven,  on  the 
lake,  stands  the  house  of  Cameron,  belonging 
to  Mr  Smollett,*  so  embosomed  in  an  oak 
wood,  that  we  did  not  see  it  till  we  were 
within  fifty  yards  of  the  door.  The  lake  ap- 
proaches, on  one  side,  to  within  six  or  seven 
yards  of  the  window.  It  might  have  been 
placed  in  9  higher  situation,  which  would 
have  afforded  a  more  extensive  prospect,  and 
a  drier  atmosphere ;  but  this  imperfection  is 
not  chargeable  on  the  present  proprietor,  who 
purchased  it  ready  built,  rather  than  be  at  the 
trouble  of  repairing  his  own  family-house  of 
Bonhill,  which  stands  two  miles  from  hence, 
on  the  Leven,  so  surrounded  with  plantations, 
that  it  used  to  be  known  by  the  name  of  the 
Mavis  (or  thrush)  nest.  Above  that  house  is 
a  romantic  glen,  or  cleft  of  a  mountain,  covered 
with  hanging  woods,  having,  at  bottom,  a 
stream  of  fine  water,  that  forms  a  number  of 
cascades  in  its  descent  to  join  the  T^even,  so 
that  the  scene  is  quite  enchanting. 

'  The  late  Commissary  Smollett. 
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«  I  have  seen  the  Lago  di  Gardi,  Albano  de 
Vico,    Bolsena^    and    Geneva,    and   I  prefer 
Loch  -  Lomond    to   them   all;    a    preference 
which  is  certainly  owing  to  the  verdant  islands 
that  seem  to  float  upon  its  surface,  affording 
the  most  enchanting  objects  of  repose  to  the 
excursive  view.     Nor  are  the  banks  destitute 
of  beauties,  which  even  partake  of  the  sub- 
lime.    On  this  side  they  display  a  sweet  va- 
riety of  wood-land,  corn-fields,  and  pasture, 
with  several  agreeable  villas,  emerging,  as  it 
were,  out  of  the  lake,  till,  at  some  distance, 
the  prospect  terminates  in  huge  mountains, 
covered  with  heath,  which,  being  in  the  bloom, 
affords  a  very  rich  covering  of  purple.    Every 
thing  here  is  rotnantic  beyond  imagination. 
This  country  is  justly  styled  the  Arcadia   of 
Scotland.     I  do  not  doubt  but  it  mav  vie  with 
Arcadia  in  every  thing  but  climate.      I  am 
sure  it  excels  it  in  verdure,  wood,  and  water. » 

A  poet,  bred  up  amongst  such  scenes,  must 
become  doubly  attached  to  his  art,  and,  ac- 
cordingly, it  appears  that  Smollett  was,  in  the 
highest  degree,  sensible  of  the  beauties  of 
nature,  although  his  fame  has  chiefly  risen 
upon  his  power  of  delineating  human  cha- 
racter. He  obtained  the  rudiments  of  classical 
knowledge  at  the  Dunbarton  grammar-school, 
then  taught  by  Mr  John  Love,  the  scarce  less 
learned  antagonist  of  the  learned  Ruddiman. 
From  thence  he  removed  to  Glasgow,  where 
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he  pursued  his  studies  with  diligence  and  sue- 
cess^  and  was  finally  bound  apprentice  to  Mr 
John  Gordon,  an  eminent  surgeon.  This 
destination  was  contrary  to  young  Smollett's 
wishes,  which  strongly  determined  him  to  a 
military  life,  and  he  is  supposed  to  have 
avenged  himself  both  of  his  grandfather,  who 
contradicted  his  incHnations,  and  of  his  mas- 
ter, by  describing  the  former  under  the  un- 
amiable  character  of  the  old  judge,  and  the 
latter  as  Mr  Potion,  the  first  master  of  Bode- 
rick  Random.  At  a  later  period,  he  did  Mr 
Gordon  justice  by  mentioning  him  in  the  fol- 
lowing terms  :  «  I  was  introduced  to  Mr  Gor- 
don,)) says  Matthew  Bramble,  «  a  patriot  of  a 
truly  noble  spirit,  who  is  father  of  the  linen- 
manufactory  in  that  place,  and  was  the  great 
promoter  of  the  city  workhouse,  infirmary, 
and  other  works  of  public  utility.  Had  he 
lived  in  ancient  Rome,  he  would  have  been 
honoured  with  a  statue  at  the  public  expense,  u 
During  his  apprenticeship,  SmoUett's  con- 
duct indicated  that  love  of  frolic,  practical 
jest,  and  playful  mischief,,  of  which  his  works 
show  many  proofs,  and  the  young  novelist 
gave  also  several  proofs  of  his  talents  and 
propensity  to  satire.  It  is  said,  that  his  mas- 
ter expressed  his  conviction  of  Smollett's  fu- 
ture eminence  in  very  homely  but  expressive 
terms,,  when  some  of  his  neighbours  were 
boasting  the  siiperior  decorum  and  propriety 
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of  their  young  pupils.  «  It  may  be  all  very 
true,»  said  the  keen-sighted  Mr  Gordon;  «  but 
give  me,  before  them  all,  my  own  bubbly-nosed 
callant,  with  the  stane  in  his  pouch. » 

In  the  eighteenth  year  of  Smollett's  life,  his 
grandfather.  Sir  James,  died,  and  made  no 
provision  by  his  will  for  the  children  of  his 
youngest  son,  a  neglect  which,  joined  to  other 
circumstances  already  mentioned,  procured 
him,  from  his  irritable  descendant,  the  painful 
distinction  which  the  old  judge  holds  in  the 
narrative  of  Roderick  Random, 

Without  efficient  patronage  of  any  kind, 
Smollett,  in  his  nineteenth  year,  went  to  Lon- 
don, to  seek  his  fortune  wherever  he  might 
find  it.  He  carried  with  him  the  Regicide^  a 
tragedy,  written  during  the  progress  of  his 
studies,  but  which,  though  it  evinces  in  par- 
ticular passages  the  genius  of  the  author,  can- 
not be  termed  with  justice  a  performance 
suited  for  the  stage.  Lord  Lyttleton,  as  a 
patron — Garrick  and  Lacy,  as  managers  — 
gave  the  youthful  author  some  encouragement, 
which,  perhaps,  the  sanguine  temper  of  Smol- 
lett overrated;  for,  in  the  story  of  Mr  Melo- 
poyn,  where  he  gives  the  history  of  his  at- 
tempts to  bring  the  Regicide  on  the  stage,  the 
patron  and  the  manager  are  not  spared;  and, 
in  Peregrine  Pickle,  the  personage  of  Gosling 
Scrap,  which  occurs  in  the  first  editien  only, 
is  meant  to  represent  Lord  Lyttleton.     The 
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Story  is  more  briefly  told  in  the  preface  to  the 
Hrst  edition  of  the  Regicide,  where  the  author 
informs  ns  that  his  tragedy  «  \vas  taken  into 
the  protection  of  one  of  those  little  fellows 
who  are  sometimes  called  great  men,  and, 
like  other  orphans,  neglected  accordingly. 
Stung  with  resentment,  which  I  mistook  for 
contempt,  I  resolved  to  punish  this  barbarous 
indifference,  and  actually  discarded  my  pa- 
tron ;  consoling  myself  with  the  barren  praise 
of  a  few  associates,  who,  in  the  most  inde- 
fatigable manner,  employed  their  time  and 
influence  in  collecting  from  all  quarters  ob- 
servations on  my  piece,  which,  in  consequence 
of  those  suggestions,  put  on  a  new  appearance 
almost  every  day,  until  my  occasions  called 
me  out  of  the  kingdom. » 

Disappointed  in  the  hopes  he  had  found- 
ed on  his  theatrical  attempt,  Smollett  accept- 
ed the  situation  of  surgeon's  mate  onboard 
of  a  ship  of  the  line,  in  the  expedition  to 
Carthagena,  in  174I)  of  which  he  published 
a  short  account  in  Roderick  Random,  and  a 
longer  narrative  in  2l  Compendium  off^oyages, 
published  in  lySi.  But  the  term  of  our  au- 
thor's service  in  the  navy  was  chiefly  remark- 
able fro  hism  having  acquired,  in  that  brief 
space,  such  intimate  knowledge  of  our  nau- 
tical world,  as  enabled  him  to  describe  sailors 
with  such  truth  and  spirit  of  delineation,  that, 
from  that  time,  whoever  has  undertaken  the 
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same  task  has  seemed  to  copy  more  irom 
Smollettthan  from  nature.  Our  author  quitted 
the  navy,  in  disgust  alike  with  the  drudgery, 
and  with  the  despotic  discipline,  which,  in  those 
days,  was  qualified  by  no  urbanity  on  the  part 
of  the  superior  officers,  and  which  exposed 
subordinates  in  the  service  to  such  mortifica- 
tions as  a  haughty  spirit  like  that  of  Smollett 
could  very  ill  endure.  He  left  the  service 
in  the  West  Indies,  and,  after  a  residence  of 
some  time  in  the  island  of  Jamaica,  returned 
to  England,  in  1746* 

It  was  at  this  time,  when,  incensed  at  the 
brutal  severities  exercised  by  the  government's 
troops  in  the  Highlands,  to.  which  romantic 
regions  he  was  a  neighbour  by  birth,  Smollett 
wrote  the  pathetic,  spirited,  and  patriotic 
verses  entitled  The  Tears  of  Caledonia.  The 
late  Robert  Graham,  esq.  of  Gartmore,  a  par^ 
ticular  friend  and  trustee  of  Smollett,  has  re- 
corded the  manner  in  which  this  effusion  was 
poured  forth.  «  Some  gentlemen  having  met 
at  a  tavern,  were  amusing  themselves,  before 
supper,  with  a  game  at  cards;  while  Smollett, 
not  choosing  to  play,  sat  down  to  write.  One 
of  the  company,  who  also  was  nominated  by 
him  one  of  his  trustees  (Gartmore  himself), 
observing  his  earnestness,  and  supposing  he 
was  writing  verses,  asked  him  if  it  was  not  so. 
He  accordingly  read  them  the  first  sketch  of 
his  Tears  of  Scotland,  consisting  only  of  six 
VOL.  I.  5 
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Stanzas;  and,  on  their  remarking  that  the  ter- 
mination of  the  poem,  being  too  strongly  ex- 
pressed^  might  give  offence  to  persons  whose 
pohtical  opinions  were  different,  he  sat  down, 
without  reply,  and,  with  an  air  of  great  indig- 
nation, subjoined  the  concluding  stanza: 

u  While  the  warm  blood  bedews  my  veins, 
And  unimpaired  remembrance  reigns. 
Resentment  of  my  country's  fate, 
Within  my  filial  breast  shall  beat.        /. 
Yes,  spite  of  thine  insulting  foe,  •  ■ 

My  sympathizing  verse  shall  flow. 
Mourn,  hapless  Caledonia,  mourn, 
Thy  banish'd  peace,  thy  laurels  torn ! » 

Smollett  was  now  settled  in  London,  and 
commenced  his  career  as  a  professional  man. 
He  was  not  successful  as  a  physician,  probably 
because  his  independeut  and  haughty  spirit 
neglected  tbe  by-paths  which  lead  to  fame 
ill  that  profession.  One  account  says,  that 
he  failed  to  render  himself  agreeable  to  his 
female  patients,  certainly  not  from  want  of 
address  or  figure,  for  both  were  remarkably 
pleasing,  but  more  probably  by  a  hasty  impa- 
tience of  listening  to  petty  complaints,  and  a 
want  of  sympathy  with  those  who  laboured 
under  no  real  indisposition.  It  is  remarkable, 
that  altliough  very  many,  perhaps  the  greatest 
number  of  successful  medical  men,  have  as- 
sumed a  despotic  authority  over  their  patients 
after  their  character  was  established,  few  or 
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none  haye  risen  to  pre-eminence  in  practice, 
who  used  the  same  want  of  ceremony  in  the 
commencement  of  their  career.  Perhaps, 
however,  Dr  Smollett  was  too  soon  discou- 
raged, and  abandoned  prematurely  a  pro- 
fession in  which  success  is  proverbially  slow. 

Smollett,  who  must  have  felt  his  own 
powers,  had  naturally  recourse  to  his  pen; 
and  besides  repeated  attempts  to  get  his  tra- 
gedy acted,  sent  forth,  in  1746,  Advice^  and, 
in  1747?  Reproofs  both  poetical  satires  possess- 
ed of  considerable  merit,  but  which  only  in- 
fluenced the  fate  of  the  author,  as  they  in- 
creased the  number  of  his  personal  enemies. 
Rich,  the  manager,  was  particularly  satirized 
in  Reproof.  Smollett  had  written,  for  the 
Covent-Garden  theatre,  an  opera  called  Al- 
cestCy  which  was  not  acted,  in  consequence  of 
some  quarrel  betwixt  the  author  and  manager, 
which  Smollett  thus  avenged. 

About  1747?  Smollett  was  married  to  Miss 
LasceUes,  a  beautiful  and  accomplished  wo- 
man, to  whom  he  had  become  attached  in  the 
West  Indies.  Instead  of  an  expected  fortune 
of  3ooo/.,  he  gained,  by  this  connexion,  only 
a  lawsuit,  and  the  increased  expense  of  house- 
keeping, which  he  was  still  less  able  to  afford, 
and  which  again  obliged  him  to  have  recourse 
to  his  literary  talents. 

Necessity  is  the  mother  of  invention  in  lite- 
rature as  well  as  in  the  arts,  and  the  necessity 


lOO  LIVES   OF    THE    NOVELISTS. 

of  Smollett  brought  him  forth  in  his  pre- 
eminent character  of  a  novehst.  Boderick 
Random  may  be  considered  as  an  imitation  of 
Le'Sage,  as  the  hero  flits  through  almost  eyery 
scene  of  public  and  private  Jife,  recording,  as 
he  paints  his  own  adventures,  the  manners  of 
the  times,  with  all  their  various  shades  and 
diversities  of  colouring,  but  forming  no  con- 
nected plot  or  story,  the  several  parts  of  which 
hold  connection  with,  or  bear  proportion  to, 
each  other.  It  was  the  second  example  of 
the  minor  romance,  or  English  novel.  Field- 
ing had,  shortly  before,  set  the  example  in  his 
Tom  JoneSy  and  a  rival  of  almost  equal  emi- 
nence, in  1748,  brought  forth  The  Adventures 
of  Boderick  Random,  a  work  which  was  eageriy 
received  by  the  public,  and  brought  both  re- 
putation and  profit  to  the  author. 

It  was  generally  believed  that  Smollett 
painted  some  of  his  own  early  adventures  un- 
der the  veil  of  fiction ;  but  the  public  carried 
the  spirit  of  applying  the  characters  of  a  work 
of  fiction  to  living  pei^onages  much  farther, 
perhaps,  than  the  author  intended.  Gawkey, 
Grabbe,  and  Potion,  were  assigned  to  indivi- 
duals in  the  West  of  Scotland;  Mrs  Smollett 
was  supposed  to  be  Narcissa ;  the  author  him- 
self represented  Roderick  Random  (of  which 
there  can  be  little  doubt);  a  book-binder  and 
barber,  the  early  acquaintances  of  Dqetor 
Smollett,  contended  for  the -character  of  the 
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attached,  amiable,  simple-hearted  Strap;  and 
the  two  naval  officers,  under  whom  Smollett 
had  served,  were  stigmatized  under  the  names 
of  Oakum  and  Whiffle.  Certain  it  is,  that  the 
contempt  with  which  his  unfortunate  play  had 
been  treated  forms  the  basis  of  MrMelopoyn's 
story,  in  which  Garrick  and  Lyttleton  are 
roughly  treated  under  the  characters  of  Mar- 
mozet  and  Sheerwit.  The  public  did  not  taste 
less  keenly  the  real  merits  of  this  interesting 
and  humorous  work,  because  they  conceived 
it  to  possess  the  zest  arising  from  personal 
allusion;  and  the  sale  of  the  work  exceeded 
greatly  the  expectations  of  all  concerned. 

Having  now  the  ear  of  the  public,  Smollett 
published,  by  subscription,  his  unfortunate 
tragedy  The  Regicide^  in  order  to  shame  those 
who  had  barred  his  access  to  the  stage.  The 
preface  is  filled  with  complaints,  which  are 
neither  just  nor  manly,  and  with  strictures 
upon  Garrick  and  Lyttleton,  which  amount 
almost  to  abuse.  The  merits  of  the  piece  by 
no  means  vindicate  this  extreme  resentment 
on  the  part  of  the  author,  Sind  of  this  Smollett 
himself  became  at  length  sensible.  He  was 
impetuous,  but  not  sullen  in  his  resentment, 
and  generously  allowed  in  his  History  ofEng^ 
land,  the  full  merit  to  those  whom,  in  the 
first  impulse  of  passion  and  disappointment, 
he  had  treated  with  injustice.* 

'  Desiroas   «of  doing  justice  in  a  work  of  truth  for 
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In  lySo,  Smollett  made  a  toiir  to  Paris, 
where  he  gleaned  materials  for  future  v^orks  of 
fiction,  besides  enlarging  his  acquaintance  with 

wrongs  done  in  a  work  of  fiction,*  (to  use  his  own  ex- 
pression) in  giving  a  sketch  of  the  liberal  arts  in  his  His- 
tory of  England^  he  remarked,  « the  exhibitions  of  the 
nage  were  improved,  to  the  most  exquisite  entertainment, 
by  the  talents  and  management  of  Garrick,  who  greatly 
surpassed  all  his  predecessors  of  this,  and  perhaps  every 
other  nation,  in  his  genius  for  acting,  in  the  sweetness 
and  variety  of  his  tones,  the  irresistible  magic  of  his  eye, 
the  fire  and  vivacity  of  his  action,  the  elegance  of  atti- 
tude, and  the  whole  pathos  of  expression. 

« Candidates  for  Uterary  fame  appeared  even  in  the 
higher  sphere  of  hfe,  embeUished  by  the  nervous  sense 
and  extensive  erudition  of  a  Gorke,  by  the  delicate  taste, 
the  pohshed  muse,  and  tender  feelings  of  a  Lyttleton.w 

Not  satisfied  with  this  public  declaration  of  his  senti- 
ments, he  wrote  in  still  stronger  terms  to  Mr  Garrick. 

«  Dear  Sir,  Chelsea,  Jan.  ay,  1762. 

« I  this  morning  received  your  Winters  Tale,  and  am 
agreeably  flattered  by  this  mark  of  your  attention.  What 
I  have  said  of  Mr  Garrick,  in  the  History  of  England,  was, 
I  protest,  the  language  of  my  heart.  I  shall  rejoice  if  he 
thinlu  I  •have  done  him  barely  justice.  I  am  sure  the 
public  will  think  I  have  .done  him  no  more  than  justice. 
In  giving  a  short  sketch  of  the  hberal  arts,  I  could  not, 
with  any  propriety,  forbear  mentioning  a  gentleman  so 
eminently  distinguished  by  a  genius  that  has  no  rival.  Be- 
sides, I  tliought  it  was  a  duty  incumbent  on  me,  in  par- 
ticular, to  make  a  piibhc  atonement  in  a  work  of  truth 
for  wrongs  done  him  in  a  work  of  fiction. 

«<  Among  the  other  inconveniences  arising  from  ill- 
health,  I  deeply  regret  my  being  disabled  from  a  personal 
cultivation  of  your  good-will,  and  the  unspeakable  en- 
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life  and  manners.  A  coxcomb  painter  whom 
he  met  on  this  occasion  formed  the  original  of 
the  exquisite  Pallet,  while  Dr  Akenside,  a  man 
of  a  very  different  character,  was  marked  tlie 
future  prey  of  satire  as  the  pedantic  doctor 
of  medicine.  He  is  said  to  have  offended 
Smollett  by  some  national  reflections  on  Scot- 
land, while  his  extravagant  zeal  for  liberty, 
which  was  in  no  great  danger,  and  his  pedantic 
and  exclusive  admiration  of  the  manners  of 
classical  antiquity,  afforded,  as  Smollett  has 
drawn  them,  an|ample  fund  of  ridicule. 

Peregrine  Pickle  is  supposed  to  have  been 
written  chiefly  in  Paris,  and  appeared  in  lySi. 
It  was  received  by  the  public  with  uncommon 
avidity,  and  a  large  impression  dispersed, 
notwithstanding  the  efforts  of  certain  book- 
sellers and  others,  whom  Smollett  accuses  of 
attempts  to  obstruct  the  sale,  the  book  being 
published  on  account  of  the  author  himself. 
His  irritable  temper  induced  him  to  run  has- 
tily before  the  public  with  complaints,  which, 
liowsoever  well  or  ill-grounded,  the  public  has 

joyment  I  should  sometimes  deriTe  from  yonr  private 
coDTersation,  as  well  ts  from  the  public  exertion  of  your 
talents;  but,  sequestered  as  I  am  lirom  the  world  of  enter- 
tainment, the  consciousness  of  standing  well  in  your  opi- 
nion will  ever  afford  nngular  satisfaction  to, 

Sir, 
«  Vour  "very  bumble  servant, 

aT.  Smollett.  >i 
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been  at  all  times  accustomed  to  hear  with  great 
indifference.  Many  professional  authors,  phi- 
losophers, and  other  public  characters  of  the 
time,  were  also  satirized  with  little  restraint. 

The  splendid  merit  of  the  work  itself  was  a 
much  greater  victory  over  the  author's  ene- 
mies, if  he  really  had  such,  than  any  which  he 
could  gain  by  personal  altercation  with  un- 
worthy opponents.     Yet  by  many  his  second 
novel  was  not  thought  quite  equal  to  his  first. 
In  truth,  there  occurs  betwixt  Roderick  Ran' 
dom  and  Peregrine  Pickle  a  difference  which 
is  often  observed  betwixt  the  first  and  second 
efforts  of  authors  who  have  been  successful  in 
this  line.     Peregrine  Pickle  is  more  finished, 
more  sedulously  laboured  into  excellence,  ex- 
hibits scenes  of  more  accumulated  interest, 
and  presents  a  richer  variety  of  character  and 
adventure  than  Roderick  Random;  but  yet  there 
is  an  ease  and  simplicity  in  the  first  novel  which 
is  not  quite  attained  in  the  second,  where  the 
author  has  substituted  splendour  of  colouring 
for  simplicity  of  outline.     Thus,  of  the  inimi- 
table  sea  characters.   Trunnion,   Pipes,  and 
even  Hatchway,  border  upon  caricature;  but 
Lieutenant  Bowling  and  Jacl  Rattlin  are  truth 
and  nature  itself.     The  reason  seems  to  be, 
that  when  an  author  brings  forth  his  first  re- 
presentation of  any  class  of  characters,  he  seizes 
on  the  leading  and  striking  outlines,  and  there- 
fore, in  the  second  attempt  of  the  same  kind, 
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he  is  forced  to  make  some  distinction,  and 
either  to  invest  his  personage  with  less  ohvioas 
and  ordinary  traits  of  character,  or  to  place 
him  in  a  new  and  less  natural  light.  Hence, 
it  would  seem,  the  difference  in  opinion  which 
sometimes  occurs  betwixt  the  author  and  the 
reader,  respecting  the  comparative  Value  of 
early  and  of  subsequent  publications.  The 
author  naturally  prefers  that  upon  which  he  is 
conscious  much  more  labour  has  been  bestow- 
ed, while  the  public  often  remain  constant  to 
their  first  love,  and  prefer  the  facility  and 
truth  of  the  earlier  work  to  the  more  elabo- 
rate execution  displayed  in  those  which  follow 
it.  But  though  the  siiftplicity  of  its  prede- 
cessor was  not,  and  could  not  be,  repeated 
m  Smollett's  second  novel,.  hif]p6wers  are  so 
far  fix)m  evincing  any  falling  off,  tHit  in  Pere- 
grine Pickle  there  is  a  much  wider  range  of 
character  and  incident  than  is  exhibited  in 
Roderick  Random^  as  well  as  a  more  rich  and 
brilliant  display  of  the  talents  and  humour  of 
the  distinguished  author. 

Peregrine  Pickle  did  not,  however,  owe  its 
success  entirely  to  its  intrinsic  merit.  The 
Memoirs  of  a  Lady  of  Quality,  a  separate  tale, 
thrust  into  the  work,  with  which  it  has  no  sort 
of  connexion,  in  the  manner  introduced  by 
Cervantes,  and  followed  by  Le  Sage  and  Field- 
ing, added  "considerably  to  its  immediate  po- 
pularity.     These  Memoirs,   which  are  now 
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regarded  as  a  tiresome  and  unnecessary  ex- 
crescence upon  the  main  story,  contain  the 
History  of  Lady  Vane,  renowned  at  that  time 
for  her  beauty  and  her  intrigues.'     The  lady 
not  only  furnished  Smollett  with  the  materials 
for  recording  her  own  infamy,  hut,'  it  is  said, 
rewarcTed  him  handsomely  for  the  insertioD 
of  her  story.     Mr  M'Kercher,  ai  character  of 
a  different  description,  was  also  introduced. 
He  was  remarkable  for  the  benevolent  quixotry 
with  which  he  supported  the  pretensions  of 
the  unfortunate  Mr  Annesley,  a  claimant  of 
the  title  and  property  of  Anglesea.  The  public 
took  the  interest  in  the  frailties  of  Lady  Vane, 
and  the  benevolenceK)f  Mr  M'Kercher,  which 
they  always  take  in  the  history  of  living  and 
remarkable  characters ;  and  the  anecdotes  re- 
specting the  demirep  and  the  man  of  charity 
greatly  promoted  the  instant  popularity  of 
Peregrine  Pickle* 

The  extreme  license  of  some  of  the  scenes 
described  in  this  novel  gave  just  offence  to 
the  thinking  part  of  the  public;  and  the  wori(, 

'  Lady  Vane  was  the  daughter  of  Francis  Hawes,  esq. 
of  Purley  Hall,  near  Reading,  in  Berkshire,  one  of  the 
South  Sea  DirectorjS  in  1720,  and  married  aboHt  the.be- 
ginning  of  ijSa,  at  the  age  of  seventeen,  to  Lord  William 
Hamilton,  who  dying  July  1 1,  1734,  she  married,  May  19, 
1 735,  Lord  Viscount  Vane,  of  the  kingdom  of  Ireland, 
with  whom  she  had  various  scandalous  law-suits,  and  died 
in  London,  March  3i,  1788,  in  the  seventjr-second  year  of 
her  life. 
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in  conformity  to  their  just  complaints,  was 
much  altered  in  the  second  edition.  The  pre- 
liminary advertisement  has  these  words: — 
«c  It  was  the  author  s  duty,  as  well  as  his  interest, 
to  oblige  the  public  with  this  edition,  which 
he  has  endeavoured  to  render  less  unworthy 
of  their  acceptance,  by  retrenching  the  super- 
fluities of  the  first,  reforming  its  manners,  and 
correcting  its  expression.     Divers  uninterest- 
ing incidents  are  wholly  suppressed;  some 
humorous    scenes    he   has   endeavoured    to 
heighten ;  and  he  flatters  himself  that  he  has 
expunged  every  adventure,  phrase,  and  insi- 
nuation, that  could  be  construed,  by  the  most 
delicate  reader,  into  a  trespass  upon  the  rules 
of  decorum. 

«  He  owns  with  contrition,  that  in  one  or 
two  instances  he  gave  way  too  much  to  the 
suggestions  of  personal  resentment,  and  re- 
presented characters,  as  they  appeared  to  him 
at  the  time,  through  the  exaggerated  medium 
of  prejudice.  But  he  has,  in  this  impression, 
endeavoured  to  make  atonement  for  these 
extravagances.  Howsoever  he  may  have  erred 
in  point  of  judgment  or  discretion,  he  defies 
the  whole  world  to  prove  that  he  was  ever 
guilty  of  one  act  of  malice,  ingratitude,  or  dis- 
honour. This  declaration  he  may  be  permitted 
to  make,  without  incurring  the  imputation  of 
vanity  or  presumption,  considering  the  nume- 
rous shafts  of  envy,  rancour,  and  revenge, 
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that  have  lately,  both  in  public  and  private, 
been  levelled  at  his  reputation,  v 

In  reference  to  this  palinode,  we  may  barely 
observe  that  the  passages  retrenched  in  the 
second  edition  are,  generally  speaking,  the 
detail  of  those  frolics  in  which  the  author 
has  permitted  his  turn  for  humour  greatly  to 
outrun  his  sense  of  decency  and  propriety; 
and,  in  this  respect,  notwithstanding  what  he 
himself  says  in  the  passage  just  quoted,  the 
work  would  have  been  much  improved  by  a 
more  unsparing  application  of  the  pruning- 
knife.  Several  pei*sonal  reflections  were  also 
omitted,  particularly  those  on  Lyttleton  and 
Fielding,  whom  he  had  upbraided  for  his  de- 
pendence on  that  statesman's  patronage.' 

Doctor  Anderson  informs  us,  that,  at  this 
period,  Smollett  seems  to  have  obtained  the 

*  Lyttleton's  celebrated  Monody  on  the  Death  of  his 
Wife  was  ridiculed  by  a  burlesque  Ode  on  the  Death  of 
My  Grandmother ;  and  the  nature  of  his  patronage  to 
Fieldif^  was  thus  contemptuously  noticed  in  a  recom- 
mendation to  a  young  author  to  feed  the  vanity  of  Gos- 
ling Scrag,  esq.  « I  advise  Mr  Spondy  to  givfe  him  the 
refusal  of  this  same  pastoral ;  and  who  knows  but  he  may 
have  the  good  fortune  of  being  Hsted  in  the  number  of 
his  beef-eaters,  in  which  case  he  may,  in  process  of  time, 
be  provided  for  in  the  Customs  or  Church ;  and  when  he 
is  inclined  to  marry  his  own  cook-maid,  his  gracious  pa- 
tron may  condescend  to  give  the  bride  away,  and  may 
finally  settle  him  in  his  old  age  as  a  trading  Westminster 
Justice.N — Peregrine  Pickle^  Edit.  I75i,  vol.  iv.  p.  ia3. 
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legree  of  doctor  of  physic,  probably  from  9 
'oreign  university,  and  announced  himself  a 
i^ndidate  for  fame  and  fortune  as  a  physician, 
by  a  publication,  entitled  ((An  Essay  on  the 

External  Use  of  Water,  in  a  Letter  to  Dr , 

vvith  particular  Remarks  upon  the  present 
MLethod  of  using  the  mineral  >yater$  at  Bath, 
in  Somersetshire,  and  a  Plan  for  rendering 
them  more  safe,  agreeable,  and  efficacious. 
4to.,  lySa.n  The  performance  advanced  his 
reputation  as  a  man  of  science  and.  taste,  but 
(ailed  to  conduct  the  physician  to  professional 
eminence  and  wealth.  This  is  the  only  pub- 
lication in  the  line  of  his  profession  which  is 
known  to  have  proceeded  from  his  pen.  If 
the  essay  was  intaaded  to  serve  as  an  introi- 
duction  to  practice,  it  was  totally  unsuccess- 
ful. Perhaps  Smollett's  character  as  a  satirist, 
and  the  readiness  he  had  shown  to  ingraft  the 
character  and  history  of  individuals  into  works 
of  fiction,  were  serious  obstacles  to  him  in  a 
character  which  demands  so  much  confidence 
as  that  of  a  family-physician.  But  it  is  pro- 
bable, that  theaudior  s.  chief  object  in  the  pub- 
lication was  to  assert  the  cause  of  a  particular 
friend,  Mr  Cleland,  a  surgeon  at  Bath,  then 
engaged  in  a  controversy  concerning  the  use 
of  these  celebrated  waters. 

In  the  year  lySS,  Dr  Smollett  published 
The  Adventures  of  Ferdinand  Count  Fathom  ^ 
one  of  those  works  which  seem  to  have  been 
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written  for  the  purpose  of  showing  how  for 
humour  and  genius  can  go  in  painting  a  com- 
plete picture  of  human  depravity.  Smollett 
has  made  his  own  defence  for  the  loathsome 
task  which  he  has  undertaken.  «  Let  me  not,» 

says  he,  in  the  dedication  to  Dr (we  are 

unable  to  supply  the  blank),  «  be  condemned 
for  having  chosen  my  principal  character  from 
the  purlieus  of  treachery  and  fraud,  when 
I  declare  my  purpose  is  to  set  him  up  as  a 
beacon  for  the  benefit  of  the  inexperienced 
and  unwary,  who,  from  the  perusal  of  these 
memoirs,  may  learn  to  avoid  the  manifold 
snares  with  which  they  are  continually  sur- 
rounded in  the  paths  of  life,  while  those  who 
hesitate  on  the  brink  of  iniquity  may  be  terri- 
fied from  plunging  into  that  irremediable  gulf, 
by  surveying  the  deplorable  fate  of  Ferdinand 
Count  Fathom. »  But,  while  we  do  justice  to 
the  author's  motives,  we  are  obliged  to  deny 
the  validity  of  his  reasoning.  To  a  reader  of 
a  good  disposition  and  well-regulated  mind, 
the  picture  of  moral  depravity  presented  in 
the  character  of  Count  Fathom  is  a  disgustin{|; 
pollution  of  the  imagination.  To  those,  on 
the  other  hand,  who  hesitate  on  the  brink  of 
meditated  iniquity,  it  is  not  safe  to  detail  the 
arts  by  which  the  ingenuity  of  villainy  has 
triumphed  in  former  instances;  and  it  is  well 
known,  that  the  publication  of  the  real  ac- 
count of  uncommon  crimes,  although  attended 
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by  the  public  and  infamoas  punishment  of  the 
perpetrators,  has  often  had  the  effect  of  sti- 
mulating others  to  similar  actions.  To  some 
unhappy  minds,  it  may  occur  as  a  sort  of  ex- 
tenuation of  the  crime  which  they  meditate, 
that  even  if  they  carry  their  purpose  into  exe- 
cution, their  guilt  will  fall  far  short  of  what 
the  author  has  ascribed  to  his  fictitious  cha- 
racter; and  there  are  other  imaginations  so  ill 
regulated,  that  they  catch  infection  from  stories 
of  wickedness,  and  feel  an  insane  impulse  to 
emulate  and  to  reaUze  the  pictures  of  villainy, 
which  are  embodied  in  such  narratives  as  those 
of  Zeluco  or  Count  Fathom. 

Condemning,  however,  the  scope  and  ten- 
dency of  the  work,  it  is  impossible  to  deny 
our  applause  to  the  wonderful  knowledge  of 
life  and  manners  which  is  evinced  in  the  tale 
of  Count  Fathom^  as  much  as  in  any  of  Smol- 
lett's works.  The  horrible  adventure  in  the 
hut  of  the  robbers  is  a  tale  of  natural  terror 
which  rises  into  the  sublime, .  and,  though 
often  imitated,  has  never  yet  been  surpassed, 
or  perhaps  equalled.  In  Count  Fathom  also 
is  to  be  found  the  first  candid  attempt  to  do 
justice  to  »  calumniated  race.  The  benevolent 
Jew  of  Cumberland  had  his  prototype  in  the 
worthy  Israelite  whom  Smollett  has  intro- 
duced into  the  history  of  Fathom. 

Shortly  after  this  publication,  Smollett's 
warmth  of  temper  involved  him  in  an  un- 
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pleasant  embarrassment.  A  persoti  called 
Peter  Gordon,  after  having  been  saved  by 
Smollett's  humanity  from  imprisonment  and 
ruin,  and,  after  having  prevailed  upon  him 
to  interpose  his  credit  in  his  behalf  to  an  in- 
convenient extent,  withdrew  within  the  verge 
of  the  court,  set  his  creditors  at  defiance,  and 
treated  his  benefactor  with  so  much  personal 
insolence,  that  Smollett  chastised  him  by  a 
beating.  A  prosecution  was  commenced  by 
Gordon,  and  his  counsel,  Mr  Home  Campbell, 
whether  in  indulgence  of  his  natural  rudeness 
and  impetuosity,  of  which  he  had  a  great 
share,  or  whether  moved  by  some  special  en- 
mity against  Smollett,  opened  the  case  with 
an  unusual  torrent  of  violence  and  misrepre- 
sentation. But  the  good  sense  and  impartiality 
of  the  jury  acquitted  Smollett  of  the  assault, 
and  he  was  no  sooner  cleared  of  the  charge 
than  he  sent  an  angry  remonstrance  to  Mr 
Home  Campbell,  demanding  that  he  should 
retract  what  he  had  said  to  his  disadvantage. 
It  does  not  appear  how  the  affair  was  settled, 
but  Smollett  s  manifesto  may  be  read  in  his 
life  by  Dr  Moore,  as  well  as  in  that  of  Dr 
Anderson.  Besides  that  this  expostulation 
is  too  long  for  the  occasion,  and  far  too 
violent  to  be  dignified,  Smollett  imputes  to 
Campbell  the  improbable  charge,  that  he  was 
desirous  to  revenge  himself  upon  the  author 
of  Ferdinand  Count  Fathom,  because  he  had 
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satirized  the  profession  of  tlie  law.  Lawyers 
are  seldom  very  sensitive  on  this  head,  and  if 
they  were,  they  would  have  constant  exercise 
for  their  irritability,  since  scarce  a  satirical 
anthor,  of  whatsoever  description,  has  con- 
cluded his  work  without  giving  cause  to  the 
gentlemen  of  the  robe  for  some  such  offence 
as  Smollett  supposes  Campbell  to  have  taken 
in  the  present  instance. 

Smollett's  next  task  was  a  new  version  of 
Don  Quixote^  to  which  he  was  encouraged  by 
a  liberal  subscription.  The  work  was  in- 
scribed by  Don  Ricardo  Wall,  principal  se- 
cretary of  state,  to  his  most  catholic  majesty, 
by  whom  the  undertaking  bad  been  encou- 
raged. Smollett's  version  of  this  admirable 
classic  is  thus  elegantly  compared  with  those 
of  Motteux  (or  Ozell)  and  of  Jarvis,  by  the 
late  ingenious  and  amiable  Lord  Woodhouse- 
lee,  in  his  «  Essay  on  the  Principles  of  Tran- 
slation.» 

«  Smollett  inherited  from  nature  a  strong 
sense  of  i4dicule,  a  great  fund  of  original  hu- 
mour, and  a  happy  versatility  of  talent,  by 
which  he  could  accommodate  his  style  to  al- 
most every  species  of  writing.  He  could  adopt 
alternately  the  solemn,  the  hvely,  the  sarcastic, 
the  burlesque,  and  the  vulgar.  To  these  qua- 
lifications he  joined  an  inventive  genius  and 
a  vigorous  imagination.  As  he  possessed  ta- 
lents   equal  to  the  composition  of  original 

5. 
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works  of  the  same  species  with  the  romance 
of  Cervantes,  so  it  is  not,  perhaps,  possible 
to  conceive  a  writer  more  completely  quali- 
fied to  give  a  perfect  translation  of  that  novel. 
ft  Motteux,  with  no  great  abilities  as  ah  ori- 
ginal writer,  appears  to  me  to  have  been  en- 
dowed with  a  strong  perception  of  the  ridi- 
culous in  human  character,  a  just  discernment 
of  the  weaknesses  and  follies  of  mankind. 
He  seems  likewise  to  have  had  a  great  com- 
mand of  the  various  styles  which  are  accom- 
modated to  the  expression  both  of  grave 
burlesque  and  of  low  humour.  Inferior  to 
Smollett  in  inventive  genius,  he  seems  to 
have  equalled  him  in  every  quality  which  was 
essentially  requisite  to  a  translator  of  Don 
Quixote,  It  may,  therefore,  be  supposed,  that 
the  contest  between  them  will  be  nearly 
equal,  and  the  question  of  preference  very 
difficult  to  be  decided.  It  would  have  been 
so,  had  Smollett  confided  in  his  own  strength, 
and  bestowed  on  his  task  that  time  and  labour 
which  the  length  and  difficulty  of  the  work 
required ;  but  Smollett  too  often  wrote  in  such 
circumstances  that  dispatch  was  his  primary 
object.  He  found  various  English  translations 
at  hand,  which  he  judged  might  save  him  the 
labour  of  a  new  composition.  Jarvis  could 
give  him  faithfully  the  sense  of  his  author; 
and  it  was  necessary  only  to  polish  his  aspe- 
rities, and  lighten  his  heavy  and  awkward 
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phraseology.      To    contend    with   Motteux, 
Smollett  found  it  necessary  to  assume   the 
armour  of  Jarvis.     This  author  had  purposely 
avoided,  through  the  whole  of  his  woi^,  the 
smallest  coincidence  of  expression  with  Mot*- 
teux,  whom,  with  equal  presuhiption  and  in- 
justice, he  accuses,  in  his  preiBacie,  of  having 
taken  his  version  wholly  from  the  French. 
We  find,  therefore,  both  in  the  translation  of 
Jarvis,  and  that  of  Smollett,  which  is  little 
else  than  an  improved  edition  of  the  former, 
that  there  is  a  studied  rejection  of  the  phra- 
seology of  IMotteux.     Now  Motteux,  though 
he  has  frequently  assumed  too  great  a  license, 
both  in  adding  to,  and  retrenching  from  the 
ideas  of  his  original,  has,  upon  the  whole,  a 
very  high  degree  of  merit  as  a  translator.     In 
the  adoption  of  corresponding  idioms,  he  has 
been  eminently  fortunate;  and,  as   in  these 
there  is  no  great  latitude,  he  has,  in  general, 
preoccupied  the  appropriate  phrases;  so  tbat 
a  succeeding  translator,  who  proceeded    on 
the  rule  of  invariably  rejecting  his.  phraseo- 
logy, must  have,  in  general,  altered  for  the 
worse.     Such,  I  have  said,  was  the  rule  laid 
down  by  Jarvis,  and  by  his  copyist  and  im- 
prover Smollett,  who,  by  thus  absurdly  reject- 
ing what  his  own  judgment  and  taste  must 
have  approved,  has  produced  a  composition 
decidedly  inferior,  on  the  whole,  to  that  of 
Motteux. 
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«  Smollett  >vas  a  good  poet,  and  most  of 
the  verse  translations  interspersed  through 
this  work  are  executed  with  ability.  It  is  on 
this  head  that  Motteux  has  assumed  to  him- 
self the  greatest  license.  He  has  very  pre- 
sumptuously mutilated  the  poetry  of  Cervantes, 
by  leaving  out  many  entire  stanzas  from  the 
larger  compositions,  and  suppressing  some'of 
the  smaller  altogether.  Yet  the.  translation 
of  those  poems  which  he  has  retained,  is  pos- 
sessed of  much  poetical  merit,  and,  in  par- 
ticular, those  verses  which  are  of  a  graver 
cast  are,  in  my  opinion,  superior  to  those  of 
his  rival. 

«  On  the  whole,  I  am  inchued  to  think,  the 
version  of  Motteux  is  by  fan  the  best  we  have 
yet  seen  of  the  romance  of  Cervantes,  and 
that,  if  corrected  in  its  licentious  observations 
and  enlargements,  and  in  some  other  parti- 
culars, which  I  have  noticed  in  the  course  of 
this  comparison,  we  should  have  nothing  to 
desire  superior  to  it  in  the  way  of  translation.* 

After  .the  publication  of  Don  Quixote, 
Smollett  paid  a  visit  to  his  native  country,  in 
order  to  see  his  mother,  who  then  resided  at 
Scotston,  in  Peebleshire,  with  her  daughter 
and  soiHBhiaw,  Mr  and  Mrs  Telfer.  Dr 
Moore  has  given  us  the  following  beautiful 
anecdote  respecting  the  meeting  of  the  mo- 
ther with  her  distinguished  son. 

«  On  Smollett's  arrival,  he  was  introduced 
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to  his  mother,  with  the  connivance  of  Mrs 
Telfer,  as  a  gentleman  from  the  West  Indies, 
who  was  intimately  acquainted  with  her  son. 
The  better  to  support  his  assumed  character, 
he  endeavoured  to  preserve  a  serious  counte- 
nance, approaching  to  a  frown;  but,  while 
his  mother's  eyes  were  riveted  on  his  coun- 
tenance, he  could  not  refrain  from  smiling : 
she  immediately  sprung  from  her  chair,  and, 
throwing  her  arms  round  his  neck,  exclaimed: 
*  Ah,  my  son !  my  son !  I  have  found  you  at 
last !' 

«  She  afterwards  told  him,  that,  if  he  had 
kept  bis  austere  looks,  and  continued  to  gloom, 
he  might  have  escaped  detection  some  time 
longer ;  ^  but  your  old  roguish  smile,'  added 
she,  ^  betrayed  you  at  once  Vv 

Having  revisited  the  seat  of  his  family,  then 
possessed  by  his  cousin,  and  spent  a  day  or 
two  at  Glasgow,  the  scene  of  his  early  studies 
and  frolics,  Smollett  returned  to  England,  in 
order  to  undertake  the  direction  of  the  Cri- 
tical Review,  a  work  which  was  established 
under  the  patronage  of  the  Tories  and  High- 
Church  party,  and  which  was  intended  to 
maintain  their  principles,  in  opposition  to  the 
Monthly  Review^  conducted  according  to  the 
sentiments  of  Whigs  and  Low-Church  men. 

Smollett's  taste  and  talents  qualified  him 
highly  for  periodical  criticism,  as  well  as  the 
promptitude  of  his  wit,  and  the  ready  appli- 
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cation  which  he  could  make  of  a  large  store 
of  miscellaneous  learning  and  acquired  know- 
ledge. But,  on  the  other  hand,  he  was  always 
a  hasty,  and  often  a  prejudiced  judge;  and, 
while  he  himself  applied  the  critical  scourge 
without  mercy,  he  could  not  endure  that  those 
who  felt  his  blows  should  either  wince  or 
complain  under  his  chastisement.  To  murmur 
against  his  decrees  was  the  sure  way  to  incur 
further  marks  of  his  resentment,  and  thus  his 
criticism  deviated  still  farther  from  dispas- 
sionate discussion,  as  the  passions  of  the  re- 
viewer and  of  the  author  became  excited  into 
a  clamorous  contest  of  mutual  rejoinder,  re- 
crimination, and  abuse.  Many  petty  squabbles, 
which  occurred  to  teaze  and  embitter  the  life 
of  Smollett,  and  to  diminish  the  respectability 
with  which  his  talents  must  otherwise  have 
invested  him,  had  their  origin  in  his  situation 
as  editor  of  the  Critical  Review,  He  was  en- 
gaged in  one  controversy  with  the  notorious 
Shebbeare,  in  another  with  Dr  Grainger, 
the  elegant  author  of  the  beautiful  ode  to 
Solitude,  and  in  several  wrangles  and  brawls 
with  persons  of  less  celebrity. 

But  the  most  unlucky  controversy  in  which 
his  critical  office  involved  our  author,  was 
that  with  Admiral  Knowles,  who  had  publish- 
ed a  pamphlet  vindicating  his  own  conduct 
in  the  secret  expedition  against  Rochfort, 
which  disgracefully  miscarried,  in  lySy.  This 
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defence  was  examined  in  the  Critical  Review; 
and  Smollett,  himself  the  author  of  the  article, 
used   the  following  intemperate  expressions 
concerning  Admiral  Knowles.     a  He  is  an  ad- 
miral without  conduct,  an  engineer  without 
knowledge,  an  officer  without  resolution,  and 
a  man  without  veracity. »     The  admiral  com- 
meqced  a  prosecution  against  the  printer  of 
the  Review,  declaring  at  the  same  time  that 
he  desired  only  to  discover  the  author  of  the 
paragraph,  and,  should  he  prove  a  gentleman, 
to  demand  satisfaction  of  a  different  nature. 
This  decoy,  for  such  it  proved,  was  the  most 
effectual  mode  which  could  have  been  devised 
to  draw  the  high-spirited  Smollett  within  the 
danger  of  the  law.     When  the  court  were 
about  to  pronounce  judgment  in    the  case, 
Smollett  appeared,  and  took  the  consequences 
upon  himself,  and  Admiral  Knowles  redeemed 
the  pledge  he  had  given,  by  enforcing  judg- 
ment for  a  fine  of  one  hundred  pounds,  and 
obtaining  a  sentence  against  the  defendant  of 
three  months'  imprisonment.      How  the  ad- 
miral reconciled    his   conduct  to   the   rules 
usuaUy  observed  by  gentjiemen,  we  are  not 
informed ;  but  the  proceeding  seems  to  justify 
even  Smollett's  strength  of  expression,  when 
he  terms  him  an  officer  without  resolution, 
and  a  man  without  veracity.     This  imprison- 
ment took  place  in  1 769,  and  was,  as  we  have 
already  stated,  the  most  memorable  result  of 
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the  various  quarrels  in  v^hich  his  duty  as  a 
critic  engaged  Dr  Smollett.  We  resume  the 
account  of  his  literary  labonrs,  which  our 
detail  of  these  disputes  has  something  inter- 
rupted. 

Ahout  1767,  Smollett  compiled  and  pub- 
lished, without  his  name,  a  useful  and  enter- 
taining collection,  entitled  A  Compendium  of 
Atithentic  and  Entertaining  Voyages^  digested 
in  a  chronological  Series  \  the  whole  exhibiting  a 
Clear  View  of  the  Customs^  Manners^  Religion^ 
Government^  Commerce^  and  Natural  Histotj 
of  most  Nations  of  the  known  World;  illustrated 
loith  a  Variety  of  genuine  Charts^  Maps^  Plans, 
Ueadsy  etc.,  in  7  vols.  i2mo.  This  Collec- 
tion introduced  to  the  British  public  several 
voyages  which  were  otherwise  little  known, 
and  contained,  amongst  other  articles  not  be- 
fore published,  Smollett's  own  account  of  the 
Expedition  to  Carthagena,  of  which  he  had 
given  a  short  sketch  in  the  Adventures  of  Ro- 
derick Random. 

In  the  same  year,  1 767,  the  farce  or  comedy 
of  The  Reprisals,  or  the  Tars  of  Old  England, 
was  written  and  acted,  to  animate  the  people 
against  the  French,  with  whom  we  were  then 
at  war.  In  pursuance  of  this  plan,  every  spe- 
cies of  national  prejudice  is  called  up  and  ap- 
pealed to,  and  the  Frenchman  is  represented, 
as  the  living  representative  and  original  of  all 
the  caricature^  prints  and  ballads  against  the 


■\ 
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eaters  of  soupe  maigre  and  wearers  of  woodea 
shoes.  The  sailors  are  drawn  to  the  Hfe,  as 
the  sailors  of  Smollett  always  are.  The  Scotch- 
man and  Irishman  are  hit  off  with  the  touch 
of  a  caricaturist  of  skill  and  spirit.  But  the 
story  of  the  piece  is  as  trivial  as  possible,  and, 
on  the  whole,  it  forms  no  marked  exception  to 
the  observation,  that  successful  novelists  have 
been  rarely  distinguished  by  excellence  in  dra- 
matic composition. 

Garrick's  generous  conduct  to  Smollett  upon 
this  occasion  fully  obliterated  all  recollection 
of  old  differences.  The  manager  allowed  the 
author  his  benefit  on  the  sixth,  instead  of  the 
ninth  night  of  the  piece,  abated  certain  charges 
or  advances  usually  made  on  such  occasions, 
and  himself  performed  Lusignan  on  the  same 
evening,  in  order  to  fill  the  theatre.  Still,  it 
seems,  reports  were  in  circulation  that  Smollett 
had  spoken  unkindly  of  Garrick,  which  called 
forth  the  following  contradiction,  in  a  letter 
which  our  author  addressed  to  that  celebrated 
performer. 

« In  justice  to  myself,  I  take  the  liberty  to 
assure  yoii,  that  if  any  person  accuses  me  of 
having  spoken  disrespectfully  of  Mr  Garrick, 
of  having  hinted  that  he  solicited  for  my  farce, 
or  had  interested  views  in  bringing  it  upon 
the  stage,  he  does  me  wrong,  upon  the  word 
of  a  gentleman.  The  imputation  is  altogether 
felse  and  malicious.  Exclusive  of  other  con- 
VOL.  I.  6 
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sideratioDS,  I  could  not  be  such  an  idiot  to 
talk  in  that  strain  when  my  own  interest  so 
immediately  required  a  different  sort  of  con- 
duct. Perhaps  the  same  insidious  methods 
have  been  taken  to  inflame  former  animosities, 
which  on  my  part  are  forgotten  and  self-con- 
demned. I  must  own  you  have  acted  in  this 
affair  of  the  farce  with  that  candour,  openness, 
and  cordiaJity,  which  even  mortify  my  pride, 
Avhile  they  lay  me  under  the  most  sensible 
obligation;  and  I  shall  not  rest  satisfied  until 
I  have  an  opportunity  to  convince  Mr  Garrick 
that  my  gratitude  is  at  least  as  warm  as  any 
other  of  my  passions.  Meanwhile  I  profess 
myself, 

«  SijT,  your  most  humble  Servant, 

.«  T.  Smollett.)) 

In  the  beginning  of  die  year  1 7S8,  Smollett 
published  his  Qomplete  ffistory  of  Englcmd, 
deduced  from  the  Descent. of  Julius  Ccesar  to  the 
Treaty  of  yJix-la-^hapeUe,  in  1748^;  in  4  voU. 
4to.  (t  is  said  that  this  voluminous  vv^ork,  con- 
taining the  history  ojF  ^thirteen  centuries,  and 
written  with  uncommon  spirit  and  correctness 
of  language,  was  composed  and  finished  for 
the  press  within  fourteen  months,  one  of  the 
greatest  exertions  of  facility  of  composition 
which  was  ever  recorded  in  the  history  of 
liiei^^^VLre.  Within  a  space  so  brief  it  could 
not  be  expected  that  neV  facts  should  b^  pro- 
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duced;  and  all  the  novelty  which  Smollett's 
history  could  present  must  needs  consist  in  the 
mode  of  stating  facts,  or  in  the  reflections  de- 
duced from  them.  In  this  work,  the  author  fully 
announced  his  political  principles,  which,  not- 
withstanding his  Whig  education,  were  those 
of  a  moderate  Tory,  and  a  favourer  of  the  mo- 
narchical part  of  our  constitution.  For  such 
a  strain  of  sentiment,  some  readers  will  think 
no  apology  necessary;  and  by  others  nonie 
which  we  might  propose  would  be  listened 
to.  Smollett  has  made  his  own  defence,  in  a 
letter  to  Dr  Moore,  dated  January  2,  1758. 

a  I  deferred  answering  your  kind  letter, 
until  1  should  have  finished  my  history,  which 
is  now  completed.  I  was  agreeably  surprized 
to  hear  that  my  work  had.  met  with  any  ap- 
probation at  Glasgow,  for  it  was  not  at  all 
calculated  for  that  meridian.  The  last  vo-* 
lume  will,  I  doubt  not,  be  severely  censured 
by  the  west-country  Whigs  of  Scotland. 

«  I  desire  you  will  divest  yourself  of  preju- 
dice, at  least  as  much  as  you  can,  before  you 
begin  to  peruse  it,  and  consider  well  the  facts 
before  you  pj^ss  judgment.  Whatever  may 
be  its  defect,  I  protest  before  God  I  have,  as 
far  as  in  me  lay,  adhered  to  truth,  witl^out 
espousing  any  faction,  though  I  own  I  sat 
down  to  write  with  a  warm  side  to  those 
principles  in  which  I  was  educated;  but,  in 
the  course  of  my  inquiries,  some  of  the  Whig 
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ministers  turned  out  such  a  set  of  sordid 
knaves  that  I  could  not  help  stigmatizing 
them  for  their  want  of  integrity  and  senti- 
ment. » 

In  another  letter  to  Dr  Moore,  dated  Chel- 
sea, September  28th,  he  expresses  himself  as 
follows : — 

«  I  speak  not  of  the  few  who  think  like  phi- 
losophers, abstracted  from  the  notions  of  the 
vulgar.  The  little  petulant  familiarities  of 
our  friend  I  can  forgive,  in  consideration  of 
the  good-will  he  has  always  manifested  to- 
wards me  and  my  concerns.  He  is  mistaken, 
however,  in  supposing  that  I  have  imbibed 
priestly  notions ;  I  consider  the  church  not  as 
a  religious,  but  a  political  establishment,  so 
minutely  interwoven  in  our  constitution,  that 
the  one  cannot  be  detached  from  the  other 
without  the'most  imminent  danger  of  destruc- 
tion to  both.  The  use  which  your  friend 
makes  of  the  Critical  Review  is  whimsical 
enough;^  but  I  shall  be  glad  if  he  uses  it  at 
any  rate.  I  have  not  had  leisure  to  do  much 
in  that  work  for  some  time  past,  therefore  I 
hope  you  will  not  ascribe  the  articles  indiscri- 
minately to  me ;  for  I  am  equally  averse  to  the 
praise  and  censure  that  belong  to  other  men. 

*  Dr  Moore's  friend  ¥i;as  so  much  enraged  at  sopie  cri- 
ticisms in  that  review,  that  he  continued  to  take  it,  for  no 
other  purpose  than  that  he  might  read  all  the  publications 
censured  by  it,  and  non^  of  those  which  it  praised. 
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Indeed,  I  am  sick  of  both,  and  wish  to  God 
my  circumstances  would  allow  me  to  consign 
my  pen  to  oblivion.  I  really  believe  that 
mankind  grow  every  day  more  malicious. 

«You  will  not  be  sorry  to  hear  that  the 
weekly  sale  of  the  History  has  increased  to 
above  ten  thousand.  A  French  gentleman  of 
talents  and  erudition  has  undertaken  to  trans- 
late it  into  that  language,  and  I  have  promised 
to  supply  him  with  corrections. » 

As  a  powerful  political  party  were  insulted, 
and,  as  they  alleged,  misrepresented  in  Smol- 
lett's history,  they  readily  lent  their  influence 
and  countenance  to  the  proprietors  of  Rapin's 
History,  who,  alarmed  at  the  extensive  sale  of 
Smollett's  rival  work,  deluged  the  public  with 
criticisms  and  invectives  against  the  author 
and  his  book.  In  process  of  time  the  contro- 
v-ersy  slept,  and  the  main  fault  of  the  history 
was  found  to  be,  that  the  haste  with  which  the 
author  had  accomplished  his  task  had  neces- 
sarily occasioned  his  sitting  down  contented 
with  superficial,  and,  sometimes,  inaccurate 
information. 

In  the  course  of  1 760,  and  1 76 1 ,  the  Adven-- 
tures  of  Sir  Lancelot  Greaves  appeared,  in  de- 
tached portions,  in  various  numbers  of  the 
British  Magazine,  or  Monthly  Repository .  Smol- 
lett appears  to  have  executed  his  task  with 
very  little  premeditation.  During  a  part  of 
the  time,  he  was  residing  at  Paxton,  in  Ber- 
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w^ickshire,  on  a  visit  to  the  late  George  Home, 
esq.,  and  when  post-time  drew  near,  he  used 
to  retire  for  half  an  hour  or  an  hour,  to  pre- 
pare the  necessary  quantity  of  copy^  as  it  is 
technically  called  in  the  printing-house,  which 
he  never  gave  himself  the  trouble  to  correct, 
or  even  to  read  over.  Sir  Lancelot  Greaves  was 
published  separately,  in  1762. 

The  idea  of  this  work  was  probably  sug- 
gested to  our  author  during  his  labours  upon 
Don  Quixote,  and  the  plan  forms  a  sort  of 
corollary  to  the  celebrated  romance  of  Don 
Quixote.  The  leading  imperfection  is  the  . 
great  extravagance  of  the  story,  as  applicable 
to  England,  and  to  the  period  when  it  is  sup- 
posed to  have  happened.  In  Spain,  ere  the 
ideas  of  chivalry  were  extinct  amongst  that 
nation  of  romantic  Hidalgos,  the  turn  of  Don 
Quixote's  frenzy  seems  not  altogether  extra- 
vagant, and  the  armour  which  he  assumed 
was  still  the  ordinary  garb  of  battle.  But  in 
England,  and  in  modern  times,  that  a  young, 
amiable,  and  otherwise  sensible  man,  acquain^ 
ed  also  with  the  romance  of  Cervantes,  should 
have  adopted  a  similar  whim,  gives  good 
foundation  for  the  obvious  remark  of  Ferret : 
a  What!  you  set  up  for  a  modern  Don  Quixote! 
the  scheme  is  tdo  stale  and  extravagant ;  what 
was  an  humorous  and  well-timed  satire  in 
Spain  near  two  hundred  years  ago  will  make 
but  a  sorry  jest,  when  really  acted  from  affect- 
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ation,  at  this  time  of  day  in  England.))  To 
this  Sir  Lancelot  replies,  by  a  tirade  which 
does  not  remove  the  objection'  so  shrewdly 
stated  by  the  misanthrope,  affirming  that  he 
only  warred  against  the  foes  of  virtue  and 
detorum;  or,  in  his  own  words,  <chad  assumed 
the  armour  of  his  forefathers,  to  remedy  evils 
which  the  law  cannot  reach,  to  detect  fraud 
and  treason,  abase  insolence,  inortify  pride, 
discourage  slander,  disgrace  immodesty,  and 
stigmatize  ingratitude. »  The  degree  of  sanity 
which  the  amiable  enthusiast  possesses  ought 
to  have  shown  him,  that  the  generous  career 
he  had  undertaken  would  be  much  better 
accomplished  without  his  armour  than  with 
that  superfluous  and  ridiculous  appendage; 
and-  that  for  all  the  purposes  of  reformation 
to  be  effected  in  England,  his  pocket-book, 
filled  with  bank  notes,  would  be  a  better  auxi- 
liary than  either  sword  or  lance.  In  short,  it 
becomes  clear  to  the  reader  that  Sir  Lancelot 
wears  panoply  only  that  his  youthful  elegance 
and  address,  his  bright  armour  and  generous 
courser,  may  make  him  the  more  exact  counter- 
part to  the  Knight  of  La  Mancha. 

If  it  be  unnatural  that  Sir  Lancelot  should 
become  a  knight-errant,  the  whim  of  Crowe, 
the  captain  of  a  merchant  vessel,  adopting,  at 
second  hand,  the  same  folly,  is,  on  the  same 
grounds,  still  more  exceptionable.  There  is 
nothiag   in  the  honest  seamaii's  life  or  pro- 
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fessioQ  which  renders  it  at  all  possible  that  he 
should  have  caught  contagion  from  the  insa- 
nity of  Sir  Lancelot.  But,  granting  the  au- 
thor's premises,  and  surely  we  often  make 
large  concessions  with  less  advantage  in  pros- 
pect, the  quantity  of  comic  humour  which 
Smollett  has  extracted  out  of  Crowe  and  Crab- 
shaw,  has  as  much  hearty  mirth  in  it  as  can  be 
found  even  in  his  more  finished  compositions. 
The  inferior  characters  are  all  sketched  with 
the  same  bold,  free,  and  peculiar  touch  that 
distinguishes  this  powerful  writer;  and,  be- 
sides these  we  have  named.  Ferret  and  Clarke, 
the  kind-hearted  attorney's  clerk,  with  several 
subordinate  personages,  have  all  the  vivacity 
of  Smollett's  strong  pencil.  Aurelia  Darnel  is 
by  far  the  most  feminine,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  lady-like  person,  to  whom  the  author 
has  introduced  us.  There  is  also  some  no- 
velty of  situation  and  incident,  and  Smollett's 
recent  imprisonment  in.  the  King's  Bench,  for 
the  attack  on  Admiral  Knowles,  enabled  him 
to  enrich  his  romance  with  a  portrait  of  the  un- 
fortunate Theodore,  King  of  Corsica,  and  other 
companions  in  his  .captivity,  whose  misfor- 
tunes or  frolics  had  conducted  them  to  that 
place  of  imprisonment. 

Smollett's  next  labour  was  to  lend  his  aid  in 
finishing  that  useful  compendium.  The  Modem 
Universal  History  y  to  which  he  contributed  the 
histories  of  France,  Italy,  and  Germany.     Id 
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the  year  1 761,  he  published,  in  detached  num- 
bers, his  Continuationof  the  History  of  England, 
which  he  carried  on  until  he  brought  the  nar- 
rative down  to  1765.  The  sale  of  this  work 
was  very  extensive;  and  although  Smollett 
acquired  by  both  histories  about  2000/.,  which, 
in  those  days,  was  a  large  sum,  yet  the  book* 
seller  is  said  to  have  made  1000/.  clear  profit 
on  the  very  day  he  made  his  bargain,  by  trans- 
ferring it  to  a  brother  of  the  trade.  This  Conti- 
nuation, appended  as  it  usually  is  to  the  History 
of  England  by  Hume,  forms  a  classical  and 
standard  work.  It  is  not  our  present  province 
to  examine  the  particular  merits  of  Smollett 
as  a  historian ;  but  it  cannot  be  denied  that,  as 
a  clear  and  distinct  narrative  of  facts,  strongly 
and  vigorously  told,  with  a  laudable  regard  to 
truth  and  impartiality,  the  Continuation  may 
vie  with  our  best  historical  works.  The  au- 
thor was  incapable  of  being  swayed  by  fear  or 
favour,  and  where  his  judgment  is  influenced, 
we  can  see  that  he  was  misled  only  by  an  ho- 
nest belief  in  the  truth  of  his  own  arguments. 
At  the  same  time,  the  Continuation,  like  Smol- 
lett's original  History,  has  the  defects  incident 
to  hurried  composition,  and  likewise  those 
which  naturally  attach  themselves  to  contem- 
porary narrative.  Smollett  had  no  access  to 
those  hidden  causes  of  events  which  time 
brings  forth  in  the  slow  progress  of  ages;  and 
his  work  is  chiefly  compiled  from  those  docu- 


l3o  LIVES    OF    THE   NOVELISTS.  ' 

ments  of  a  public  and  general  description 
which  often  contain  rather  the  colourable  pre- 
texts which  statesmen  are  pleased  to  assign 
for  their  actions  than  the  real  motives  them- 
selves. The  English  History,  it  is  true,  suf- 
fers less  than  those  of  other  countries  from 
this  restriction  of  materials ;  for  there  are"  so 
many  eyes  upon  our  public  proceedings,  and 
they  undergo  such  sifting  discussion,  both  in 
and  out  of  parliament,  that  the  actual  motives 
of  those  in  whose  hands  government  is  vested 
for  the  time  become  speedily  suspected,  even 
if  they  are  not  actually  avowed  or  unveiled. 
Upon  the  whole,  with  all  its  faults  and  defi- 
ciencies, it  may  be  long  ere  we  have  a  better 
History  of  Britain,  during  this  latter  period, 
than  is  to  be  found  in  the  pages  of  Smollett. 

Upon  the  accession  of  George  HI,  and  the 
commencement  of  Lord  Bute's  administration, 
Smollett's  pen  was  employed  in  the  defence  of 
the  young  monarch's  government,  in  a  weekly 
paper  called  The  Briton^  which  was  soon  si- 
lenced and  driven  out  of  the  field  by  the  cele- 
brated NorthBriion,  conducted  by  JohnWilkes. 
Smollett  had  been  on  terms  of  kindness  with 
this  distinguished  demagogue,  and  had  twice 
applied  to  his  friendship,  —  once  for  the  kind 
purpose  of  obtaining  the  dismission  of  Dr 
Johnson's  black  servant,  Francis  Barber,  from 
the  navy,  into  which  he  had  inconsiderately 
entered;  and  again,  to  mediate  betwixt  himself 
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and  Admiral  Knowles,  in  the  matter  of  the 
prosecution.  Closer  ties  than  these  are  readily 
dissolved  before  the  fire  of  poHtics.  The 
friends  became  poHtical  opponents;  and  Smol- 
lett, who  had  to  plead  an  unpopular  cause  to 
unwilling  auditors,  and  who,  as  a  Scotchman, 
shared  deeply  and  personally  in  that  unpopu- 
larity, was  compelled  to  give  up  the  Briton, 
more,  it  would  seem,  from  lack  of  spirit  in  his 
patron  Lord  Bute,  to  sustain  the  contest  any 
longer,  than  from  any  deficiency  of  zeal  on  his 
own  part.  So,  at  least,  we  may  interpret  the 
following  passage j  in  a  letter  which  he  wrote 
from  Italy  to  Caleb  Whiteford,  in  1770. 

« I  hope  you  will  not  discontinue  your  en- 
deavours to  represent  faction  and  false  patriot- 
ism in  their  true  colours,  though  I  believe  the 
ministry  little  deserves  that  any  man  of  genius 
should  draw  his  pen  in  their  defence.  They 
seem  to  inherit  the  absurd  stoicism  of  Lord 
Bute,  who  set  himself  up  as  a  pillory,  to  be 
pelted  by  all  the  blackguards  of  England,  upon 
the  supposition  that  they  would  grow  tired  and 
leave  off.  I  don't  find  that  your  ministers  take 
any  pains  even  to  vindicate  their  moral  charac- 
ters from  the  foulest  imputations  :  I  would 
never  desire  a  stronger  proof  of  a  bad  heart 
than  a  total  disregard  of  reputation.  A  late 
nobleman,  who-  had  been  a  member  of  several 
administrations,  owned  to  me,  that  one  good 
writer  was  of  more  importance  to  the  govern- 
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raent  than  twenty  placemen  in  the  House  of 
Commons. » 

In  1 763,  Smollett  lent  his  assistance,  or  atleast 
his  name,  to  a  translation  of  Voltaire's  works, 
and  also  to  a  compilation,  entitled  The  present 
State  of  all  Nations,  containing  a  Geographical, 
Natural,  Commercial^  and  Political  History  of 
all  the  Countries  of  the  Known  World. 

About  this  time,  Elizabeth,  an  amiable  and 
accomplished  young  person,  the  only  offspring 
of  Smollett's  marriage,  and  to  whom  her  father 
was  devotedly  attached,  died  in  the  fifteenth 
year  of  her  life,  leaving  her  parents  over- 
whelmed with  the  deepest  sorrow. 

Ill  health  aided  the  effects  of  grief,  and  it 
was  under  these  circumstances  that- Smollett 
undertook  a  journey  to  France  and  Italy,  in 
which  countries  he  resided  from  1768  to  1766. 
Soon  after  his  return  in  1766,  he  published 
his  Travels  through  France  and  Italy,  containing 
Observations  on  Character,  Customs,  Religion, 
Government,  Police,  Commerce,  Arts,  and  Anti- 
quities, with  a  particular  Description  of  the 
Town,  Territory,  and  Climate  of  Nice,  to  which 
is  added,  a  Register  of  the  Weather,  kept  during 
a  Residence  of  Eighteen  Months  in  that  City;  in 
2  vols.  8vo.  in  the  form  of  letters  to  his  friends  in 
England,  from  differentpartsofthosecountries. 

Smollett's  Travels  are  distinguished  by 
acuteness  of  remark  and  shrewdness  of  ex- 
pression,—rby  strong  sense  and  pointed  hu- 
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mour;  but  the  melancholy  state  of  the  author  s 
mind  induced  him  to  view  all  the  ordinary 
objects  from  which  travellers  receive  plea- 
sure, with  cynical  contempt.      Although  so 
lately  a  sufferer  by  the  most  injurious  nationial 
prejudices,  he  failed  not  to  harbour  and  che- 
rish all  those  which  he  himself  had  formerly 
adopted  against  the  foreign  countries  through 
which  he  travelled.  Nature  had  either  denied 
Smollett   the  taste  necessary  to    understand 
and  feel  th^ij^eauties  of  art,  or  else  his  em- 
bittered state  of  mind  had,  for  the  time,  en- 
tirely deprived  him  of  the  power  of  enjoying 
them.     The  harsh  censures  which  he  passes 
on  the  Venus  de  Medicis,  and  upon  the  Pan- 
theon, and   the  sarcasm  with  which  his  cri- 
ticisms   are  answered   by  Sterne,  are    both 
well  known.     Yet,  be  it  said  without  offence 
to  the    memory    of  that  witty  and   elegant 
writer,  it  is  more  easy  to  assume,  in  compo- 
sition, anair  of  alternate  gaiety  and  sensibility, 
than  to  practise  the  virtues  of  generosity  and 
benevolence,  which  Smollett  exercised  during 
his  whole  life,  though  often,  like   his  own 
Matthew  Bramble,  under  the  disguise  of  pee- 
vishness and   irritability.      Sterne's   writings 
show    much  flourish   concerning  virtues  of 
which  his  life  is  understood  to  have  produced 
little  fruit;  the  temper  of  Smollett  was 


like  a  lusty  winter, 


Frosty,  but  kindly. 
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On  his  return  to  Britain,  in  1766,  he  visited 
Scotland  for  the  last  time,  and  had  the  plea- 
sure of  receiving  a  parent's  last  embrace.  His 
health  was  now  totally  ruined.  Constant 
rheumatism,  and  the  pain  arising  from  a  neg- 
lected ulcer,  which  had  got  into  a  bad  state, 
rendered  him  a  victim  to  excruciating  agonies. 
He  afterwards  recovered,  in  a  great  degree, 
by  applying  mercurial  ointment,  and  uging 
the  solution  of  corrosive  sublimate.  He  gives 
a  full  account  of  the  process  of  ^he  cure  in  a 
letter  to  Dr  Moore,  which  concludes  thus: 
«  Had  1  been  as  well  in  summer^  I  should 
have  exquisitely  enjoyed  my  expedition  to 
Scotland,  which  was  productive  of  nothing  to 
me  but  misery  and  disgust.  Between  friends, 
I  am  now  convinced  that  my  brain  was  in 
some  measure  affected;  for  1  had  a  kind  of 
coma  vigil  upon  me  from  April  to  November, 
without  intermission.  In  consideration  of 
these  circumstances,  I  know  you  will  forgive 
all  my  peevishness  and  discontent,  and  tell 
good  Mrs  Moore,  to  whom  1  present  my  most 
cordial  respects,  that,  with  regard  to  me,  she 
has  as  yet  seen  nothing  but  the  wrong  side  of 
the  tapestry.)) 

Finding  himself  at  liberty  to  resume  his 
literary  labours,  Smollett  published,  in  1769, 
the  political  satire  called  The  Adventures  of  an 
udtom,  in  which  are  satirized  the  several  leaders 
of  political  parties,  from  1754  till  the  disso- 
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lutiop  of  Lord  Chatham's  administration.  His 
inefficient  patron,  Lord  Bute,  is  not  spared  in 
this  work;  and  Chatham  is  severely  treated 
under  the  name  of  Jowler.  The  inconsistency 
of  this  great  minister,  in  encouraging  the 
German  war,  seems  to  have  altered  Smollett's 
opinion  of  his  patriotism;  and  he  does  his 
acknowledged  talents  far  less  than  justice,  en- 
deavouring, by  every  means,  to  undervalue 
the  successes  of  his  brilliant  administration, 
or  to  impute  xhem  to  causes  independent  of 
his  measures.  The  chief  purpose  of  the  work 
(besides  that  of  giving  the  author  the  oppor- 
tunity to  raise  his  hand,  like  that  of  Ishmael, 
against  every  maa)  is  to  inspire  a  horror  of 
continental  connexions. 

Shortly  after  the  pubUcation  of  The  Advert- 
ture$  of  an  Atom^  disease  again  assailed  Smol- 
lett with  redoubled  violence*  Attempts  being 
vainly  made  to  obtain  for  him  the  office  of 
consul,  in  some  port  of  the  Mediterranean, 
he  was  compelled  to  seek  a  warmer  climate, 
without  better  means  of  provision  than  his 
own  precarious  finances  could  afford.  The 
kiudnesjs  of  hi$  distinguished  friend  and  CQun- 
tryman,  Dr  Armstrong  (then  abroad),  procured 
for  Dr  and  Mrs  Smollett  a  house  at  Monte- 
Novo,  a  village  situated  on  the  side  of  a 
mountain  overlooking  the  sea,  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Leghorn,  a  romantic  and  salutary 
abode,  where  he  prepared  for  the  press  the  last, 
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and,  like  music,  «  sweetest  in  the  closeyV  tbe 
most  pleasing  of  his  compositions.  The  Expe- 
dition of  Humphry  Clinker.  This  delightful 
work  was  published  in  1 771,  in  3  vols.  i2mo., 
and  very  favourably  received  by  the  public. 

Th«  very  ingenious  scheme  of  describing 
the  -various  effects  produced  upon  different 
members  of  the  same  family  by  the  same  ob- 
jects was  not  original,  though  it  has  been  sup- 
posed to  be  so.  Anstey,  the  facetious  author 
of  the  New  Bath  Guide ^  had  employed  it  six 
or  seven  years  before  Humphry  Clinker  ap- 
peared. But  Anstey's  diverting  satire  was  but 
a  light  sketch,  compared  to  the  finished  and 
elaborate  manner  in  which  Smollett  has,  in 
the  first  place,  identified  his  characters,  and 
then  fitted  them  with  language,  sentiments, 
and  powers  of  observation,  in  exact  corre- 
spondence with  their  talents,  temper,  condi- 
tion, and  disposition.  The  portrait  of  Matthew 
Bramble,  in  which  Smollett  described  hiis  own 
peculiarities,  using  towards  himself  the  same 
rigid  anatomy  which  he  exercised  upon  others, 
is  unequalled  in  the  line  of  fictitious  compo- 
sition. It  is  peculiarly  striking  to  observe, 
how  often,  in  admiring  the  shrewd  and  sound 
sense,  active  benevolence,  and  honourable 
sentiments  combined  in  Matthew,  we  lose 
sight  of  the  humorous  peculiarities  of  his 
character,  and  with  what  effect  they  are  sud- 
denly recalled  to  our  remembrance,  just  at 
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the  time  and  in  the  manner  when  we  least 
expect  them.  All  shrewish  old  maids,  and 
simple  waiting-women,  which  shall  hereafter 
be  drawn,  must  be  contented  with  the  praise 
of  approaching  in  merit  to  Mrs  Tabitha 
Bramble  and  Winifred  Jenkins.  The  pecu- 
liarities of  the  hot-headed  young  Oxonian,  and 
the  girlish  romance  of  his  sister,  are  admirably 
Contrasted  with  the  sense,  and  pettish  half- 
playAil  misanthropy  of  their  uncle;  and  Hum- 
phry Clinker  (who,  by  the  way,  resembles 
Strap,  supposing  that  excellent  person  to  have 
a  turn  towards  methodism)  is,  as  far  as  he 
goes,  equally  delightful.  .  Captain  Lismahago 
was  probably  no  violent  caricature,  allowing 
tot  the  manners  of  the  time.  We  can  remem- 
ber a  good  and  gallant  officer  who  was  said 
to  haVe  been  his  prototype,  but  believe  the 
opinion  was  only  entertained  from  the  striking 
resemblance  which  he  bore  in  externals  to 
the  doughty  captain. 

When  Humphry  Clinker  appeared  in  Lon- 
don, the  popular  odium  against  the  Scotch 
nation,  which  Wilkes  and  Churchill  had  ex- 
cited, was  not  yet  appeased,  and  Smollett  had 
enemies  amongst  the  periodical  critics,  who 
failed  not  to  charge  him  with  undue  partiality 
to  his  own  country.  They  observed,  mali- 
cioiisly,  but  not  untruly,  that  the  cynicism  of 
Matthew  Bramble  becomes  gradually  softened 

as  he  journeys  northward,  and  that  he  who 

6. 
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equally  detested  Bath  and  LondoD,  becomes 
wonderfully  reconciled  to  walled  cities  and 
the  hum  of  men  when  he  finds  himself  an 
inhabitant  of  the  northern  metropolis.  It  is 
not  worth  defending  so  excellent  a  work 
against  so  weak  an  objection.  The  author 
was  a  dying  man,  and  his  thoughts  were  turn- 
ed towards  the  scenes  of  youthful  gaiety  and 
the  abode  of  early  friends,  with  a  fond  par- 
tiality, which,  had  they  been  even  less  de- 
serving of  his  attachment,  would  have  been 
not  only  pardonable,  but  praiseworthy. 

Moriiur^  et  moriens  dulces  reminiscitur  Argos. 

Smollett  failed  not,  as  he  usually  did,  to  in- 
troduce himself,  with  the  various  causes  which 
he  had  to  complain  of  the  world,  into  the 
pages  of  this  delightful  romance.  He  appears 
as  Mr  Serle,  and  more  boldly  under  his  own 
name,  and,  in  describing  his  own  mode  of 
living,  he  satirizes  without  mercy  the  book- 
makers of  the  day,  who  had  experienced  his 
kindness  without  repaying  hiin  by  gratitude. 
It  does  not,  however,  seem  perfectly  fair  to 
make  them  atone  for  their  ungracious. return 
to  his  hospitality  by  serving  up  their  charac- 
ters as  a  banquet  to  the  public ;  and,  in  fact, 
it  too  much  resembles  the  design  of  which 
Pallet  accuses  the  physician,  of  converting  his 
guests  into  patients,  in  order  to  make  him 
amends  for  the  expense  of  the  entertainment. 
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But  criticism,  whether  candid  or  unjust, 
was  soon  to  be  of  little  consequence  to  the 
author.  After  the  publication  of  his  last  work, 
he  lingered  through  the  summer,  and  at 
length,  after  enduring  the  vicissitudes  of  a 
wasting  and  painful  disorder,  with  unabated 
compositre,  the  world  lost  Tobias  Smollett, 
on  the  2 1  St  October,  1771,  at  the  untimely 
age  of  only  fifty-one  years.  There  is  little 
doubt,  that  grief  for  the  loss  of  his  daughter, 
a  feeling  of  ungrateful  neglect  from  those  who 
were  called  upon  to  lend  him  assistance,  a 
present  sense  of  confined  circumstances,  which 
he  was  daily  losing  the  power  of  enlarging 
by  his  own  exertions,  together  with  gloomy 
apprehensions  for  the  future,  materially  aided 
the  progress  of  the  mortal  disorder  by  which 
he  was  removed. 

More  happy  in  this  respect  than  Fielding, 
Smollett's  grave  at  Leghorn  is  distinguished 
by  a  plain  monument,  erected  by  his  widow, 
to  which  Dr  Armstrong,  his  constant  and  faith- 
ful friend,  supplied  the  following  spirited  in- 
scription : — 

Hie  ossa  conduntur 

ToBi^E  Smollett,  Scoti ; 

Qai,  prosapia  {!;enerosa  et  antiqua  natus, 

Priscae  virtutis  exemplar  emicuit ; 

Aspecta  ingenuo, 

Corpore  valido, 

Pectore  animoso, 

Indole  apprime  benigna, 
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£t  fere  supra  facuhates  munifica, 
Insi^is. 
iDgenio  feraci,  faceto,  versatili, 
Omnigenae  fere  doctrinae  mire  capaci, 
Varia  fabularum  dulcedlne 
Vitam  moresque  hominum'^       - 
.Ubertate  summa  Indens,  depinxit.  ■ 
Adverso,  interim,  nefas  I  tali  tantocjue  alumuo, 
Nisi  quo  satyrae  opipare  supplebat, 
Seculo  impio,  ignavo,  fatuo, 
Quo  musae  vix  nisi  nothae 
Meeaenatulis  Britannicis: 
FoYcbantur. 
In  memoriam 
Optimi  et  amabilis  omnino  viri, 
Permultis  amicis  desiderati, 
Hocce  m  armor, 
Dilectissima  siipul  et  amantissima  conjux. 

L.M. 
Sacravit. 

In  the  year  1774  a  column  was  erected  to 
Smollett's  memory,  near  the  house  in  which 
he  was  horn,  by  his  cousin,  James  Smollett, 
esq.,  of  Bonhill,  with  the  following  nervous 
and  classical  inscription,  written  by  professor 
George  Stewart,  of  Edinburgh,  and  partly  by 
the  late  John  Ramsay,  esq.,  of  Ochtertyre,  and 
corrected  by  Dr  Johnson.  The  lines  printed 
in  Italics  are  by  the  latter. 

[Siste  viator ! 

Si  leporis  ingeniiqne  yenam  benignam, 

Si  morum  callidissimum  pictorem, 

Unquam  es  miratos,] 
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Immorare  paululnm  memorie 

TOBIiE  SMOLLETT,  M.D. 

Viri  yirtatibus  hisce 

Quas  in  homine  et  ctve 

El  laudes  et  imiteiis, 

Haud  mediocriter  omati : 

Qui  In  Uteris  variis  versatus, 

Postquam  felicitate  sibi  propria, 

Sese  posteris  commendayeraty 

Morte  acerba  raptus 

Anno  aetatis  5i. 

Eheu  !  quam  procu]  a  patria  ! 

Prope  Libumi  portum  in  Itafia, 

Jacet  sepcJtus. 

Tali  tantoque  viro,  patruelo  suo, 

Gui  in  decursu  Lampada 

Se  potius  tradidisse  decuit, 

Hanc  Columnamy 

Amorisy  eheu  I  inane  monumentum 

In  ipsis  LevincB  ripis, 

Quas  Tersiculis  sid>  exitn  vitas  illustratas, 

Primis  infans  vagitibus  penonuity 

Ponendam  curavit 

Jacobus  Smollett,  de  Bonhill. 

Abi  et  reminiscere, 

Hoc  qnidem  honore, 

Non  modo  defuncti  memoriae, 

Vemm  etiam  exemplo,  prospectiun  esse  ; 

Aliis  enim,  si  modo  di(p3i  sint, 

Idem  erit  virtutis  prsemium ! 

he  widow  of  Smollett  long  continued  an 
ibitant  of  the  neighbourhood  of  Leghorn, 
porting  herself  in  obsciurity  and  with  dif- 
Ity,  upon  the  small  remnant  of  fortune  he 
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had  been  able  to  bequeath  to  her.  We  remem- 
ber a  benefit  play  being  performed  on  her  ac- 
count, at  Edinburgh,  in  which  Houston  Stewart 
Nicholson,  esq.,  an  amateur  performer,  ap- 
peared in  the  part  of  Pierre.  The  profits  are 
said  to  have  amounted  to  3oo/.  •  An  epilogue, 
written  for  the  occasion,  by  Mr  Graham,  of 
Gartmore,  was  spoken  by  the  late  Mr  Woods, 
of  the  Theatre  Royal,  Edinburgh. 

Smollett's  Ode  to  Independence,  the  most 
characteristic  of  his  poetical  works,  was  pub- 
lished, two  years  after  his  death,  by  the  Messrs 
Foulis,  of  Glasgow.  The  mythological  com- 
mencement is  eminently  beautiful. 

His  name  was  appended  to  a  version  of 
Telemachus,  as,  during  his  life,  it  had  ap- 
peared to  a  translation  of  Gil  Bias,  to  which 
it  is  supposed  he  contributed  little  or  nothing 
more.  In  1785,  a  farce,  called  The  Israelites, 
or  The  Pampered  Nabob,  was  acted  on  the 
Covent  Garden  stage,  for  the  benefit  of  Mr 
Aiken.  It  was  ascribed  to  Smollett  on  very 
dubious  evidence,  was  indifferently  received, 
and  has  never  since  appeared,  either  on  the 
stage  or  in  print. 


The  person  of  SmoUeCt  was  eminently  hand- 
some, his  features  prepossessing,  and,  by  the 
joint  testimony  of  all  his  surviving  friends,  his 
conversation  in  the  highest  degree  instructive 
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and  amusing.     Of  his  disposition,  those  who 
have  read  his  works  (and  who  has  not  done 
so  ?)  may  form  a  very  accurate  estimate,  for  in 
each  of  them  he  has  presented,  and  sometimes 
under  various  points  of  view,  the  leading  fea- 
tures of  his  own  character,  without  disguising 
the  most  unfavourable  of  them.     Nay,  there 
is  room  to  believe,  that  he  rather  exaggerated 
than   softened   that   cynical  turn  of  temper 
which  was  the  principal  fault  of  his  disposi- 
tion, and  which  engaged  him  in  so  many  quar- 
rels.    It  is  remarkable,  that  all  his  heroes, 
from  Roderick  Bandom  downwards,  possess  a 
haughty,  fierce  irritability  of  disposition,  until 
the  saone  features  appear  softened,  and  ren-- 
dered  venerable  by  age  and  philosophy,  in 
Matthew  Bramble.     The  sports  in  which  they 
most  delight,  are  those  which  are  attended 
with  disgrace,  mental  pain,  and  bodily  mis- 
chief to  others;  and  their  humanity  is  never 
represented  as  interrupting  the  course  of  their 
frolics.     We  know  not  that  Smollett  had  any 
other  marked  failing,  save  that  which  he  him- 
self has  so  often  and  so  liberally  acknow- 
ledged.   When    unseduced   by   his    satirical 
propensities,  he  was  kind,  generous,  and  hu- 
mane to  others;  bold,  upright,  and  independ- 
ent in  his  own  character;  stooped  to  no  patron, 
sued  for  no  favour,  but  honestly  and  honour- 
ably maintained  himself  on  his  literary  labours ; 
when,  if  he  was  occasionally  employed  in  work 
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which  was  beneath  his  talents,  the  disgrace 
must  remain  >vith  those  who  saved  not  such  a 
genius  from  the  degrading  drudgery  of  com- 
piling and  translating.  He  was  a  doating  father, 
and  an  affectionate  husband;  and  the  warm 
zeal  with  which  his  memory  was  cherished  by 
his  surviving  friends,  showed  clearly  the  re- 
liance which  they  placed  upon  his  regaH. 
Even  his  resentments,  though  often  hastily 
adopted,  and  incautiously  expressed,  were 
neither  ungenerous  nor  enduring.  He  was 
open  to  conviction,  and  ready  to  make  both 
acknowledgment  and  allowance  when  he  had 
done  injustice  to  others,  willing  also  to  forgive 
and  to  be  reconciled  when  he  had  received  it 
at  their  hand. 

Chu  rchill'^  and  other  satirists  falsely  ascribe 

'  The  article  upon  The  Rosciad^  in  the  Critical  Review 
(that  fertile  maker  of  all  the  dissensions  in  which  Smollett 
was  enga^red),  was  so  severe  as  to  call  forth  the  hard's 
bitter  resentment,  in  the  second  edition  ;  where,  ascribiii{^ 
the  offensive  article  to  Smollett,  in  which  he  was  mistakeD^ 
he  thus  apostrophizes  him  : — 

«  Whence  could  arise  this  mi^ty  critic  spleen, 

The  muse  a  trifler^  and  her  theme  so  mean  ? 

What  had  I  done,  that  angry  Heav'n  should  send 

The  bitterest  foe,  where  most  I  wish*d  a  friend  ? 

Oft  hath  my  tongue  been  wanton  at  thy  name. 

And  hail'd  the  honours  of  thy  matchless  fame. 

For  me,  let  hoary  Fielding  bite  the  ground. 

So  nobler  Pickle  stand  superbly  bound. 

From  Livy's  temples  tear  th'  historic  crown. 

Which,  with  more  justice,  blooms  upon  thine  own^i»  etc. 
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to  Smollett  the  mean  passion  of  literary  envy, 
to  which  his  nature  was  totally  a  stranger. 
The  manner  in  which  he  mentions  Fielding 
and  Richardson,  in  the  account  of  the  litera- 
ture of  the  century,  shows  how  much  he  un- 
derstood, and  how  liberally  he  praised,  the 
merit  of  those,  who,  in  the  view  of  the  world, 
must  have  been  regarded  as  his  immediate 
rivals,  a  The  genius  of  Cervantes, »  in  his  ge- 
nerous expression,  «  was  transfused  .  jnto  the 
novels  of  Fielding,  who  painted  the  charac- 
ters, and  ridiculed  the  follies  of  life,  with 
equal  strength,  humour,  and  propriety. »  A 
passage  which  we  record  with  pleasure,  as  a 
proof  that  the  disagreement  which  existed  be- 
tween Smollett  and  Fielding  did  not  prevent 
his  estimating  with  justice,  and  recording  in 
suitable  terms,  the  merits  of  the  father  of 
the  English  novel.  The  historian,  with  equal 
candour,  |>roceeds  to  tell  his  reader,  « that  the 
laudable  aim  of  enlisting  the  passions  on  the 
side  of  virtue,  was  successfully  pursued  by 
Richardson  in  his  Pamela,  Clarissa,  and  Gran- 
dison,  a  species  of  writing  equally  new  and 
extraordinary,  where,  mingled  with  much  su- 
perfluity and  impertinence,  we  find  a  sublime 
system  of  ethics,  an  amazing  knowledge  and 
command  of  human  nature. » 

A  poet  of  inferior  note,  author  of  a  poem  called  The 
Race,  has  brought  the  same  charge  against  Smollett,  in 
still  coarser  terms. 

VOL.  I.  7 
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In  leaving  Smollett's  personal  for  his  lite- 
rary character,  it  is  impossible  not  to  consider 
the  latter  as  contralsted  with  that  of  his  emi« 
nent  contemporary  Fielding.  It  is  triie,  that 
such  comparisons,  though  recommended  by 
the  example  of  Plutarch,  are  not  in  general 
the  best  mode  of  estimating  individual  merit. 
But  in  the  present  case,  the  history,  accom- 
plishments^ talents,  pursuits,  and,  unfortunate- 
ly, the  fates  of  these  two  great  authors,  arc  so 
closely  allied,  that  it  is  scarce  possible  to  name 
the  one  without  exciting  recollections  of  the 
other.  Fielding  and  Smollett  were  both  bom 
in  the  highest  rank  of  society,  both  educated 
to  learned  professions,  yet  both  obliged  to 
follow  miscellaneous  literature  as  the  means 
of  subsistence.  Both  were  confined,  during 
their  lives,  by  the  narrowness  of  their  cir- 
cumstances,— ^both  united  a  humorous  cyn- 
icism with  generosity  and  good  nature,  both 
died  of  the  diseases  incident  to  a  sedentary  life, 
and  to  literary  labour, — and  both  drew  their 
last  breath  in  a  foreign  land,  to  which  they 
retreated  under  the  adverse  circumstances  of 
a  decayed  constitution,  and  an  exhausted  for- 
tune. 

Their  studies  were  no  less  similar  than- their 
lives.  They  both  wrote  for  the  stage,  and 
neither  of  them  successfully.  They  both 
meddled  in  politics ;  they  both  wrote  travels, 
in  which  they  showed  that  their  good  humour 
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was  wasted  under  the  sufferings  of  their  dis- 
ease; and,  to  conclude,  they  were  hoijh  so 
eminently  successful  as  novelists,  that  no  other 
English  author  of  that  class  has  a  right  to  he 
mentioned  in  the  same  breath  with  Finding 
and  SinoUett. 

If  we  compare  the  works  of  these  two  great 
masters  yet -more  closely,  we  may  assign  to 
Fielding,  with  little  hesitation,  the  praise  of  a 
higher  and  a  purer  taste  than  was  shown  by 
his  rival;  more  elegance  of  composition  and 
expression;  a  nearer  approach  to  the  grave 
irony  of  Swift  and  Cervantes;  a  great  deal 
more  address  or  felicity  in  the  conduct  of  his 
story;  and,  finally,  a  power  of  describing 
amiable  and  virtuous  characters,  and  of  plac- 
ing before  us  heroes,  and  especially  heroines, 
of  a  much  higher  as  well  sis  pleasing  character 
than  Smollett  was  able  to  present. 

Thus  the  art  and  felicity  with  which  the 
story  of  Tom  Jones  evolves  itself,  is  no  where 
found  in  SinoUett's  novels,  where  the  heroes 
pass  from  one  situation  in  life,  and  from  one 
stage  of  society,  to  another  totally  unconnect- 
ed, exeept  that,  as  in  ordinary  life,  the  ad- 
ventures recorded,  though  not  bearing  upon 
each  other,  or  on  the  catastrophe,  befall  the 
game  personage.  Characters  are  introduced 
and  dropped  without  scruple,  and,  at  the  end 
of  the  work,  the  hero  is  found  surrounded 
bv  a  verv  different  set  of  associates  from  those 
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with  whom  his  fortune  seemed  at  first  indis- 
solubly  connected.     Neither  are  the  charac- 
ters which  Smollett  designed  should  be  in- 
teresting half  so  amiable  as  his  readers  could 
desire.     The  low-minded  Roderick  Random, 
who  borrows  Strap 's  money,  wears  his  clothes, 
and,  rescued  from  starving  by  the  attachment 
of  that   simple    and  kind-hearted  adherent, 
rewards  him  by  squandering  his  substance,  re- 
ceiving his  attendance  as  a  seryant,  and  beating 
him  when  the  dice  ran  against  him,  is  not  to 
be  named  in  one  day  with  the  open-hearted, 
good-humoured,  and  noble-minded  Tom  Jones, 
whose  libertinism  (one  particular  omitted)  is 
perhaps  rendered  but  too  amiable  by  his  good 
qualities.     We  believe  there  are  few  readers 
who  are   not  disgusted  with   the  miserable 
reward  assigned  to  Strap  in  the  closing  chap- 
ter of  the  novel.  Five  hundred  pounds,  (scarce 
the  value  of  the  goods  he  had  presented  to  his 
master,)  and  the  hand  of  a  reclaimed  street- 
walker, even  when  added  to  a  Highland  farm, 
seem  but  a  poor  recompense  for  his  faithful 
and  disinterested  attachment.    We  should  do 
Jones  equal  injustice  by  weighing  him  in  the 
balance  with  the  savage  and  ferocious  Pickle, 
who — besides  his  gross  and  base  brutality 
towards  Emilia,  besides  his  ingratitude  to  his 
uncle,  and  the  savage  propensity  which  he 
shows,  in  the  pleasure  he  takes  to  torment 
others  by  practical  jokes  resembling  those  of  a 
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fiend  in  glee — exhibits  a  low  and  ungentle- 
manlike   tone  of  thinking,  only  one  degree 
higher  than  that  of  Roderick  Random.     The 
blackguard  frolic  of  introducing  a  prostitute, 
in  a  false  character,  to  his  sister,  is  a  sufficient 
instance  of  that  want  of  taste  and   feeling 
which  Smollett's  admirers  are  compelled  to 
acknowledge  may  be  detected  in  his  writings. 
It  is  yet  more  impossible  to  compare  Sophia 
or  Amelia  to  the  females  of  Smollett,  who  (ex- 
cepting Aurelia  Darnel)  are  drawn  as  the  ob- 
jects rather  of  appetite  than  of  affection^  and 
excite  no  higher  or  more  noble  interest  than 
might  be  created  by  the  Houris  of  the  Ma- 
homedan  paradise. 

If  follows  from  this  superiority  on  the  side 
of  Fielding,  that  his  novels  exhibit,  more  fre- 
quently than  those  of  Smollett,  scenes  of  dis- 
tress, which  excite  the  sympathy  and  pity  of 
the  reader.  No  one  can  refuse  his  compassion 
to  Jones  when,  by  a  train  of  practices  upon 
his  generous  and  open  character,  he  is  ex- 
pelled from  his  bene£Eictor  s  house  under  the 
foulest  and  most  heart-rending  accusations; 
but  we  certainly  sympathize  very  little  in  the 
distress  of  Pickle,  brought  on  by  his  own 
profligate  profusion,  and  enhanced  by  his  in- 
solent misanthropy.  We  are  only  surprised 
that  his  predominating  arrogance  does  not  wea- 
ry out  the  benevolence  of  Hatchway  and  Pipes, 
and  scarce  think  the  ruined  spendthrift  de- 
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serves  their  persevering  and  faithful  attach- 
ment. 

But  the  deep  and  fertile  genius  of  Smollett 
afforded  resources  sufficient  to  balance  these 
deficiencies ;  and  when  the  full  weight  has  been 
allowed  to  Fielding's  superiority  of  taste  and 
expression,  his  northern  contemporary  will  still 
be  found  fit  to  balance  the  scale  witli  his  great 
rival.  If  Fielding  had  superior  taste,  the  palm 
of  more  brilliancy  of  genius,  more  inexhausti- 
ble richness  of  invention,  must  in  justice  be 
awarded  to  Smollett.  In  comparison  with  his 
sphere,  that  in  which  Fielding  walked  was  li- 
mited ;  and,  compared  with  the  wealthy  pro- 
fusion of  varied  character  and  incident  which 
Smollett  has  scattered  through  his  works,  there 
is  a  poverty  of  composition  about  his  rival. 
Fielding's  fame  rests  on  a  single  chef  dceuvre; 
and  the  art  and  industry  which  produced  Tom 
Jones  was  unable  to  rise  to  equal  exceUence  in 
Amelia.  Though,  therefore,  we  may  justly 
prefer  Tom  Jones  as  the  most  masterly  example 
of  an  artful  and  well-told  novel,  to  any  indi- 
vidual work  of  Smollett,  ^et  Roderick  Random, 
Peregrine  Pickle,  and  Humphry  Clinker,  do  each 
of  them  far  excel  Joseph  Andren^s  or  Amelia; 
and,  to  descend  still  lower,  Jonathan  fFild,  or 
the  Journey  to  the  Next  World,  cannot  be  put 
into  momentary  comparison  with  Sir  Lancelot 
Greaves,  or  Ferdinand  Count  Fathom. 

Every  successful  novelist  must  be  more  or 
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less  a  poet,  even  although  he  may  never  have 
written  a  line  of  verse.  The  quality  of  ima- 
gination is  absolutely  indispensable  to  him:  his 
accurate  pov^er  of  examining  and  embodying 
haman  character  and  human  passion,  a$  well 
as  the  external  face  of  nature,  is  not  less  essen- 
tial ;  and  the  talent  of  describing  well  what  he 
feels  with  acuteness,  added  to  the  above  re- 
quisites, goes  far  to  complete  the  poetic  cha- 
racter. Smollett  was,  even  in  the  ordinary 
sense,  which  limits  the  name  to  those  who 
write  verses,  a  poet  of  distinction ;  and,  in 
this  particular,  superior  to  Fielding,  who  sel- 
dom aims  at  more  than  a  slight  translation  from 
the  classics.  *  Accordingly,  if  he  is  surpassed 
by  Fielding  in  moving  pity,  the  northern 
novelist  soars  far  above  him  in  his  powers  of 
exciting  terror. »  Fielding  has  no  passages 
which  approach  in  subhmity  to  the  robber 
scene  in  Count  Fathom;  or  to  the  terrible 
description  of  a   sea  engagement,  in  which 

*  A  judge,  competent  in  the  highest  degree,  has  thun 
characterized  Smollett's  poetry.  «  They  have  a  portion 
of  delicacy  not  to  be  found  in  his  novels ;  but  they  have 
not,  like  those  prose  fictions,  the  strength  of  a  master's 
hand.  Were  he  to  live  again,  we  might  wish  him  to  write 
more  poetry,  in  the  belief  that  his  poetical  talent  would 
improve  by  exercise ;  but  we  should  be  glad  that  we  had 
more  of  his  novels  just  as  they  are.w — Specimens  of-  the 
British  PoeU,  by  Thomas  Campbell^  vol.  6.  The  truth 
is,  that  in  these  very  novels  are  expended  many  of  the 
ingredients  both  of  grave  and  humorous  poe^. 
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Roderick  Random  sits  chained  and  exposed 
upon  the  poop,  without  the  power  of  motion 
or  exertion,  dunng  the  carnage  of  a  tremen- 
dous engagement.  Upon  many  other  occasions, 
Smollett's  descriptions  ascend  to  the  sublime ; 
and,  in  general,  there  is  an  air  of  romance  in 
his  writings  which  raises  his  narratives  above 
the  level  and  easy  course  of  ordinary  lifci .  He 
wa>,  like  a  pre-eminent  poet  of  our  own  day, 
£l  searcher  of  dark  bosoms,  and  loved  to  paint 
characters  under  the  strong  agitation  of  fierce 
and  stormy  passions.  Hence,  misanthropes, 
gamblers,  and  duellists,  are  as  common  in  his 
works  as  robbers  in  those  of  Salvator  Rosa, 
and  are  drawn,  in  most  cases,  with  the  same 
terrible  truth  and  effect.  To  compare  Ferdi- 
nand Count  Fathom  to  the  Jonathan  Wild  of 
Fielding,  would  be  perhaps  unfair  to  the  latter 
author;  yet,  the  works  being  composed  on  the 
same  plan,  (a  very  bad  one,  as  we  think,)  we 
cannot  help  placing  them  by  the  side  of  each 
other,  when  it  becomes  at  once  obvious  that 
the  detestable  Fathom  is  a  living  and  existing 
miscreant,  at  whom  we  shrink  as  from  the  pre- 
sence of  an  incarnate  fiend,  while  the  villain 
of  Fielding  seems  rather  a  cold  personification 
of  the  abstract  principle  of  evil,  so  far  from 
being  terrible  that,  notwithstanding  the  know- 
ledge of  the  world  argued  in  many  passages 
of  his  adventures,  we  are  compelled  to  ac- 
knowledge him  absolutely  tiresome. 
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It  is,   however,    chiefly  in  his  profusion, 
which  amounts  almost  to  prodigality,  that  we 
recognize  the  superior  richness  of  Smollett's 
fancy^     He  never  shows  the  least  desire  to 
make  the  most,  either  of  a  character,  or  a  si- 
tuation, or  an  adventure,  but  throws  them 
together  with  a  carelessness  which  argues  un- 
limited confidence  in  his  own  powers.    Field- 
ing pauses  to  explain  the  principles  of  his  art, 
and  to  congratulate  himself  and  his  readers 
on  the  felicity  with  which  he  constructs  his 
narrative,    or    makes  his    characters  evolve 
themselves  in  the  progress.     These  appeals 
to  the  reader's  judgment,  admirable  as  they 
are,  have  sometimes  the  fault  of  being  diffuse, 
and  always  the  great  disadvantage,  that  they 
remind  us  we  are  perusing  a  work  of  fiction, 
and  that  the  beings  with  whom  we  have  been 
conversant  during  the  perusal,  are  but  a  set 
of  evanescent  phantoms,  conjured  up  by  a 
magician  for  our  amusement.     Smollett  sel- 
dom holds  communication  with  his  readers  in 
his  own  person.     He  manages  his  delightful 
puppet-show  without  thrusting  his  head  be- 
yond the  curtain,  like  Gines  de  Passamonte, 
to  explain  what  he  is  doing;  and  hence,  be- 
sides that  our  attention  to  the  story  remains 
unbroken,  we  are  sure  that  the  author,  fully 
confident  in  the  abundance  of  his  materials, 
has  no  occasion  to  eke  them  out  with  extrinsic 
matter. 
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SmoUett's  sea  characters  have  been  deserv- 
edly considered  as  inimitable;  and  the  pov^er 
with  virhich  he  has  diversified  them,  in  so 
many  instances,  distinguishing  the  individual 
features  of  each  honest  tar,  while  each  pos- 
sesses a  full  proportion  of  professional  man- 
ners and  habits  of  thinking,  is  a  most  absolute 
proof  of  the  richness  of  fency  vnth  which  the 
author  was  gifted,  and  which  we  have  noticed 
as  his  chief  advantage  over  Fielding.  Bow- 
ling, Trunnion,  Hatchway,  Pipes,  and  Crowe, 
are  all  men  of  the  same  class,  habits,  and  tone 
of  thinking,  yet  so  completely  differenced  by 
their  separate  and  individual  characters,  that 
we  at  once  acknowledge  them  as  distinct  per- 
sons, while  we  see  and  allow  that  every  one 
of  them  belongs  to  the  old  English  navy. 
These  striking  portraits  have  now  the  merit 
which  is  cherished  by  antiquaries — they  pre- 
serve the  memory  of  the  school  of  Benbow 
and  Boscawen,  whose  manners  are  now  ba- 
nished from  the  quarter-deck  to  the  forecastle. 
The  naval  officers  of  the  present  day,  the 
splendour  of  whose  actions  has  thrown  into 
shadow  the  exploits  of  a  thousand  years,  do 
not  now  affect  the  manners  of  a  fore-mast- 
man,  and  have  shown  how  admirably  well 
their  duty  can  be  discharged  without  any  par- 
ticular attachment  to  tobacco  or  flip,  or  the 
decided  preference  of  a  check  shirt  over  a 
linen  one. 
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In  the  comic  part  of  their  writings,  we  have 
ah*eady  said,  Fidding  is  pre-eminent  in  grave 
irony,  a  Genrantic  species  of  pleasantry,  in 
which  SmoUett  is  not  eqnaHy  saccessfal.  On 
the  other  hand,  the  Scotchman  (notwithstand- 
ing the  general  optnion  denies  that  quality  to 
hifr  coantrymen)  excels  in  broad  and  ludicrous 
humovr.  His  fency  seems  to  run  riot  in  ac- 
cumulating  ridiculous  circumstances  one  upon 
another,  to  the  utter  destruction  of  all  power 
of  gravity;  and  perhaps  no  hooks  ever  written 
hare  excited  such  peals  of  inextinguishable 
laughter  as 'those  of  Smollett.  The  descrip- 
tions which  afi^ect  us  thus  powerfully  border 
simiietnnes  upon  what  is  called  farce  or  cari- 
cature;^ but,  if  it  be  the  highest  praise  of  pa- 
thetic composition  that  it  draws  forth  tears, 
why  should  it  not  be  esteemed  the  greatest 
excellence  of  the  ludicrous  that  it  compels 
laughter?  The  one  tribute  is  at  least  as  ge- 
nuine an  expression  of  natural  feeling  as  the 
other;  and  he  who  can  read  the  calamities  of 
Trunnion  and  Hatchway,  when  run  away  with 
by  their  mettled  steeds,  or  the  inimitable  ab« 
surdities  of  the  feast  of  the  ancients,  without 
a  good  hearty  burst  of  honest  laughter,  must 
be  well  qualified  to  look  sad  and  gentleman* 
like  with  Lord  Chesterfield  or  Master  Stephen. 

Upon  the  whole,  the  genius  of  Smollett 
may  be  said  to  resemble  that  of  Rubens.  His 
pictures  are  often  deficient  in  grace;  some* 
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times  coarse,  and  even  vulgar  in  concept 
deficient  too  in  keeping,  and  in  the  due  si 
dinadon  of  parts  to  each  other;  and  intimi 
too  much  carelessness  on  the  part  of  th 
tist.  But  these  feults  are  redeemed  by 
richness  and  brilliancy  of  colours ;  such  a 
fusion  of  imagination — now  bodying  fortl 
grand  and  terrible — novr  the  natural, 
easy,  and  the  ludicrous;  there  is  so  mu( 
life,  action,  and  bustle,  in  every  group  h( 
painted;  so  much  force  and  individuahi 
character,  that  we  readily  grant  to  Sm< 
an  equal  rank  with  his  great  rival  Fieh 
while  we  place  both  Car  above  any  of 
successors  in  the  same  line  of  fictitious  i 
position. 


CHARLES  JOHNSTONE. 


Of  the  antlifor  of  Chrysal^  which  resembles 
the  piable  Boiteux^  we  can  say  but  little. 

Charles  Johnstone  was  an  Irishman  by 
birthy  though,  it  is  said,  a  Scotchman  by  de- 
scent, and  of  the  Annandale  family.  If  so,  we 
have  adopted  the  proper  orthography,  though 
his  name  seems  sometiipes  to  have  been  spell- 
ed Johnson.  He  received  a  classical  edu- 
cation, and  being  called  to  the  bar,  came  to 
England  to  practise.  Johnstone,  like  Le  Sage, 
— and  the  coincidence  is  a  singular  one — was 
subject  to  the  infirmity  of  deafness,  an  in- 
convenience which  naturally  interfered  with 
his  professional  success ;-— although,  by  a  rare 
union  of  high  talents  with  eloquence  and  pro- 
found professional  skill,  joined  to  an  almost 
intuitive  acyteness  of  apprehension,  we  have 
in  our  tim6  seen  the  disadvantage  splendidly 
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surmounted.  But  Johnstone  possessed  con- 
siderable abilities,  of  which  he  has  left  at 
least  one  admirable  example,  in  the  following 
pages.  His  talents  were  of  a  lively  and  com- 
panionable sort,  and  as  he  was  much  abroad 
in  the  world,'  he  had  already,  in  his  youth, 
kept  such  general  society  with  men  of  all  de- 
scriptions as  enabled  him  to  trace  their  vices 
and  follies  with  a  pencil  so  powerful. 

Chrysal  is  said  to  have  been  composed  at 
the  late  Lord  Mount-Edgcumbe's,  in  Devon- 
shire, during  a  visit  to  his  lordship.  About 
17609  the  work  was  announced  in  the  news- 
papers as  «  a  dispassionate,  distinct  account  of 
the  moist  remarkable  transactions  of  the  pre* 
sent  times  all  over  Europe. »  The  publication 
immediately  followed,  and  possessing  at  once 
the  allurement  of  setting  foith  the  personal 
and  secret  history  of  living  characters,  and 
that  of  strong  expression  and  powerful  paint- 
ing, the  public  attention  was  instantly  di- 
rected towards  it.  A  second  edition  was 
called  for  almost  immediately,  to  which  the 
author  made  several  additions,  which  are  in- 
corporated  with  the  original  text.  But  the 
public  avidity  being  still  unsatisfied,  the  third 
edition,  in  1761,  was  augmented  to  four  vo- 
lumes. The  author,  justly  thinking  that  it 
was  unnecessary  to  bestow  much  pains  in 
dove-tailing  his  additional  matter  upon  the 
original  narrative,  and  conscious  that  no  one 
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was  interested  in  die  regular  transmission  of 
Chrysal  from  one  hand  to  another,  has  only 
connected  the  original  work  and  the  conti- 
nuation by  references,  which  will  not  be  found 
always  either  accurate  or  intelligible— a  point 
upon  which  the  author  seems  to  have  been 
indifferent. 

After  this  successful  effort,  Mr  Johnstone 
published  the  following  obscure  and  forgotten 
works : 

The  Reverie;  or^  a  Flight  to  the  Paradise  of 
Foots.  2  vols.  i2mo.  1762.     A  satire. 

The  History  of  Arbaces^  Prince  of  Betlis. 
2  vols.  i2mo.  1774*  ^  ^^^  of  political  ro« 
mance. 

The  Pilgrim;  or,  a  Picture  of  Life.  2  vols. 

i2mo.  1775. 

The  History  o^  John  Juniper,  esquire ^  alias 
Jumper  Jack.  3  \oh,  i2mo.  1781.  A  romance 
in  low  life. 

These  publications  we  perused  long  since, 
hut  remember  nothing  of  them  so  accurately  as 
to  induce  us  to  hazard  an  opinion  on  their  merits. 

So  late  as  1782,  twenty  years  after  the  ap- 
pearance of  Chrysaly  Mr  Johnstone  went  to 
seek  fortune  in  India,  and  had  the  happy 
chance  to  find  it  there.,  though  not  without 
encountering  calamity  on  the  road.  Tlie 
Brilliant,  Captain  Mears,  in  which  he  em- 
barked, was  wrecked  off  the  Joanna  Islands, 
and  many  lives  lost,      Johnstone,  with  the 
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captain  and  soi&e  others,  was  saved  vrith  dif- 
ficulty. 

In  Bengal,  Johnstone  vnrote  madi  for  the 
newspapers,  under  the  signature  of  Qneiro- 
polos.  He  became  joint  proprietor  of  one  of 
the  Bengal  newspapers,  acquired  consider- 
able property,  and  died  about  the  year  i8o(V 
and,  as  is  conjectured,  in  the  70th  year  of  his 
age.  Most  of  these  facts  have  been  trans- 
ferred from  Mr  Chalmers's  Biographicdl  Dk- 
tionary. 

It  is  only  as  the  author  of  what  has  been 
termed  the  Scandalous  Chronicle  of  the  time, 
that  Johnstone's  literary  character  attracts  our 
notice.  We  have  already  observed,  that  there 
is  a  close  resemblance  betwixt  the  plan  of 
Chrj'sal  and  the  D table  Boiteux,  In  both 
works  a  Spirit,  possessed  of  the  power  of  read- 
ing the  thoughts,  and  explaining  the  motives 
of  mankind,  is  supposed  to  conmiunicate  to 
a  mortal  a  real  view  of  humanity,  stripping 
men's  actions  of  their  borrowed  pretexts  and 
simulated  motives^  and  tracing  their  source 
directly  to  their  passions  or  their  follies.  But 
the  French  author  is  more  fortunate  than  the 
English,  in  the  medium  of  comifiunication  he 
has  chosen,  or  rather  borrowed  from  Gnevara. 
Asmodeus  is  himself  a  personage  admirably 
imagined  and  uniformly  sustained,  and  who 
entertains  the  reader  as  completely  by  the 
display  of  his  own  character  as  by  that  of  any 
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which  he  anatomizes  for  the  instruction  oF 
Don  Cfeofes.  The  reader,  malicious  as  he  is, 
conceiTes  even  a  kind  of  Uking  for  the  fiend, 
and  is  somewhat  disconcerted  with  the  idea 
of  lus  retoming  to  his  cabalistic  bottle ;  nay, 
could  we  judge  of  the  infernal  regions  by  this 
single  specimen,  we  might  be  apt  to  conceiye, 
with  Sancho  Panza,  that  there  is  some  good 
company  to  be  found  even  in  Hell.  Chrysal,  on 
the -other  hand,  is  a  mere  elementary  spirit 
without  feeling,  passion,  or  peculiar  character, 
and  who  only  reflects  back,  like  a  mirror,  the 
objects  which  have  been  presented  to  him, 
without  adding  to  or  modifying  them  by  any 
contribution  of  his  own. 

The  tracing  of  a  piece  of  coin  into  the  hands 
of  Tarious  possessors,  and  giving  an  account 
of  the  actions  and  character  of  each,  is  an 
ingenious  medium  for  moral  satire,  which, 
however,  had  been  already  employed  by  Dr 
Bathurst,  the  friend  of  Johnson,  in-  the  Jd- 
ventures  of  a  Halfpenny^  which  form  the  forty- 
'  third  number  of  the  Adventurer^  published 
April  3;  1753,  several  years  before  ChrysaL 

It  is  chiefly  in  the  tone  of  the  satire  that 
"  the  Adventures  of  Chrysal  differ  from  those 
of  Le  Sage's  heroes.  We  have  compared  the 
latter  author  to  Horace,  and  may  now  safely 
rate  Charles  Johnstone  as  a  prose  Juvenal. 
The  Frenchman  describes  follies  which  excite 
our  laughter — the  Briton  produces  vices  and 
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crimes  which  excite  our  horror  and  detesta- 
tion. And  as  yre  before  observed,  that  the 
scenes  of  Le  Sage  might,  in  a  moral  point 
of  view,  be  improved  by  an  infusion  of  more 
vigour  and  dignity  of  feeling,  so  Johnstone 
might  have  rendered  his  satire  more  poignant 
without  being  less  severe,  by  throwing  more 
lights  among  his  shades,  and  sparing  us  the 
grossness  of  some  of  the  scenes  which  he  re- 
probates. As  Le  Sage  renders  vice  ludicrous, 
Johnstone  seems  to  paint  even  folly  as  detest- 
able, as  well  as  ridiculous.  His  Herald  and 
Auctioneer  are  among  his  lightest  characters ; 
but  their  determined  roguery  and  greediness 
render  them  hateful  even  while  they  are 
comic. 

It  must  be  allowed  to  this  caustic  satirist, 
that  the  time  in  which  he  lived  called  for  such 
an  unsparing  and  uncompromising  censor.  A 
long  course  of  national  peace  and  prosperity 
had  brought  with  these  blessings  their  usual 
attendant  evils,  selfishness,  avarice,  and  gross 
debauchery.  We  are  not  perhaps  more  moral 
in  our  conduct  than  men  were  fifty  or  sixty 
years  since;  but  modem  vice  pays  a  tax  to 
appearances,  and  is  contented  to  wear  a  mask 

of  decorum.     A  Lady  H- and  the  Pollard 

Ashe,  so  often  mentioned  in  Horace  Walpole's 
Correspondence,  would  not  certainly  dare  to 
insult  decency  in  the  public  manner  dien  toje- 
rated ;  nor  would  our  wildest  debauchees  ven- 
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ture  to  imitate  the  orgies  of  Medenham  Abbey, 
painted  by  Johnstone  in  such  horrible  colours. 
Neither  is  this  the  bound  of  our  improvement. 
Om"  public  men  are  now  under  the  necessity 
of  being  actuated,  or  at  least  appearing  to  be 
so,  by  nobler  motives  than  their  predecessors 
proposed  to  themselves.  Sir  Robert  Walpole 
who,  after  having  governed  so  many  years  by 
the  most  open  and  avowed  corruption,  amass- 
ed for  himself  a  more  than  princely  fortune 
out  of  the  spoils  of  the  state,  would  not  now 
be  tolerated.  The  age  would  not  endure 
the  splendours  of  Houghton.  Our  late  minis- 
ters and  statesmen  have  died,  almost  without 
an  exception,  beggared  and  bankrupt ;  a  sure 
sign  that  if  they  followed  the  dictates  of  am- 
bition, they  were  at  least  free  from  those  of 
avarice ;  and  it  is  clear  that  the  path  of  the 
former  may  often  lie  parallel  with  that  pre- 
scribed by  public  viitue,  while  the  latter  must 
always  seduce  its  votary  into  the  by-way  of 
private  selfishness.  The  general  corruption 
of  the  ministers  themselves,  and  their  undis- 
guised fortunes,  acquired  by  an  avowed  system 
of  perquisites,  carried,  in  our  fathers'  times,  a 
corresponding  spirit  of  greed  and  rapacity 
into  every  department,  while  at  the  same  time 
it  blinded  the  eyes  of  those  who  should  have 
prevented  spoliation.  If  those  in  subordinate 
offices  paid  enormous  fees  to  their  superiors, 
it  could  only  be  in  order  to  purchase  the  pri- 
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yilege  of  themselves  cheating  the  public  with 
impunity.  And,  in  the  same  manner,  if  com- 
missaries for  the  army  and  navy  filled  the 
parses  of  the  commanders,  they  did  so  only 
that  they  might  thereby  obtain  full  license  to 
e^jEcrcise  every  sort  of  pillage  at  the  expense  of 
the  miserable  privates.  We  were  well  ac- 
quainted with  men  ot  credit  and  character, 
who  served  in  the  Hayannah  expedition,  and 
we  have  always  heard  them  affirm,  that  the 
infamous  and  horrid  scenes  described  in 
Ckrysal  were  not  id  the  slightest  degree  exag- 
gerated. That  attention  to  the  wants,  that 
watchful  guardianship  of  the  rights  and  inter- 
ests, of  the  private  soldier  and  sailor,  which, 
in  our  days,  do  honour  to  these  services,  were 
then  totally  unknown.  The  commanders  in 
each  service  had  in  their  eye  the  amassing  of 
wealth,  instead  of  the  gathering  of  laurels,  as 
the  minister  was  determined  to  enrich  him- 
self, with  indifference  to  the  welfare  of  his 
country ;  and  the  elder  Pitt,  as  well  as  Wolfe, 
were  considered  as  characters  almost  above 
humanity,  not  so  much  for  the  eloquence  and 
high  talents  of  the  one,  or  the  military  skill  of 
the  other,  as  because  they  made  the  honour 
and  interest  of  their  country  their  direct  and 
principal  object.  They  dared^  to  use  the  clas- 
sical phrase,  to  contemn  wealth— the  states- 
man and  soldier  of  the  present  day  would, 
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on  the  contrary,  not  dare  to  propose  it  to  him- 
self as  an  object. 

The  comparative  improTement  of  our  man- 
ners, as  well  as  of  our  goyemment,  is  owing 
certainly,  in  a  great  measure,  to  more  general 
di£fiasion  of  knowledge  and  improvement  of 
taste.  But  it  was  fostered  by  the  private  vir- 
tues and  patriotism  of  the  late  venerated  mo- 
narch. The  check  which  his  youthful  frown 
already  put  upon  vice  and  license,  is  noticed 
in  Chrysal  more  than  once,  and  the  disgrace  of 
more  than  one  minister,  in  the  earlier  part  of 
his  reign,  was  traced  pretty  distinctly  to  their 
having  augmented  their  private  fortunes  by 
availing  themselves  of  their  political  infor- 
mation to  speculate  in  the  funds.  The  abuses 
in  public  offices  have,  in  like  manner,  been 
restrained,  the  system  of  perquisites  abolished, 
and  all  means  of  indirect  advantage  interdicted, 
as  for  as  possible,  to  the  servants  of  the  public. 
In  the  army  and  navy  the  same  salutary  regula- 
tions have  been  adopted,  and  the  commander 
in  chief  has  proved  himself  the  best  friend  to 
his  family  and  country  in  cutting  up  by  the 
roots  these  infectious  cankers,  which  gnawed 
our  military  strength,  and  which  are  so  de- 
servedly stigmatized  in  the  caustic  pages  of 
ChysaL 

In  Johnstone's  time  this  reform  had  not 
commenced,  and  he  might  well  have  said, 
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with  such  an  ardent  temper  as  he  seems  to 
have  possessed,  Difficile  est  satyram  non  scri- 
here.  He  has,  accordingly,  indulged  his  bent 
to  the  utmost;  and  as  most  of  his  characters 
were,  living  persons,  then  easily  recognized, 
]ie  held  the  mirror  to  nature,  even  when  it 
reflects  such  horrible  features.  His  language 
is  firm  and  energetic — his  power  of  personi- 
fying characters  striking  and  forcible,  and  the 
persons  of  his  narrative  move,  breathe,  and 
speak  in  all  the  freshness  of. life.  His  senti- 
ments are  in  general  those  of  the  bold,  high- 
minded  and  indignant  censor  of  a  loose  atid 
corrupted  age;  yet  it  cannot  be  denied,  that 
Johnstone,  in  his  hatred  and  contempt  for  the 
more  degenerate  vices  of  ingratitude,  avarice, 
and  baseness  of  every  kind,  shows  but  too 
much  disposition  to  favour  Churchill  and 
other  libertines,  who  thought  fit  to  practise 
open  looseness  of  manners,  because  they  said 
it  was  better  than  hypocrisy.  It  is  true  such 
vices  may  subsist  along  with  very  noble  and 
generous  qualities;  but  as  all  profligacy  has 
its  root  in  self-gratification  and  indulgence,  it 
is  always  odds  that  the  weeds  rise  so  fast  as  to 
choke  the  slower  and  nobler  crop. 

The  same  indulgence  to  the  usual  freedoms 
of  a  town  life  seems  to  have  influenced  John- 
stone's dislike  to  the  methodists,  of  whose 
founder,  Whitefield,  he  has  drawn  a  most 
odious  and  a  most  unjust  portrait.     It  is  not 
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quite  the  proyince  of  the  editor  of  a  book  of 
professed  amusement  to  vindicate  the  tenets 
of  a  sect  which  holds  ahnost  all  amusement 
to.be  criminal,  but  it  is  necessary  to  do  jus- 
tice to  every  one.  The  pecuhar  tenets  of  the 
methodists  are,  in  many  respectsf  narrow  and 
illiberal — they  are  also  enthusiastical,  and, 
acting  on  minds  of  a  certain  temperament, 
have  produced  the  fatal  extremities  of  spiritual 
presumption,  or  spiritual  despair.  But  to 
judge  as  we  would  desire  to  be  judged,  we 
must  try  their  doctrine,  not  by  those  points 
in  which  they  differ,  but  by  those  in  which 
they  agree  with  all  other  Christians;  and,  if 
we  find  that  the  methodists  recommend  pu- 
rity of  life,  strictness  of  morals,  and  a  regular 
discharge  of  the  duties  of  society,  are  they  to 
be  branded  as  hypocrites  because  they  abstain 
from  its  amusements  and  its  gaieties?  Were 
the  number  of  the  methodists  to  be  multiplied 
by  a  hundred,  there  would  remain  enough 
behind  to  fill  the  theatres  and  encourage  the 
fine  arts.  Respecting  the  remarkable  person 
by  whom  the  sect  was  founded,  posterity  has 
done  him  justice  for  the  calumnies  with  which 
he  was  persecuted  during  his  life,  and  which 
he  bore  with  the  enduring  fortitude  of  a  con- 
fessor. The  poverty  in  which  Whitetield 
died  proved  his  purity  of  heart,  and  refuted 
the  charge  so  grossly  urged,  of  his  taking  a 
selfish  interest  in  the  charitable  subscriptions 
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which  his  eloquence  promoted  so  effectually. 
His  enthusiasm — for  Providence  uses,  in  ac- 
complishing great  ends,  the  imperfections  as 
well  as  the  talents  of  his  creatures — served  to 
awaken  to  a  consciousness  of  their  deplorable 
state  thousands  to  whose  apathy  and  ignorance 
a  colder  preacher  might  have  spoken  in  vain; 
and,  perhaps,  even  the  Church  of  England 
herself  has  been  less  impaired  by  the  schism 
than  benefited  by  the  effects  of  emulation 
upon  her  learned  clergy.  In  a  word,  if  Cow- 
per's  portrait  of  Whitefield  has  some  traits 
of  flattery,  it  still  approaches  far  more  near 
to  the  original  than  the  caricature  of  John- 
stone : 

He  loved  the  world  that  hated  him — ^the  tear 
That  dropped  upon  his  bible  was  sincere. 
Assailed  by  scandal,  and  the  tongue  of  strife. 
His  only  answer  was  a  blameless  life  ; 
And  he  that  forged,  and  he  that  threw  the  dart, 
Had  each  a  brother's  interest  in  his  heart. 
Paul's  love  of  Christ,  and  steadiness  unbribed, 
Were  followed  well  in  him,  and  well  transcribed. 

We  think  these  remarks  necessary  to  justice, 
in  treating  of  a  work  in  which  this  memo- 
rable individual  is  so  deeply  charged.  They 
can  hardly  be  imputed  to  any  other  motive, 
since  those  likely  to  be  gratified  by  this  vin- 
dication cannot  very  consistently  seek  for  it  in 
this  place.  But  readers  of  a  different  descrip- 
tion may  do  well  to  remember  that  the  cant 
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of  inipating  to  hypocrisy  all  pretensions  to  a 
seyerer  scale  of  morals,  or  a  more  yivid  sense 
of  religion,  is  as  offensiye  to  sound  reason  and 
Christian  philosophy  as  that  which  attaches  a 
chaise  of  guilt  to  matters  of  indifference,  or 
to  the  ordinary  amusements  of  life. 

We  would  willingly  hope  that  several  of 
Johnstone's  other  characters,  if  less  grossly 
caluniniated  than  Whitefield,  are  at  least  con- 
siderably overcharged.  The  first  Lord  Holland 
was  %  thorough-bred  statesman  of  that  evil 
period,  and  the  Earl  of  Sandwich  an  open 
libertine,  yet  they  also  had  their  lighter  shades 
of  character,  although  Chrysal  holds  them  up 
to  the  unmitigated  horror  of  posterity.  The 
same  may  be  said  of  others,  and  this  exaggera- 
tion was  the  more  easy,  as  Johnstone  does  not 
pretend  that  the  crimes  imputed  to  these  per- 
sonages were  all  literally  committed,  but  ad- 
mits that  he  invented  such  incidents  as  he 
judged  might  best  correspond  to  the  idea  which 
he  had  formed  of  their  character ;  thus  rather 
shaping  his  facts  according  to  a  preconceived 
opinion,  than  deducing  his  opinion  from  facts 
which  had  actually  taken  place. 

The  truth  is  that  young,  ardent,  and  bold, 
the  author  seems  to  have  caught  fire  from  his 
own  subject,  to  have  united  credulity  in  belief 
with  force  of  description,  and  to  have  pushed 
praise  too  readily  into  panegyric,  while  he 
exaggerated  censure  into  reprobation.  He 
vo  L.  I.  8 
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every  where  shows  himself  strongly  tafloenced 
hy  the  current  tone'  of  popular  feeling ;  nay, 
unless  in  the  case  of  Wilkes,  whose  simulated 
patriotism  he  seems  to  have  suspected^  *  his 
acuteness  of  discrimination  seldom  enables 
him  to  correct  public  opinion.  The  Bill  for  the 
naturahzation  of  the  Jews  had  just  occasioned 
a  general- clamour,  and  we  see  Ghrysal,  not 
only  exposing  their  commercial  character  in 
the  most  odious  colours,  but  reviving  the  an- 
cient and  absurd  fable  of  their  celebratmg  the 
Feast  of  the  Passover  by  the  immolation  of 
Christian  infants.  With  the  same  prejudiced 
credulity,  he  swallows  without  hesitation  all 
the  wild  and  inconsistent  charges  which  were 
then  heaped  upon  the  order  of  the  Jesuits, 
and  which  occasioned  the  general  clamour  for 
their  suppression, 

On  the  other  hand,  because  it  was  the  fashion 
to*  represent  the  continental  war,  which  had 
for  its  sole  object  the  protection  of  the  Elec- 
torate of  Hanover,  as  waged  in  defence  of  the 
Protestant  reHgion,  Johnstone  has  dressed  up 
the  selfish  and  atheistical  Frederick  of  Prussia 
in  the  character  -of  the  Protestant  hero,  and 
put  into  his  mouth  a  prayer  adapted  to  the 
character  of  a  self-dievoted  Christian  soldier, 
who  drew  his  sword  in  the  defence  of  that 
religion  which  was  enshrined  in  his  own  bo- 
som. This  is  so  totally  out  of  all  keeping  and 
character  that  we   can  scarce  help  thinking 
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that  thfa/Buthor  \^%  ivritteD,  not  his  awn  &eQti- 
mentSy  but  such  as  were  most  likely  to  catch 
the  public  luiud  at  the  time. 

But,  feeling  and  wriciug  vnder  the  popular 
impression  of  the  moment,  Jjdlvoistone  has  never 
failed  to  feel  and  write  like  a  true  Briton,  with 
a  iificere  admiration  of  his  country's  laws,  an 
ardent  desire  for  her  prosperity,  and  a  sym- 
pathy with  her  interests,  which  moure  thiin 
atone  for  ev^ry  error  and  prejudice.  He  testi- 
fies on  many  occasions  his  respect  for  the 
House  of  Brunswick,  and  leaVes  his  testimony 
against  the  proceedings  first  commenced  by 
Wilkes,  and  so  closely  followed  by  imitators 
of  that  unprincipled  demagogue,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  courting  the  populace  by  slandering 
the  throne.  It  is  remarkable  that,  notwith- 
standing his  zeal  for  King  George  and  the  Pro- 
testant religion,  the  Jacobite  party,  though 
their  expiring  intrigues  might  have  furnished 
some  piquant  anecdotes,  are  scarcely  men- 
tioned in  ChrysaL 

A  Key  to  the  personages  introduced  to  the 
reader,  in  Chrysal^  was  furnished  by  the  au- 
thor himself  to  Lord  Mount  Edgecombe,  and 
another  to  Captain  Mears,  with  whom  he  sailed 
to  India.  It  is  published  by  Mr  William  Davis, 
in  his  collection  of  Bibliographical  and  Literary 
Anecdotes,  with  this  caveat : — «  The  auth6r's 
intention  was  to  draw  general  characters; 
therefore,  in  the  application  of  the  Key,  the 
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reader  must  exercise  bis  own  judgment. »  The 
Key  is  subjoined  to  tbe  text  with  a  few  addi- 
tional notes,  illustrative  of  sucb  incidents  and 
characters,  as  properly  belong  to  history  or  to 
public  life.  Anecdotes  of  private  scandal  are 
willingly  left  in  the  mystery  in  which  the  text 
has  involved  them ;  and  some  instances  occur 
in  which  the  obvious  misrepresentations  of 
the  satirist  have  been  modified  by  explanation. 
But  when  all  exaggeration  has  been  deducted 
from  this  singular  work,  enough  of  truth  will 
still  remain,  in  Chrysal,  to  incline  the  reader  to 
congratulate  himself  that  these  scenes  have 
passed  more  than  half  a  century  before  his 
time. 


STERNE. 


Laurence  Sterne  was  one  of  those  few  au- 
thors who  haye  anticipated  the  labours  of  the 
biographer^  and  left  to  the  world  what  they 
desired  should  be  known  of  their  family  and 
their  life. 

«  Roger  Sterne '  (says  this  narrative),  grand- 

'  Mr  Sterne  was  descended  from  a  family  of  that  name, 
in  Suffolk,  one  of  which  settled  in  Nottinghamshire.  The 
following  genealogy  is  extracted  firom  Thoreshy's  Ducatiu 
Leodinensis,  p.  31 5. 

Simon  Sterne,  of  Mansfield. 


I 


Dr  Richard  Sterae,  s  EUiabeth,  daughter 
Archbishop  of  York,  j       of  Mr  Dikinson, 
Ob.  Jane,  i683.      |  Ob.  1670. 

1 
Richard  Sterae,  ,  , 

of  York  and        William  Sterne,      Simon  Sterne  =  Mary,  daughter  and 
Ki]vington,esq.       of  Mansfield.  ofElvington  heiress  of  Roger 

1700.  and  Halifex,        ~  -  -<•  • 

Ob.  1703. 


Jaques,  of  Elving- 
ton,  near  York. 


h  U'  |3  14  |5  |6 

Kichard.        Kogsr.       Jaques,  L.L.D.       Mary.       Elizabeth.        Frances. 

I  I  Ob.  1759. 

Kichard.  \ 

Laurbncb  Stbrnb. 
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son  to  Archbishop  Sterne,  lieutfenant  in  Handa- 
side's  regiment,  was  married  to  Agnes  Hebert, 
widow  of  a  captain  of  a  good  family.  Her 
family  name  was  (I  believe)  Nuttle;  though, 
upon  recollection,  that  was  the  name  of  her 
father-in-law,  who  was  a  noted  sutler  in  Flan- 
ders, in  Queen  Antte's  wars,  where  my  father 
married  his  wife's  daughter  (N.  B.  he  was  in 
debt  to  him),  which  was  in  September  25, 

1 7 1 1,  old  style.  This  Nuttle  had  a  son  by  my 
grandmother, — a  fine  person  of  a  man,  but  a 
gracdless  whelp ! —^  What  became  of  him,  I 
know  not.  The  family  (if  any  left)  live  now 
at  Glonmel,  in  the  south  of  Ireland ;  at  which 
town  I  was  born,  November  24,  i7i3,  a  few 
days  after  my  mother  arrived  from  Dunkirk. 
— ^My  birthday  was  ominous  to  my  poor  father, 
who  wa^,  the  day  of  our  arrival,  with  many 
other  brave  officers,  broke,  and  sent  adrift  into 
the  wide  world,  with  a  wife  and  two  children, 
— the  elder  of  which  was  Mary.  She  was 
born  at  Lisle,  in  French  Flanders,  July  10, 

1 7 12,  new  style.  —  This  child  was  the  most 
unfortunate : — She  married  one  Weemans,  in 
Dublin,  who  used  her  most  unmercifully; 
spent  his  substance,  became  a  bankrupt,  and 
left  my  poor  sister  to  shift  for  herself;  which 
she  was  able  to  do  but  for  a  few  months,  for 
she  went  to  a  friend's  house  in  the  country, 
and  died  of  a  broken  heart.  She  was  a  most 
beautiful  woman,  of  a  fine  figure,   and  de- 
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served  a  better  fete. — The  regiment  in  which 
my  fether  served  being  broke,  he  left  Ire* 
land  as  soon  as  I  wais  able  to  be  carried,  with 
the  rest  of  his  femily,  and  came  to  the  fe- 
mily  seat  at  Elvington,  near  York,  where  his 
mother  lived.  She  was  daughter  to  Sir  Ro- 
ger Jaques,  and  an  heiress.  There  we 
sojourned  for  about  ten  months,  when  the 
regiment  was  established,  and  our  household 
decamped  with  bag  and  baggage  for  Dublin. 
Within  a  month  of  our  arrival,  ray  father  left 
us,  being  ordered  to  Exeter;  where  in  a  sad 
winter,  my  mother  and  her  two  children  fbl- 
lowed.him,  travelling  from  Liverpool,  by  laod, 
to  Plymouth. — (Melancholy  description  of 
this  journey,  not  necessary  to  be  transmitted 
here.) — In  twelve  months  we  were  all  sent 
back  to  Dublin.  My  mother,  with  three  of  us 
(for  she  lay-in  at  Plymouth  of  a  boy,  Joram) 
took  ship  at  Bristol,  for  Ireland,  and  had  a 
narrow  escape  from  being  cast  away,  by  a  leak- 
springing  up  in  the  vessel. —  At  length,  after 
many  perils  and  struggles,  we  got  to  Dublin. 
— ^There  my  father  took  a  large  house,  fur- 
nished it,  and,  in  a  year  and  a  half  s  tim<e, 
spent  a  great  deal  of  money.  In  the  year  1 7 1 9? 
all  unhinged  again;  the  regiment  was  ordered, 
with  many  others,  to  the  Isle  of  Wight,  in 
order  to  embark  for  Spain,  in  the  Vigo  expe- 
dition. We  accompanied  the  regiment,  and 
were  driven  into  Milford-Haven,  but  landed 
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at  Bristol;  from  thence,  by  land,  to  Plymouth 
again,  and  to  the  Isle  of  Wight; — where,  I 
remember,  we  stayed  encamped  some  time 
before  the  embarkation  of  the  troops — (in  this 
expedition,  from  Bristol  to  Hampshire,  we  lost 
poor  Joram,  a  pretty  boy,  four  years  old,  of 
the  small  pox)r — my  mother,  sister,  and  my- 
self, remained  at  the  Isle  of  Wight  during  the 
Vigo  expedition,  and  until  the  regiment  had 
got  back  to  Wicklow,  in  Ireland;  from  whence 
my  father  sent  for  us. — ^We  had  poor  Joram's 
loss  supplied,  during  our  stay  in  the  Isle  of 
Wight,  by  the  birth  of  a  girl,  Anne,  born  Sep* 
teraber  aS,  17 19. — ^This  pretty  blossom  fell,  at 
the  age  of  three  years,  in  the  barracks  of  Dub- 
lin. She  was,  as  I  well  remember,  of  a  fine 
delicate  frame,  not  made  to  last  long, — as  were 
most  of  my  father's  babes.  We  embarked  for 
Dublin,  and  had  all  been  cast  away  by  a  most 
violent  storm;  but,  through  the  intercessions  of 
my  hKDther,  the  captain  was  prevailed  upon  to 
turn  back  into  Wales,  where  we  staid  a  month, 
and  at  length  got  to  Dublin,  and  travelled  by 
land  to  Wicklow,  where  my  father  had  for 
some  weeks  given  us  over  for  lost.  We  lived 
in  the  barracks  at  Wicklow  one  year — (one 
thousand  seven  hundred  and  twenty)  when 
Devijeher  (so  called  after  Colonel  Devijeher) 
was  born :  from  thence  we  decamped  to  stay 
half  a  year  with  Mr  Featherston,  a  clergyman, 
about  seven  miles  from  Wicklow ;  who,  being 
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a  relation  of  my  mother's,  invited  us  to  his 
parsonage  at  Animo.  It  was  in  this  parish, 
during  our  stay,  that  I  had  that  wonderful 
escape  in  falling  through  a  mill-race  whilst  the 
mill  was  going,  and  of  being  taken  up  unhurt; 
die  story  is  incredible,  but  known  for  truth  in  all 
diat  part  of  Ireland,  where  hundreds  of  the  com- 
mon people  flocked  to  see  me.  From  hence 
we  followed  the  regiment  to  Dublin,  where 
we  lay  in  the  barracks  a  year.  In  this  year 
(lyai),  I  learnt  to  write,  etc.  The  regiment 
ordered  in  twenty-two  to  Carrickfergus,  in 
the  north  of  Ireland.  We  all  decamped;  but 
got  no  frather  than  Drogheda; — thence  or- 
dered to  MuUengar,  forty  miles  west;  where, 
by  Providence,  we  stumbled  upon  a  kind  rela- 
tion, a  collateral  descendant  from  Archbishop 
Sterne,  who  took  us  all  to  his  castle,  and  kindly 
entertained  us  for  a  year,  and  sent  us  to  the 
regiment  to  Carrickfergus,  loaded  with  kind- 
nesses, etc.  A  most  rueful  and  tedious  jour- 
ney had  we  all  (in  March)  to  Carrickfergus, 
where  we  arrived  in  six  or  seven  days. — Little 
Devijeher  here  died;  be  was  three  years  old; 
he  had  been  left  behind  at  nurse  at  a  farm- 
house near  Wicklow,  but  was  fetched  to  us 
by  m^  father  the  summer  after. — Another 
child  sent  to  fill  his  place,  Susan.  This  babe, 
too,  left  us  behind  in  this  weary  journey.  The 
autumn  of  that  year,  or  the  spring  afterwards 
(I  forget  which),  my  father  got  leave  of  his 
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colonel  to  fix  me  at  school, — which  he  did 
near  Halifax,  with  an  able  master,  with  whom 
I  stayed  some  time,  till,  by  God's  care  of  me, 
my  consin  Sterne,  of  Elvi»gtoil,  became  a  father 
to  me,  and  sent  liie  to  the  tJniyersity,  etc.  etc. 
To  pursue  the  thread  of  our  story,  my  father's 
regiment  was,  the  year  after,  ordered  to  Lon- 
donderry, where  another  sister  was  brought 
forth,  Catherine,  still  living;  but  most  unhap- 
pily estranged  from  me  by  my  uncle's  wicked- 
ness and  her  own  folly.  From  this  station 
the  regiment  was  sent  to  defend  Gibi*altar,  at 
the  siege,  where  my  father  was  run  through 
the  body  by  Captain  Philips,  in  a  duel  (the 
quarrel  began  about  a  goose!);  with  much 
difficulty  he  survived,  though  with  an  im- 
paired constitution,  which  was  not  able  to 
withstand  the  hardships  it  was  put  to;  for  he 
was  sent  to  Jamaica,  where  he  soon  fell  by  the 
^  country  fever,  which  took  away  his  senses 
first,  and  made  a  child  of  him;  and  then,  in  a 
month  or  two,  walking  about  continually  with- 
out complaining,  till  the  moment  he  sat  down 
in  an  arm-chair,  and  breathed  his  last,  which 
was  at  Port  Antonio,  on  the  north  of  the  island. 
My  father  was  a  little  smart  man,  active  to 
the  last  degree  in  all  exercises,  most  patient 
of  fatigue  and  disappointments,  of  which  it 
pleased  God  to  give  him  full  measure.  He  was, 
in  his  temper,  somewhat  rapid  and  hasty,  but 
of  a  kindly  sweet  disposition,  void  of  all  de- 
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sign ;  and  so  innoGent  in  bis  own  intentions, 
that  he  suspected  no  one ;  so  that  you  might 
hme  cheated  him  ten  times  in  a  day,  if  nine 
had  tiot  been  sufficient  for  your  purpose.  My 
potor  fether  died  in  March,  1 78 1 .  I  remained 
ifl  Halifex  till  about  the  latter  end  of  that  year, 
and  cannot  omit  mentioning  tbis  anecdote  of 
iftyself  and  schoolmaster : — He  had  the  ceiling 
of  the  school -room  new  wbitewasbed ;  the 
Mder  remained  there.  I,  one  unlucky  day, 
motulted  it,  and  wrote  with  a  brush,  in  large 
cftpifsl  letters,  LAU.  STERNE,  for  which  the 
usher  severely  whippefd  me.  My  master  was 
very  muck  bnrt  at  this,  and  said,  before  me,  that 
nefv6if  should  that  name  be  effaced,  for  I  was 
a  boy  of  genius,  and  be  was  sure  I  should  come 
to  preferment.  This  expression  made  me  for- 
get the  stripes  I  had  received.  In  the  year  3 2,  * 
ray  cousin  sent  me  to  the  University,  where  I 
staid  some  time.  'Twas  there  that  I  com- 
menced a  friendship  with  Mr  H— ,  which  has 
been  lasting  on  both  sides.  I  then  came  to 
York,  and  my  uncle  got  me  the  living  of  Sut- 
ton; and  at  York  I  became  acquainted  with 
your  mother,  and  courted  her  for  two  years ; 

*  He  was  admitted  of  Jesus  College,  in  the  University 
of  Gambrid^^e,  July  6,  1783,  under  the  tuition  of  Mr 
Cannon. 

Matriculated  March  29,  1735. 

Admitted  to  the  degree  of  B. A.,  in  January  1 736. 

Admitted  M. A.,  at  the  commencement  of  1740, 
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— she  owned  she  liked  me,  but  thought  her- 
self not  rich  enough,  or  me  too  poor,  to  be 
joined  together.  She  went  to  her  sister  s  in 
S — ;  and  I  wrote  to  her  often.  I  believe  then 
she  was  partly  determined  to  have  me,  but 
would  not  say  so.  At  her  return,  she  fell  into 
a  consumption ; — and  one  evening  that  I  was 
sitting  by  her,  with  an  almost  broken  heart  to 
see  her  so  ill,  she  said,  ^  My  dear  Laurey,  I  can 
never  be  yours,  for  I  verily  believe  I  have  not 
long  to  live  1  but  I  have  left  you  every  shilling 
of  my  fortune.'  Upon  that  she  showed  me  her 
will.  This  generosity  overpowered  me.  It 
pleased  God  that  she  recovered,  and  I  married 
her  in  the  year  I'j^i*  My^  uncle'  and  myself 
were  then  upon  very  good  terms ;  for  he  soon 
got  me  the  Prebendary  of  York; — but  he  quar- 
relled with  me  afterwards,  because  I  would 
not  write  paragraphs  in  the  newspapers;  — 
though  he  was  a  party-man  I  was  not,  and  de- 
tested such  dirty  work,  thinking  it  beneath 
me.  From  that  period  he  became  my  bit- 
terest enemy.^     By  my  wife's  means  I  got  the 

*  Jaques  Sterne,  L.L.D.  He  was  Prebendary  of  Dur- 
ham, Canon  Residentiary,  Precentor  and  Prebendary  of 
York,  Rector  of  Rise,  and  Rector  of  Hornsey  cum  Riston, 
both  in  the  East  Riding  of  the  county  of  York.  He  died 
June  9,  1 759. 

*  It  hath,  however,  been  insinuated,  that  he  for  some 
time  wrote  a  periodical  electioneering  paper  at  York,  in 
defence  of  the  "Whig  interest. — Monthly  Review^  vol.  53, 
p.  344* 
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living  of  Stillington ;  a  friend  of  hers,  in  the 
south,  had  promised  her,  that,  if  she  married 
a  dergyman  in  Yorkshire,  when  the  Hviqg 
became  Tacant,  he  would  make  her  a  compli- 
ment of  it.  I  remained  nearly  twenty  years 
at  Sutton,  doing  duty  at  both  places.  I  had 
then  very  good  health.  Books,  painting,' 
fiddling  and  shooting,  were  my  amusements. 
As  to  the  squire  of  the  parish,  I  cannot  say  we 
were  upon  a  very  friendly  footing ;  but  at  Stil- 
lington, the  family  of  the  C — s  showed  us  every 
kindness : — 'twas  most  truly  agreeable  to  be 
within  a  mile  and  a  half  of  an  amiable  family, 
who  were  ever  cordial  friends.  In  the  year 
1760,  I  took  a  house  at  York  for  your  mother 
and  yourself,  and  went  up  to  London  to  pub- 
lish* my  first  two  volumes  of  Shandy.^     In 

'  A  specimen  of  Mr  Sterne's  abilities  in  the  art  of  de- 
signing may  be  seen  in  Mr  Wodhul's  poems,  8vo.  177a. 

'  The  first  edition  was  printed  in  the  preceding  year  at 
York. 

'  The  following  is  the  order  in  which  Mr  Sterne's  pub- 
lications appeared  : — 

1747.  '^^  ^^^  ^^  Elijah  and  the  Widow  of  Zerephath 
considered.  A  Charity  Sermon,  preached  on  Good  Friday, 
April  1 7,  1 747i  for  the  support  of  Two  Charity  Schools  in 
York. 

1760.  The  Abuses  of  Conscience.  Set  forth  in  a  Sermon 
preached  in  the  Cathedral  Church  of  St  Peter's,  York,  at 
the  Summer  Assizes,  before  the  Hon.  Mr  Baron  Clive,  and 
the  Hon.  Mr  Baron  Smythe,  on  Sunday,  July  29,  1 760. 

1769.  Vol.  I  and  a  of  Tristram  Shandy. 

1760.  Vol.  I  and  a  of  Sermons. 

1 76 1.  Vol.  3  and  4  of  Tristram  Shandy. 
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that  year,  Lord  Fajconbridge  presented  me 
with  the  curacy  of  Cox  would;  a  sweet  retire- 
ment in  comparison  of  Sutton.  In  62, 1  went 
to  France^  before  the  peace  was  concluded, 
apd  you  both  followed  me.  I  left  you  both 
ia  France,  and  in  two  years  after,  I  went  to 
Italy,  for  the  reeovery  of  my  health;  and,  when 
I  called  upon  you,  I  tried  to  engage  your  mo- 
ther to  return  to  England  with  me :  ^  she  and 
yourself  are  at  length  come,  and  I  have  had 
the  inexpressible  joy  of  seeing  my  girl  every 
thijig  I  wished  for. ' 

a  /  have  set  down  these  particulars  relating  to 
my  family  and  self y  for  my  lyydia,  in  case  here- 
after she  might  have  a  curiosity  ^  or  a  kinder  mo- 
tive^  to  know  them.» 

To  these  notices,  the  following  brief  account 
of  his  death  has  been  added  by  another 
writer  It — 

«  As  Mr  Sterne,  in  the  foregoing  narrative, 
hath  brought  down  the  account  of  himself 
until  within  a  few  months  of  his  death,  it  re- 
mains only  to  mention,  that  he  left  York  about 

1 762.  Vol.  5  and  6  of  Tristram  Shandy. 

1 765.  Vol.  7  and  8  of  Tristram  Shandy. 

1 766.  Vol.  3,  4)  ^  ^nd  6,  of  Sermons. 

1767.  Vol.  9  of  Tristram  Shandy. 
1 768-  The  Sentimental  Journey. 

The  remainder  of  his  works  were  published  after  his 
death. 

*  From  this  passage,  it  appears  that  the  present  account 
of  Mr  Sterne's  life   and  family  were  written   about  six 
months  only  before  his  death. 
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the  end  of  the  year  1767,  and  came  lo  Lon- 
don, in  order  to  publisjbi  The  Sentimental  Jour- 
ney ^  vrhich  he  had  written  during  the  preced- 
ing summer^  At  his  fevourite  living  of  Cox- 
would.  His  health  had  heen  for  some  time 
decliniing ;  but  he  continued  to  visit  his  friends, 
and  retained  his  usual  flow  of  spirits.  In 
Feb.  1 768,  he  began  to  perceive  the  approaches 
of  death ;  and  with  the  concern  of  a  good 
man,  and  the  solicitude  of  an  affectionate  pa- 
rent, devoted  his  attention  to  the  future  wel- 
fiire  of  his  daughter.  His  letters,  at  this  period, 
reflect  so  much  credit  on  his  character,  that  it 
is  to  Jbe  lamented  some  others  in  the  collec- 
tion were  permitted  to  see  the  light.  After  a 
short  struggle  witli  his  disorder,  his  debilitated 
and  worn-out  frame  submitted  to  fate  on  the 
1 8th  day  of  March,  1768,  at  his  lodgings  in 
Boxid  Street.  He  was  buried  at  the  new  bu- 
rying ground,  belonging  to  the  parish  of  St 
XJeorge,  Hanover  Square,  on  the  22d  of  the 
same  month,  in  the  most  private  manner;  and 
hath  since  been  indebted  to  strangers  for  a 
monument  very  unworthy  of  his  memory  ;  on 
which  the  following  lines  are  inscribed  : — 

Near  to  this  place 

lies  the  body  of 

The  Uev.  Laureace  Sterne,  A.M. 

Died  September  i3,  1768,* 

A(jed  53  years." 

'  It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  observe  that  this  date  is 
erroneous. 
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To  these  memoirs  v^e  can  only  add  a  few 
circumstances.  The  ArcU)ishop  of  York,  re- 
ferred to  as  great  grandfather  of  the  Author, 
was  Dr  Richard  Sterne,  who  died  in  June, 
1 683.  The  family  came  from  Suffolk  to  Not- 
tinghamshire, and  are  described  by  Guiliam  as 
bearing.  Or  a  cheveron,  between  three  crosses 
flory  sable.  The  crest  is  that  Starling  proper, 
which  the  pen  of  Yorick  has  rendered  im- 
mortal. 

Sterne  was  educated  at  Jesus  College,  Cam- 
bridge, and  took  the  degree  of  M.A.  there  in 
1740.  His  protector  and  patron,  in  the  outset 
of  life,  was  his  uncle  Jaques  Sterne,  D.D.,  who 
was  Prebendary  of  Durham,  Canon  Residen- 
tiary, Precentor,  and  Prebendary  of  York,  with 
other  good  preferments ;  Dr  Sterne  was  a 
keen  Whig,  and  zealous  supporter  of  the  Ha- 
noverian succession.  The  politics  of  the  times 
being  particularly  violent,  he  was  engaged  in 
many  controversies,  particularly  with  Dr  Ri- 
chard Burton  (the  original  of  Dr  Slop),  whom 
he  had  arrested  upon  a  charge  of  high-treason, 
during  the  affair  of  1745.  Laurence  Sterne, 
in  the  Memoir  which  precedes  these  notices, 
represents  himself  as  having  quarrelled  with 
his  uncle,  because  he  would  not  assist  him 
with  his  pen  in  controversies  of  this  descrip- 
tion. 

When  settled  in  Yorkshire,  Sterne  has  re- 
presented his  time  as   much  engaged  with 
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books,  fiddling,  and  painting.  The  former 
seem  to  have  been  in  a  great  measure  supplied 
by  the  library  of  Skelton  Castle,  the  abode  of 
his  intimate  friend  and  relation,  John  Hall 
Stevenson,  author  of  the  witty  and  indecent 
collection,  entitled  Crazy  Tales^  where  there 
is  a  very  humorous  description  of  his  ancient 
residence,  under  the  name  of  Crazy  Castle. 
This  library  had  the  same  cast  of  antiquity 
which  belonged  to  the  castle  itself,  and  doubt- 
less contained  much  of  that  rubbish  of  ancient 
literature  in  which  the  labour  and  ingenuity 
of  Sterne  contrived  to  find  a  mine.  UntiL 
1759,  Sterne  had  only  printed  two  sermons; 
but  in  that  year  he  surprised  the  world,  by 
publishing  the  first  two  volumes  of  Tristram 
Shandy.  Sterne  states  himself,  in  a  letter  to 
a  friend,  as  being  « tired  of  employing  his 
brains  for  other  people's  advantage — a  foolish 
sacrifice  I  have  made  for  some  years  to  an  un- 
grateful person. » — This  passage  probably  al- 
ludes to  his  quarrel  with  his  uncle  ;  and  as  he 
mentions  having  taken  a  small  house  in  York, 
for  the  education  of  his  daughter,  it  is  probable 
that  he  looked  to  his  pen  for  some  assistance, 
though,  in  a  letter  to  a  nameless  doctor,  who 
had  accused  him  of  writing  in  order  to  have 
nummian  in  loculoy  he  declares  he  wrote  not  to 
be  fed,  but  to  be  famous.  Tristram^  however, 
procured  the  author  both  fame  and  profit. 
The  brilliant  genius  which   mingled  with  so 

8. 
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much  real  or  affected  eccentricity, — the  gaping 
astonishment  of  the  readers  who  could  not 
conceive  the  drift  or  object  of  the  publication, 
with  the  ingenuity  of  those  who  attempted  to 
discover  the  meaning  of  passages  which  really 
'  had  none,  gave  the  book  a  most  extraordinary 
degree  of  ^clat.  But  the  applause  of  the  public 
was  not  unmingled  with  censure.  Sterne  was 
not  on  good  terms  with  his  professional  bre- 
tjiren :  he  had  too  much  wit,  and  too  little 
forbearance  "in  the  use  of  it;  too  much  viva- 
city, and  too  little  respect  for  his  cloth  and 
character,  to  inaintain  the  formalities,  not  to 
say  the  decencies,  of  the  clerical  station ;  and 
he  had,  in  the  full  career  of  his  humour,  as- 
signed to  some  of  his  grave  compeers  ridi- 
culous epithets  and  characters,  which  they  did 
not  resent  the  less,  that  they  were  certainly 
witty,  and  probably  applicable.  Indeed,  to 
require  a  man  to  pardon  an  insult  on  account 
of  the  wit  which  accompanies  the  infliction, 
although  it  is  what  jesters  often  seem  to  ex- 
pect, is  desiring  him  to  admire  the  painted 
feathers  which  wing  the  dart  by  which  he  is 
wounded.  The  tumult  was  therefore  loud  on 
all  sides ;  but  amid  shouts  of  applause  and 
cries  of  ciensure  the  notoriety  of  Tristram 
spread  still  wider  and  vvider,  and  the  fame  of 
Sterne  rose  in  proportion.  The  author  there- 
fore triumphed,  and  bid  the  critics  defiance. 
*I  shall  be  attacked -and  pelted, »  he  savs,  in 
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one  of  his  letters,  «  either  from  cellar  or  gar- 
ret, write  what  I  will ;  and  besides,  must  ex- 
pect to  have  a  party  against  me  of  many  hun- 
dreds, who  either  do  not,  or  will  not,  laugh — 
'tis  enough  that  I  divide  the  world-— at  least  I 
will  rest  contented  with  it.»  On  another- oc- 
casion, he  says,  « If  my  enemies  knew  that,  by 
this  rage  of  abuse  and  ill-will,  they  were  effec- 
tually serving  the  interests  both  of  myself  and 
works,  they  would  be  more  quiet ;  but  it  has 
been  the  fate  of  my  betters,  who  have  found 
that  the  way  to  fame  is  like  the  way  to  heaven, 
through  much  tribulation ;  and  till  I  shall  have 
(he  honour  to  be  as  much  maltreated  as  Ba- 
belais  and  Swift  were,  I  must  continue  humble, 
for  I  have  not  filled  up  the  measure  of  half 
their  persecutions.)) 

The  author  went  to  London  to  enjoy  his 
fame,  and  met  with  all  that  attention  which 
the  public  gives  to  men  of  notoriety.  He 
boasts  of  being  engaged  fourteen  dinners 
deep,  and  received  this  hospitality  as  a  tri- 
bute; while  his  contemporaries' saw  the  festi- 
vity in  a  very  different  light.  «  Any  man  who 
has  a  name,  or  who  has  the  power  of  pleas- 
ing,)) said  Johnson,  «  will  be  very  generally 
invited  in  London.  The  nian  Sterne^  I  am 
told,  has  had  engagements  for  three  months. » 
Johnson  s  feelings  of  morality  and  respect  for 
the.  priesthood  led  him  to  speak  of  Sterne 
with  contempt;  but,  when  Goldsmith  added, 
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«  and  a  very  dull  fellow, »  he  replied,  with 
his  emphatic,  «  Why,  tio,  sir.» 

The  first  two  volumes  of  Tristram  proved 
introductors — singular  in  their  character,  cer- 
tainly— to  two  volumes  of  sermons  which  the 
simple  name  of  the  Reverend  Laurence  Sterne 
(ere  yet  he  became  known  as  the  author  of 
h  fine  novel)  would  never  have  recommended 
to  notice,  but  which  were  sought  for  and  read 
eagerly  under  that  of  Yorick.  They  main* 
tained  the  character  of  the  author  for  wit, 
genias,  and  eccentricity. 

The  third  and  fourth  volumes  of  Tristram 
ap^eaired  in  1761,  and  the  fifth  and  sixth  in 
17&1.  Both  these  publications  were  as  po- 
pular as  the  first  two  volumes.  The  seventh 
and  eighth,  which  came  forth  in  1766,  did  not 
attract  so  much  attention.  The  novelty  was 
in  a  great  measure  over;  and,  although  they 
contain  some  of  the  most  beautiful  passages 
that  ever  fell  from  the  author's  pen,  yet  nei- 
ther Uncle  Toby  nor  his  faithful  attendant 
were  sufficient  to  attract  the  public  attention 
in  the  same  degree  as  before.  Thus  the  po- 
pularity of  this  singular  work  was,  for  a  time, 
impeded  by  that  singular  and  affected  style, 
which  had  at  first  attracted  by  its  novelty,  but 
which  ceased  to  please  when  it  was  no  longer 
new.  Four  additional  volumes  of  sermons 
appeared  in  1766;  and,  in  1767,  the  ninth  and 
last  volume  of  Tristram  Shandy.   «  I  shall  pub- 
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lish^x^  he  says,  n  but  one  this  year;  and  the 
next  I  shall  begin  a  new  work  of  four  vokimes^ 
which,  when  finished,  I  shall  continue  Tm- 
tram  with  fresh  spirit.  >» 

The  new  work  was  unquestionably  his 
Sentimental  Journey;  for  which,  according  to 
the  eridence  of  La  Fleur,  Sterne  had  made 
much  larger  collections  than  were  ever  des- 
tined to  see  the  light.  The  author's  health 
was  BOW  become  extremely  feeble,  and  his 
Italian  travels  were  designed,  if  possible,  to 
relieve  his  consumptive  complaints.  The  re- 
medy proved  unsuccessful;  yet  he  lived  to 
arrive  in  England,  and  to  prepare  for  the  press^ 
the  first  part  of  the  SentimentalJoumey,  which 
was  pubUshed  in  1768. 

In  this  place  we  may  insert  with  propriety 
those  notices  of  Sterne  and  his  valet  La  Fleur, 
which  appear  in  Mr  Davis's  interesting  selec- 
tion of  anecdotes,  which  he  has  entitled  an 
Olio. 

u  JjOl  Fleur  was  born  in  Burgundy  :  when  a 
mere  child,  he  conceived  a  strong  passion  to 
see  the  world,  and  at  eight  years  of  age  ran 
away  from  his  parents.  His  prevenancy  was 
always  his  passport,  and  his  wants  were  ea- 
sily supplied — milk,  bread,  and  a  straw-bed 
amongst  the  peasantry,  were  all  he  wanted 
for  th6  night,  and  in  the  morning  he  wished 
to  be  on  his  way  again.  This  rambling  life 
he  continued  till  he  attained  his  tenth  year, 
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when,  being  one  day  on  the  Pont-Neuf,  at 
Paris,  surveying  with  wonder  the  objects  that 
surrounded  him,  he  was  accosted  by  a  drum- 
mer, who  easily  enlisted  him  in  the  service. 
Por  six  years  La  Fleur  beat  his  drum  in  the 
French  army;  two  years  more  would  have 
entitled  him  to  his  discharge,  but  he  preferred 
anticipation,  and,  exchanging  dress  with  a 
peasant,  easily  made  his  escape.  By  having 
recourse  to  his  old  expedients,  he  made  his 
way  to  Montreuil,  where  he  introduced  him- 
self to  Varenne,  who  fortunately  took  a  fancy 
to  him.  The  little  accommodations  he  needed 
were  given  to  him  with  cheerfulness:  and,  as 
what  we  sow  we  wish  to  see  flourish,  this 
worthy  landlord  promised  to  get  him  a  master; 
and,  as  he  deemed  the  best  not  better  than 
La  Fleur  merited,  he  promised  to  recommend 
him  to  un  milord  anglais.  He  fortunately  could 
perform  as  well  as  promise,  and  he  introduced 
him  to  Sterne,  ragged  as  a  colt,  but  full  of 
health  and  hilarity.  The  little  picture  which 
Sterne  has  drawn  of  La  Fleur's  amours  is  so 
far  true — -He  was  fond  of  a  very  pretty  girl  at 
Montreuil,  the  elder  of  two  sisters,  who,  if 
living,  he  said,  resembled  the  Maria  of  Mou- 
lines;  her  he  aftei'wards  married,'  and  what- 
ever proof  it  might  be  of  his  affection,  was 
none  of  his  prudence,  for  it  made  him  not  a 
jot  richer  or  happier  than  he  was  before.  She 
was  a  mantua-maker,  and  her  closest  appli- 
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cation  could  produce  do  more  than  six  sous  a. 
day.  Finding  that  her  assistance  could  go 
little  towards  their  support,  and  after  having 
had  a  daughter  by  her,  they  separated,  and 
he  went  to  service.  At  length,  with  what 
money  he  had  got  together  by  his  servitude, 
he  returned  to  his  wife,  and  they  took  a  public-^ 
house  in  Royal-street,  Calais. — ^There  ill-luck 
attended  him, — war  broke  out,  and  the  loss 
of  the  English  sailors,  who  navigated  the  pac- 
kets, and  who  were  his  principal  customers, 
so  reduced  his  little  business,  that  he  was 
obliged  again  to  quit  his  wife,  and  confide  to 
her  guidance  the  little  trade  which  was  in- 
sufficient to  suppoi*t  them  both.  He  returned 
in  March,  1783,  but  his  wife  had  fled.  A  stroll- 
ing company  of  comedians  passing  through 
the  town,  had  seduced  her  from  her  home, 
and  no  tale  or  tidings  of  her  have  ever  since 
reached  him.  From  the  period  he  lost  his 
wife,  says  our  informant,  he  has  frequently 
visited  England,  to  whose  natives  he  is  ex- 
tremely partial,  sometimes  as  a  sergeant,  at 
others  as  an  express.  Where  zeal  and  dili- 
gence were  required  La  Fleur  was  never  yet 
wanting. » 

In  addition  to  La  Fleur  s  account  of  him- 
self ( continues  Mr  Davis),  the  writer  of  the 
preceding  obtained  from  him  several  little 
circumstances  relative  to  his  master,  as  well 
as  the  characters  depicted  by  him,  a  few  of 
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which,  as  they  would  lose  by  abridgement, 
I  shall  give  verbatim. 

«  There  were  moments,  9  said  La  Fleur, 
«  in  which  my  master  appeared  sunk  into  the 
deepest  dejection — when  his  calls  upon  me 
for  my  services  were  so  seldom,  that  I  some- 
times  apprehensively  pressed  in  upon  his 
privacy,  to  suggest  what  I  thought  might  di- 
vert his  melancholy.  He  used  to  smile  at  my 
well-meant  zeal,  and,  I  could  see,  was  happy 
to  be  relieved.  At  others,  he  seemed  to  have 
received  a  new  soul — he  launched  into  the 
levity  natural  a  mon  pays^y»  said  La  Fleur, 
«  and  cried  gaily  enough,  ^vive  la  bagatelle  T 
It  was  in  one  of  those  moments  that  he  be- 
came acquainted  with  the  grisette  at  the  glove- 
shop — she  afterwards  visited  him  at  his  lodg- 
ings, upon  which  La  Fleur  made  not  a  single 
remark ;  but,  on  naming  the  fille  de  ckambre, 
his  other  visitant,  he  exclaimed,  *  It  was  cer- 
tainly a  pity  she  was  so  pretty  and  petite  J*  n 

The  lady  mentioned  under  the  initial  L. 
was  the  Marquise  Lamberti;  to  the  interest 
of  this  lady  he  was  indebted  for  the  passport, 
which  began  to  make  him  seriously  uneasy. 
Count  de  B.  (Breteuil),  notwithstanding  the 
Shakspeare,  La  Fleur  thinks,  would  have 
troubled  himself  little  about  him.  Choiseul 
was  minister  at  the  time. 

«  Poor  Maria 
Was,  alas  1  no  fiction. — When  we  came  up  to 
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her,  she  was  grovelling  in  the  road  like  an 
infant,  and  throwing  the  dust  upon  her  head 
-^and  yet  few  were  more  lovely.  Upon 
Steme^s  accosting  her  with  tenderness^  and 
raising  her  in  his  arms,  she  collected  herself, 
and  resumed  some  composure — told  him  her 
tale  of  misery,  and  wept  upon  his  breast— my 
master  sobbed  aloud.  I  saw  her  gently  dis» 
engage  herself  from  his  arms,  and  she  sung 
him  the  service  to  the  virgin;  my  poor  master 
covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  and  walked 
by  her  side  t&  the  cottage  where  she  lived; 
there  he  talked  earnestly  to  the  old  woman «» 

m  Every  day,»  said  La  Fleur,  «  while  we 
stayed  there,  I  carried  them  meat  and  drink 
from  the  hotel,  and  when  we  departed  from 
Moulines,  my  master  left  his  blessings  and 
some  money  with  the  mother. » —  «  How 
much,»  added  he,  «  I  know  not — he  always 
gave  more  than  he  could  afford. » 

Sterne  was  frequently  at  a  loss  upon  his 
travels  for  ready  money.  Remittances  w^re 
become  interrupted  by  war,  and  he  had 
wrongly  estimated  his  expenses;  he  had  reck- 
oned along  the  post-roads,  without  adverting 
to  the  wretchedness  that  was  to  call  upon  him 
in  his  way. 

t  At  many  of  our  stages  my  master  has 

turned  to  me  with  tears  in  his  eyes  —  *  These 

poor  people  oppress  me,  La  Fleur;  how  shall 

I  relieve  them?'     He  wrote  much,  and  to  a 
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late  hour.»  I  told  La  Fleur  of  the  inconsider- 
able quantity  he  had  published ;  he  expressed 
extreme  surprise.  «Iknow,»  said  he,  «  upon 
our  return  from,  this  tour,  there  was  a  large 
trunk  completely  filled  with  papers. »  «  Do 
you  know  any  thing  of  their  tendency,  La 
Fleur?»  «Yes,  they  were  miscellaneous  re- 
marks upon  the  manners  of  the  different  na- 
tions he  visited;  and,  in  Italy,  he  was  deeply 
engaged  in  making  the  most  elaborate  inqui- 
ries into  the  different  governments  of  the 
towns,  and  the  characteristic  peculiarities  of 
the  Italians  of  the  various  states.)) 

To  effect  this,  he  read  much;  for  the  col- 
lections of  the  patrons  of  literature  were  open 
to  him;  he  observed  more.  Singular  as  it 
may  seem,  Sterne  endeavoured  in  vain  to 
speak  Italian.  His  valet  acquired  it  on  their 
journey;  but  his  master,  though  he  applied 
now  and  then,  gave  it  up  at  length  as  unat- 
tainable.—  «I  the  more  wondered  at  this,» 
said  La  Fleur,  «  as  he  must  have  understood 
Latin. » 

The  assertion,  sanctioned  by  Johnson^  that 
Sterne  was  licentious  and  dissolute  in  conver- 
sation, stands  thus  far  contradicted  by  the 
testimony  of  La  Fleur  :  «  His  conversatioa 
with  women, »  he  said,  «  was  of  the  most  in- 
teresting kind;  he  usually  left  them  serious> 
if  he  did  not  find  them  so..» 
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The  Dead  Ass 

Was  no  invention.  The  mourner  was  as 
simple  and  affecting  as  Sterne  has  related.  La 
Fleur  recollected  the  circumstance  perfectly. 

To  Monks 

Sterne  never  exhibited  any  particular  sym- 
pathy. La  Fleur  remembered  several  pressing 
in  upon  him,  to  all  of  whom  his  answer  was 
the  same — Mon  p^e,  je  suis  occupd,  Je  suis 
pauvre  comme  vous. 


In  February,  1768,  Laurence  Sterne,  his 
frame  exhausted  by  long  debilitating  illness, 
expired  at  his  lodgings  in  Bond-street,  Lon- 
don. There  was  something  in  the  manner  of 
his  death  singularly  resembling  the  particulars 
detailed  by  Mrs  Quickly,  as  attending  that  of 
Falstaff,  the  compeer  of  Yorick  for  infi^te 
jest,  however  unlike  in  other  particulars.  As 
he  lay  on  his  bed  totally  exhausted,  he  com- 
plained that  his  feet  were  cold,  and  requested 
the  female  attendant  to  chafe  them.  She  did 
8O9  and  it  seemed  to  relieve  him.  He  com- 
plained that  the  cold  came  up  higher;  and 
whilst  the  assistant  was  in  the  act  of  chafing 
his  ancles  and  legs,  he  expired  without  a 
groan.  It  was  also  remarkable  that  his  death 
took  place  much  in  the  manner  which  he  him^ 
self  had  wished ;  and  that  the  last  offices  were 
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rendered  him,  not  iii  his  own  house,  or  by  the 
hand  of  kindred  affection,  but  in  an  inn,  and 
by  strangers. 

We  are  well  acquainted  with  Sterne's  fea- 
tures and  personal  appearance;  to  which  he 
himself  frequently  alludes.  He  was  tall  and 
thin,  with  a  hectic  and  consumptive  appear- 
ance. His  features,  though  capable  of  express- 
ing with  peculiar  effect  the  sentimental  emo- 
tidns  Jby  which  he  was  often  affected,  had  also 
.  a  shrewd,  humorous,  and  sarcastic  expression, 
proper  to  the  wit  and  the  satirist.  His 
conversation  v^s  animated  and  witty;  but 
Johnson  complained  that  it  was  marked  by 
licence,  better  suiting  the  company  of  the 
Lord  of  Crazy  Castle,  than  of  the  great  Mo- 
ralist. It  has  been  said,  and  probably  with 
truth,  that  his  temper  was  variable  and  un- 
equal, the  natural  consequence  of  irritable 
temperament,  and  continued  bad  health.  But 
we  will  not  readily  believe  that  the  parent  of 
uncle  Toby  could  be  a  harsh,  or  habitually  a 
bad-humoured  man.  Sterne's  letters  to  his 
friends,  and  especially  to  his  daughter,  breathe 
all  the  fondness  of  affection ;  and  his  resources, 
such  as  they  were,  $eem  to  have  been  always 
at  the  command  of  those  whom  he  loved. 

If  we  consider  Sterne's  reputation  as  chiefly 
founded  upon  Trisireim  Shxmdy^  he  must  be 
considered  as  liable  to  two  severe  charges ; — 
those,  namely,  of  indecency,  and  of  affectation. 
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UpoB  the  first  accusation  Sterne  himself  wa» 
peculiarly  sore,  and  used  to  justify  the  licen- 
tiousness of  his  humour  by  representing  it  as 
a  mere  breach  of  decorum,  which  had  n» 
perilous  consequence  to  morals.  The  fbUow- 
iog  anecdote  we  have  from  a  sure  source. 
Soon,  after  Tristram  had  appeared,  Sterne 
asked  a  Yorkshire  lady  of.  fortune  and  condi* 
tioa  whether  she  had  read  his  book,  a  I  have 
not^  Mr  Sterne, »  was  the  answer;  «  and,  to  be 
plain  nfith  you,  I  am  informed  it  is  not  proper 
for  female  perusal. » — aMy  dear  good  lady,i^ 
replied  the  author,  «  ib  not  be  gulled  by  such 
stories ;  the  book  is  like  your  young  heir  there,, 
(pointing  to  a  child  of  three  years  old,  wha 
was  rolling  on  the  carpet  in  his  white  tunics) 
he  shows  at  times  a  good  deal  that  is  usually 
concealed,  but  it  is  all  in  perfect  innocence !» 
This  witty  excuse  may  be  so  far  admitted; 
for  it  cannot  be  said  that  the  licentious  hu* 
mour  of  Tristram  Shandy  is  of  the  kind  which 
applies  itself  to  die  passions,  or  is  calculated 
to  corrupt  society.  But  it  is  a  sin  against  taste, 
if  allowed  to  be  harmless  as  to  morals.  A 
handful  of  mud  is  neither  a  fire  brand  nor  a 
stone;  but  to  fling  it  about  in  sport,  argues 
coarseness  of  taste,  and  want  of  common 
manners. 

Sterne,  however,  began  and  ended  by  brav- 
ing the  censure  of  the  world  in  this  particular. 
A  remarkable   passage  in  one  of  his  letters 
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shows  how  lightly  he  was  disposed  to  esteem 
the  charge ;  and  what  is  singular  enough,  his 
plan  for  turning  it  into  ridicule  seems  to  have 
been  serious,  a  Crebillon  {le  fils)  has  made  a 
convention  with  me,  which,  if  he  is  not  too 
lazy,  will  be  no  bad  persiflage.  As  soon  as  I 
get  to  Toulouse,  he  has  agreed  to  write  me  an 
expostulatory  letter  on  the  indecencies  of 
Tristram  Shandy — which  is  to  be  answered  by 
recrimination  upon  the  liberties  in  his  own 
works.  These  are  to  be  printed  together — 
Crebillon  against  Sterne — Sterne  against  Cre- 
billon— the  copy  to  be  sold,  and  the  money 
equally  divided:  this  is  good  Swiss  policy. » 

In  like  manner,  the  greatest  admirers  of 
Sterne  must  own,  that  his  style  is  affected, 
eminently,  and  in  a  degree  which  even  his 
wit  and  pathos  are  inadequate  to  support. 
The  style  of  Rabelais,  which  he  assumed  for 
his  model,,  is  to  the  highest  excess  rambling, 
excursive,  and  intermingled  with  the  greatest 
absurdities.  But  Rabelais  was  in  some  mea- 
sure compelled  to  adopt  this  harlequin's,  habit, 
in  order  that,  like  licensed  jesters,  he  might, 
under  the  cover  of  his  folly,  have  perinission 
to  vent  bis  satire  against  church  and  state. 
Sterne  assumed  the  manner  of  his  master, 
only  as  a  mode  of  attracting  attention,  and  of 
making  the  public  stare;  and,  therefore,  his 
extravagancies,  like  those  of  a  feigned  mad- 
man, are  cold  and  forced,  even  in  the  midst 
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of  his  most  irregular  flights.  A  man  may,  in 
the  present  day,  be,  with  perfect  impunity,  as 
wise  or  as  witty  as  he  can,  without  assuming 
the  cap  and  hells  of  the  ancient  jester  as-  an 
apology ;  and  that  Sterne  chose  voluntarily  to 
appear  under  such  a  disguise,  must  be  set 
down  as  mere  affectation,  and  ranked  with  the 
tricks  of  black  or  marbled  pages,  as  used 
merely  ad.jcaptandum  vulgus.  All  popularity 
thus  founded,,  carries  in  it  the  seeds  of  decay ; 
for  ecc^htrieity  in  composition,  like  fantastic 
modes  of  dress,  however  attractive  when  first 
introduced,  is  sure  to  be  caricatured  by  stupid 
imitators,  tQ  become  soon  unfashionable,  and 
of  course  to  be  neglected. 

If  we  proceed  to  look  more  closely  into  the 
manner  of  composition  which  Sterne  thought 
proper  to  adopt,  we  fi>nd  a  sure  guide  in  the 
ingenious  Dr  Ferriar,  of  Manchester,  who, 
with  most  singular  patience,  has  traced  our 
author  through  the  hidden  sources  whence  he 
borrowed  most  of  his  learning,  and  many  of 
his  more  striking  and  peculiar  expressions. 
Rabelais  (much  less  read  than  spoken  of),  the 
lively  but  licentious  miscellany  called  Moyen 
de  parvenir^  and  D'Aubigne's  Baron  de  Feenestey 
with  many  other  forgotten  authors  of  the  six- 
teenth century,  were  successively  laid  under 
contribution.  Burton's  celebrated  work  on 
Melancholy  (which  Dr  Ferriar's  Essay  in- 
stantly raised  to  double  price  in  the  book- 
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market)  afforded  Sterne  an  endless  mass  of 
quotations,  with  vvrhich  he  unscrupulously  gar- 
nished his  pages,  as  if  they  had  been  collected 
in  the  course  of  his  ovfu  extensive  reading. 
The  style  of  the  same  author,  together  with 
that  of  Bishop  Hall,  furnished  the  author  of 
Tristram  with  many  of  those  whimsical  expres- 
sions, similes,  and  illustrations,  which  were 
long  l>elieved  the  genuine  effusions  of  his  own 
eccentric  wit.  For  proofs  of  this  sweeping 
charge  we  must  refer  the  readers  to  Dr  Fer- 
riar's  well-known  Essay  and  Illustrations,  as 
he  delicately  term&  them,  of  Sterne's  Writings, 
in  which  it  is  clearly  shown,  that  he,  whose 
manner  and  style  were  so  long  thought  ori- 
ginal, was,  in  fact,  the  most  unhesitating  pla- 
giarist who  ever  cribbed  from  his  predecessors 
in  order  to  garnish  his  own  pages.  It  must  be 
owned,.,  at  the  same  time,  that  Sterne  selects 
the  materials  of  his  mosaic  work  with  so  much 
art,  places  them  so  well,  and  polishes  them  so 
highly,  that  in  most  cases  we  are  disposed  to 
pardon  the  want  of  originality,  in  considera- 
tion of  the  exquisite  talent  with  which  the 
borrowed  materials  are  wrought  up  into  the 
new  form. 

One  of  Sterne's  most  singular  thefts,  consi- 
dering the  tenor  of  the  passage  stolen,  is  his 
declamation  against  literary  depredators  of 
his  own  class:  «  Shall  we,»  says  Sterne,  «  for 
ever  make  new  books,  as  apothecaries  make 
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new  medicines,  by  pouring  only  out  of  one 
yeftsel  into  another?  Are  we  for  ever  to  be 
twisting  and  untwisting  the  same  rope — for 
ever  in  the  same  track — for  ever  at  the  same 
pace?*  The  words  of  Burton  are,  «  As  apo- 
theearies,  we  make  new  mixtures,  every  day 
pour  out  of  one  vessel  into  another;  and  as 
the  Romans  robbed  all  the  citiesi  in  the  world 
to«et  out  their  bad-sited  Rome,  we  skim  the 
cream  of  other  men's  wits,  pick  the  choice 
ilowers  of  their  tilled  gardens,  to  set  out  our 
own  sterile  plots.  We  weave  the  same  web, 
still  twist  the  same  rope  again  and  again. »  We 
Cannot  help  wondering  at  the  coolness  with 
which  Sterne  could  transfer  to  his  own  work 
so  eloquent  a  tirade  against  the  very  arts  which 

he  was  practising. 

Much  has  been  said  about  the  right  of  an  au- 
thor to  avail  himself  of  his  predecessors'  la- 
bours; and,  certainly,  in  a  general  sense,  he 
that  revives  the  wit  and  learning  of  a  former 
age,  and  puts  it  into  the  form  likely  to  capti- 
vate his  own,  confers  a  benefit  on  his  contem- 
poraries. But  to  plume  himself  with  the  very 
language  and  phrases  of  former  writers,  and  to 
pass  their  wit  and  learning  for  his  own,  was 
the  more  unworthy  in  Sterne,  as  he  had  enough 
of  original  talent,  had  he  chosen  to  exert  it, 
to  have  dispensed  with  all  such  acts  of  literary 
petty  larceny. 

Tristram  Shandy  is  no  narrative,  but  a  col- 
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taction  q£  scenes,  dialoigues,  and  portraits,  hu- 
morous or  affecting,  intermixed  with  much 
wit  and  Yfith  much  learning,  original  or  bor- 
rowed.    It  resembles  the  irregularities  of  a 
gothic  room^  built  by  some  ianciful  collector, 
to  contain  the  miscellaneous  remnants  of  anti- 
quity which  his  pains  have  accumulated,  and 
bearing  as  little  proportion  in  its  parts,  as  the 
pieces  of  rusty  armour  with  which  it  is  deco- 
rated.    Viewing  it  in  this  light,  the  principal 
figure  is  Mr  Shandy  the  elder,  whose  character 
is  formed,  in  many  respects,  upon  that  of  Mar- 
ti nus  Scriblerus.     The  history  of  Martin  was 
designed  by  the  celebrated  club  of  wits,  by 
whom  it  was  commenced,  as  a  satire  upon  the 
ordinary  pursuits  of   learning    and   science. 
Sterne,  on  the  contrary,  had  no  particular  ob- 
ject of   ridicule;   his    business  was   only  to 
create  a  person,  to  whom  he  could  attach  the 
great  quantity  of  extraordinary  reading,  and 
antiquated  learning  which  he  had  collected. 
He,  therefore,  supposed  in  Mr  Shandy  a  man 
of  an  active  and  metaphysical,  but,  at  the  same 
time,  a  whimsical  cast  of  mind,   whom  too 
much  and   too   miscellaneous    learning  had 
brought  within  a  step  or  two  of  madness,  and 
who  acts,  in  the  ordinary  affairs  of  life,  upon 
the  absurd  theories  adopted  by  the  pedants  of 
past  ages.     He  is  most  admirably  contrasted 
with  his  wife,  well  described  as  a  good  lady  of 
the  true  poco^curante  school,  who  neither  ob- 
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atructed  the  progress  of  her  husband's  bobby- 
horse,  to  nse  a  phrase  which  Sterne  has  ren- 
dered clasflicaly  nor  could  be  prevailed  upon 
to  spare  him  the  least  admiration  for  the  grace 
«td  dexterity  with  which  he  managed  it. 

Yorick,  the  lively,  witty,  sensitive,  and 
heedless  parson,  is  the  well-known  personifi- 
cation of  Sterne  himself,  and  undoubtedly, 
like  every  portrait  of  himself,  drawn  by  a 
master  of  the  art,  bore  a  strong  resemblance 
to  the  original.  Still,  however,  there  are 
shades  of  simplicity  thrown  into  the  character 
of  Yorick,  which  did  not^exist  in  that  of  Sterne. 
We  cannot  beHeve  that  the  jests  of  the  latter 
were  so  void  of  malice  prepense,  or  that  his 
satire  entirely  flowed  out  of  honesty  of  mind 
and  mere  jocundity  of  humour.  It  must  be 
owned,  moreover,  that  Sterne  was  more  likely 
to  have  stolen  a  passage  out  of  Stevinus,  if  he 
could  have  found  one  to  his  purpose,  than  to 
have  left  one  of  his  manuscripts  in  the  volume, 
with  the  careless  indifference  of  Yorick.  Still, 
however,  we  gladly  recognise  the  general  like- 
ness between  the  author  and  the  child  of  his 
fancy,  and  willingly  pardon  the  pencil  whfch, 
in  the  delicate  task  of  self  delineation,  has 
softened  some  traits,  and  improved  others. 

Uncle  Toby,  with  his  faithful  squire,  the 
most  delightful  characters  in  the  work,  or  per^ 
haps  in  any  other,  are  drawn  with  such  a  pleas- 
ing force  and  discrimination  that  they  more 
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than  entitle  the  author  to  a  firee  pardon  for  his 
literary  peculations,  his  indecorum,  and  his 
affectation;  nay,  authorize  him  to  leave  the 
court  of  criticism,  not  forgiven  only,  but  ap- 
plauded and  rewarded,  as  one  who  has  exalted 
and  honoured  humanity,  and  impressed  upon 
his  readers  such  a  lively  picture  of  kindness 
and  benevolence,  blended  with  courage,  gal- 
lantry, and  simplicity,  that  their  hearts  must 
be  warmed  by  whenever  it  is  recalled  to  me- 
mory. Sterne,  indeed,  might  boldly  plead  in 
his  own  behalf,  that  the  passages  which  he 
borrowed  from  others  were  of  little  value,  in 
comparison  to  those  which  are  exclusively 
original ;  aud  that  the  former  might  have  been 
written  by  many  persons,  while  in  his  own 
proper  line  he  stands  alone  and  inimitable. 
Something  of  extravagance  may,  perhaps,  at- 
tach to  Uncle  Toby's  favourite  amusements. 
Yet  in  England,  where  men  think  and  act  with 
little  regard  to  the  ridicule  or  censure  of  their 
neighbours,  there  is  no  impossibility,  perhaps 
no  great  improbability,  in  supposing,  that  a 
humourist  might  employ  such  a  mechanical 
aid  as  my  Uncle's  bowling-green,  in  order  to 
encourage  and  assist  his  imagination,  in  the 
pleasing  but  delusive  task  of  castle  building. 
Men  bave  been  called  children  of  a  larger 
growth,  and  among  the  antic  toys  and  devices 
with  which  they  are  amused,  the  device  of  my 
Uncle,  with  whose  pleasures  we  are  so  much 
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disposed  to  sympathize,  does  not  seem  so  un-^ 
natural  :upon- reflection,  as  it  may  appear  at 
first  sight. 

It  is  well  known  (through  Dr  Ferriar's  la- 
bours) that  DrISlop,  with  all  his  obstetrica]  en- 
gines, may  be  identified  with  Dr  Burton,  of 
York,  who  published  a  treatise  of  Midwifery 
in  1 76 1 .  This  person,  as  we  have  elsewhere 
noticed,  was  on  bad  terms  with  Sterne's  uncle; 
and  though  there  had  come  strife  and  unkind- 
ness  between  the  uncle  and  the  nephew,  yet 
the  latter  seems  to  have  retained  aversion 
against  the  enemy  of  the  former.  But  Sterne, 
being  no  politician,  had  forgiven  the  Jacobite, 
and  only  persecutes  the  Doctor  with  his  rail- 
lery, as  a  quack  and  a  cathohc. 

It  is  needless  to  dwell  longer  on  a  work  so 
generally  known.  The  style  employed  by 
Sterne  is  fancifully  ornamented,*  but  at  the 
same  time  vigorous  and  masculine,  and  full  of 
that  animation  and  force  which  can  only  be 
derived  by  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  the 
early  English  prose-writers.  In  the  power  of 
approaching  and  touching  the  finer  feelings  of 
the  heart,  he  has  never  been  excelled,  if  in- 
deed, he  has  ever  been  equaUed ;  and  may  be 
at  once  recorded  as  one  of  the  most  affected, 
and  one  of  the  most  simple  writers, — as  one 
of  the  greatest  plagiarists,  and  one  of  the  most 
original  geniuses  whom  England  has  pro- 
duced.  Dr  Ferriar,  who  seemed  bom  to  trace 
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and  detect  the  various  mazes  through  which 
Sterae  carried  ou  his  depredations  upon  an- 
cient and  dusty  authors,  apologizes  for  the 
rigour  of  his  inquest,  hy  doing  justice  to  those 
merits  which  were  peculiarly  our  author's  own. 
We  cannot  better  close  this  article  than  with 
the  sonnet  in  which  his  ingenious  inquisitor 
makes  the  ameride  honorable  to  the  shade  of 
Yorick. 

«  Sterne,  for  whose  sake  I  plod  thrdii(^h  miry  ways. 

Of  antique  wit  and  quibbling  mazes  drear, 

Let  not  thy  shade  malignant  censure  fear, 

Though  ought  of  borrowed  mirth  my  search  betrays. 

Long  slept  that  mirth  in  dust  of  ancient  days  ; 

(Erewhile  to  Guise  or  wanton  Valois  dear) 

Till  waked  by  thee,  in  Skelton*s  joyous  pile. 

She  flung  on  Tristram  her  capricious  rays  ; 

But  the  quick  tear  that  checks  our  wondering  smile. 

In  sudden  pause,  or  unexpected  story, 

Owns  thy  true  mastery — and  Lefevre's  woes, 

Maria's  wanderings,  and  the  prisoner*s  throes. 

Fix  thee  conspicuous  on  the  throne  of  glory.* 


MRS  ANN  RADCLIFFE. 


The  life  of  Mrs  Aon  Radcliffe,  spent  in  the 
quiet  shade  of  domestic  privacy,  and  in  the 
interchange  of  familiar  affections  and  sym- 
pathies, appears  to  have  been  as  retired  and 
sequestered,  as  the  fame  of  her  writings  was 
brilliant  and  universal.  The  most  authentic 
account  of  her  birth,  family,  and  personal  ap- 
pearance, seems  to  be  that  contained  in  the 

following  communication  to  a  work  of  contem- 
porary biography. 

«  She  was  born  in  London,  in  the  year  1 764 
(9th  July);  the  daughter  of  William  and  Ann 
Ward,  who,  though  in  trade,  were  nearly  the 
only  persons  of  their  two  famihes  not  living  in 
handsome,  or  at  least  easy  independence.  Her 
paternal  grandmother  was  a  Cheselden,  the 
sister  of  the  celebrated  surgeon,  of  whose  kind 
regard  her  father  had  a  grateful  recollection, 
and  some  of  whose  presents,  in  books,  1  have 
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seen.  The  late  Lieutenant  Colonel  Cheselden, 
of  Somerby  in  Leicestershire,  was,  I  think, 
another  nephew  of  the  surgeon.    Her  father's 
aunt,  the  late  Mrs  Barwell,  first  of  Leicester, 
and  then  of  Duffield  in  Derbyshire,  was  one 
of  the  sponsors  at  her  baptism.    Her  maternal 
grandmother  was  Ann  Oates,  the  sister  of  Dr 
Samuel  Jebb,  of  Stratford,  who  was  the  father 
of  Sir  Richard :    on  that  side  she  was  also 
related  to  Dr  Halifax,  Bishop  of  Gloucester, 
and  to  Dr  Halifax,  physician  to  the  king.    Per- 
haps it  may  gratify  curiosity  to  state  farther, 
that  she  was  descended  from  a  near  relative  of 
the  De  Witts  of  Holland.     In  some  family 
papers  which  1  have  seen,  it  is  stated,  that  a 
De  Witt,  of  the  family  of  John  and  Cornelius, 
came  to  England,    under  the   patronage  of 
government,  upon  some  design  of  draining  the 
fens  in  Lincolnshire,    bringing  with  him  a 
daughter,  Amelia,  then  an  infant.    The  prose- 
cution of  the  plan  is  supposed  to  have  been 
interrupted  by  the  rebellion,  in  the  time  of 
Charles  the  First ;  but  De  Witt  appears  to  have 
passed  the  remainder  of  his  life  in  a  mansion 
near  Hull,  and  to  have  left  many  children,  of 
whom  Amelia  was  the  mother  of  one  of  Mrs 
Radcliffe's  ancestors. 

«  This  admirable  writer,  whom  I  remember 
from  about  the  time  of  her  twentieth  year, 
was,  in  her  youth,  of  a  figure  exquisitely  pro- 
portioned,   while  she  resenai)l6d  her  fether. 
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and  his  brother  and  sister,  in  being  low  of 
stature*  Her  complexion  was  beautiful,  as 
was  her  whole  countenance,  especially  her 
eyes,  eyebrows,  and  mouth.  Of  the  faculties 
of  her  mind  let  her  works  speak.  Her  tastes 
were  sudb  as  might  be  expected  from  those 
works.  To  contemplate  the  glories  of  crea- 
tion, but  more  particularly  the  grander  fea- 
tures of  their  display,  was  one  of  her  chief 
delights :  to  listen  to  fide  music  was  another. 
She  had  also  a  gratification  in  listening  to  any 
good  verbal  sounds ;  and  would  desire  to  hear 
passages  repeated  from  the  Latin  and  Greek 
classics ;  requiring,  at  intervals,  the  most  hteral 
translations  that  could  be  given,  with  all  that 
was  possible  of  their  idiom,  how  much  so  ever 
die  version  might  be  embarrassed  by  that  aim 
at  exactness.  Though  her  fancy  was  prompt, 
and  she  was,  as  will  readily  be  supposed, 
qualified  in  many  respects  for  conversation, 
she  had  not  the  confidence  and  presence  of 
mind,  without  which,  a  person  conscious  of 
being  observed,  can  scarcely  be  at  ease,  except 
in  long-tried  society.  Yet  she  had  not  been 
without  some  good  examples  of  what  must 
have  been  ready  conversation,  in  more  exten- 
sive circles.  Besides  that  a  great  part  of  her 
youth  had  been  passed  in  the  residences  of 
her  superior  relatives,  she  had  the  advantage 
of  being  much  loved,  when  a  child,  by  the 
late  Mr  Bentley;  to  whom,  on  the  establish- 
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ment  of  the  fabric  known  by  the  name  of 
Wedgwood  and  Bentley's,  was  appropriated 
the  superintendence  of  all  that  related  to  form 
and  design.  Mr  Wedgwood  was  the  intelligent 
man  of  commerce,  and  the  able  chemist;  Mr 
Bentley  the  lijan  of  more  general  literature, 
and  of  taste  in  the  arts.  One  of  her  mother's 
sisters  was  married  to  Mr  Bentley;  and  during 
the  life  of  her  aunt,  who  was  accomplished 
'according  to  the  moderation', — may  I  say  the 
wise  moderation  ? — of  that  day,  the  little  niece 
was  a  favourite  guest  at  Chelsea,  and  after- 
wards at  Tumbam  Green,  where  Mr  and  Mrs 
Bentley  resided.  At  their  house  she  saw  several 
persons  of  distinction  forliterature ;  and  others 
who,  without  having  been  so  distinguished, 
were  beneficial  objects  of  attention  for  their 
minds  and  their  manners.  Of  the  former 
class  the  late  Mrs  Montague,  and  once,  I  think, 
Mrs  Piozzi;  of  the  latter,  MrsOrd.  The  gen 
tieman,  called  Athenian  Stuart,  was  also  a 
visitor  there. » 

Thus  respectably  born  and  connected.  Miss 
Ward  at  the  age  of  23,  acquired  the  name 
which  she  made  so  famous,  by  marrying  Wil- 
liam Radcliffe,  Esq.  graduated  at  Oxford,  and 
a  student  of  law.  He  renounced  the  prosecution 
of  his  legal  -studies,  and  became  afterwards 
proprietor  and  editor  of  the  English  Chro- 
me le. 
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Thus  connected,  in  a  manner  which  must 
have  induced  her  to  cherish  her  literary  pow- 
ers, Mrs  Radcliffe  first  came  before  the  pubHc 
as  a  noTelist  in  1 789,  only  two  years  after  her 
marriage,  and  when  she  was  ^4  years  old.     A 
Romance,  entitled  the  Castles  of  Athlin  and 
Dunbayne^  which  she  then  produced,    gave 
bnt  moderate  intimation  of  the  author's  pecu- 
liar powers.     The  scene  is  laid  in  Scotland, 
during  the  dark  ages,  hut  without  any  attempt 
to  trace  either  the  peculiar  manners  or  scenery 
of  the  country  :  and  although,  in  reading  the 
work  with  that  express  purpose,  we  can  now 
trace  some  germs  of  that  taste  and  talent  for 
the  wild,  romantic,  and  mysterious,  which  the 
antiioress  afterwards  employed  with  such  ef- 
fect,  we  cannot  consider  the  work,  on  the 
whole,  as  by  any  means  worthy  of  her  pen. 
It  is  always,  however,  of  consequence  to  the 
history  of  human  genius  to  preserve  its  ear- 
lier efforts,  that  we  may  trace,  if  possible,  how 
theoakat  length  germinates  from  the  unmark- 
ed acorn. 

Mrs  Radcliffe's  genius  was  more  advan- 
tageously displayed  in  the  Sicilian  Romance^ 
which  appeared  in  1790,  and  as  we  ourselves 
well  recollect,  attracted  in  no  ordinary  degree 
the  attention  of  the  public.  This  work  dis- 
plays the  exuberance  and  fertility  of  imagina- 
tion, which  was   the  author's  principal  cha- 
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racteristic.  Adventures  heaped  on  adven- 
tures, in  quick  and  brilliant  succession,  with 
all  the  hair-breadth  charms  of  escape  or  cap- 
ture, hurry  the  reader  along  with  them,  and 
the  imagery  and  scenery,  by  which  the  action 
is  relieved,,  are  like  those  of  a  splendid  orien- 
tal tale.  Still  this  work  had  marked  traces  of 
the  defects  natural  to  an  unpractised  author. 
The  scenes  were  inartificially  connected,  and 
the  characters  hastily  sketched,  without  any 
attempt  at  individual  distinctions  ;  being 
cast  in  the  usual  mould  of  ardent  lovers, 
tyrannical  parents,  with  domestic  ruffians, 
guards  and  others,  who  had  wept  or  stormed 
through  the  chapters  of  romance  without 
much  alteration  in,  their  family  habits  or  fea- 
tures, for  a  quarter  of  a  century  before  Mrs 
Radcliffe's  time.  Nevertheless,  the  Sicilian 
Romance  attracted  much  notice  among  the 
novel-readers  of  the  day,  as  far  excelling  the 
ordinary  meagreness  of  stale  and  uninterest- 
ing incident  with  which  they  were  at  that 
time  regaled  from  the  Leadenhall  Press.  In- 
deed, the  praise  may  be  claimed  for  Mrs  Rad- 
cliffe,  of  having  been  the  first  to  introdace 
into  her  prose  fictions  a  tone  of  fanciful 
description  and  impressive  narrative,  which 
had  hitherto  been  exclusively  applied  to  poe- 
try. Fielding,  Richardson,  Smollett,  even 
Walpole,  though  writing  upon  an  imagina- 
tive subject,  are  decidedly  prose  authors.    Mrs 
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RaddifFe  has  a  title  to  be  considered  as  the 
firist  poetess  of  romantic  fiction,  that  is,  if 
actual  rhythm  shall  not  be  deemed  essential  to 
poetry. 

The  Romance  of  the  Forest^  which  appear- 
ed in  1 79 1 9  placed  the  author  at  once  in  that 
rank  and  pre-eminence  in  her  own  particular 
style  of  composition,  in  which  her  works 
have  ever  since  maintained  her.  Her  fancy, 
in  this  new  effort,  was  more  regulated,  and 
subjected  to  the  fetters  of  a  regular  story.  The 
persons,  too,  although  perhaps  there  is  no- 
thing very  original  in  the  conception,  were 
depicted  with  skill  far  superior  to  that  which 
the  author  had  hitherto  displayed,  and  the  work 
attracted  the  public  attention  in  proportion. 
That  of  La  Motte,  indeed,  is  sketched  with 
particular  talent,  and  most  part  of  the  interest 
of  the  piece  depends  upon  the  -vacillations  of  a 
character  who,  though  upon  the  whole  we  may 
rather  term  him  weak  and  vicious,  than  vil- 
lainous, is,  nevertheless,  at  every  moment  on 
the  point  of  becoming  an  agent  in  atrocities 
which  his  heart  disapproves  of.  He  is  the  exact 
picture  of  «  the  needy  man  who  has  known 
better  days,>»  and  who.  spited  at  the  world, 
from  which  he  has  been  expelled  with  con- 
tempty  and  condemned  by  circumstances  to 
seek  an  asylum  in  a  desolate  castle  full  of 
mysteries  and  horrors,  avenges  himself,  by 
playing  the  gloomy  despot  within  his   own 
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Family,  and  tyrannizing  over  those  v^ho  were 
subjected  to  him  nly  by  their  strong  sense  of 
duty.  A  more  powerful  agent  appears  on  the 
scene — obtains  the  mastery  over  this  dark  but 
irresolute  spirit,  and,  by  alternate  exertion  of 
seduction  and  terror,  compels  him  to  be  his 
agent  in  schemes  against  the  virtue,  and  even 
the  life  of  an  orphan,  w^hom  he  was  bound  in 
gratitude,  as  well  as  in  honour  and  hospitality, 
to  cherish  and  protect. 

The  heroine,  too,  wearing  the  usual  cos- 
tume of  innocence,  purity,  and  simplicity,  as 
pi*oper  to  heroines  as  white  gowns  are  to  the 
sex  in  general,  has  some  pleasing  touches  of 
originality.  Her  grateful  affection  for  the  La 
Motte  family — her  reliance  on  their  truth  and 
honour,  when  the  wife  had  become  unkind, 
and  the  father  treacherous  towards  her,  is  an  in- 
teresting and  individual  trait  in  hercharacter. 

But  although,  undoubtedly,  the  talents  of 
Mrs  Badcliffe,  in  the  important  point  of  drawl- 
ing and  finishing  the  characters  of  her  narra- 
tive, were  greatly  improved  since  her  earlier 
attempts,  and  manifested  sufficient  power  to 
raise  her  far  above  the  common  crowd  of  no- 
velists, this  was  not  the  department  of  art  on 
which  her  popularity  rested.  The.  public 
were  chiefly  aroused,  or  rather  fascinated,  bv 
the  Wonderful  conduct  of  a  story,  in  which 
the  author  so  successfully  called  out  the  feel- 
ings of  mystery  and  of  awe,  while  chapter  after 
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chapter,  aod  incident  after  incident,  main- 
tained the  thrilling  attrs^^on  of  awakened 
curiosity  and  suspended  interest.  Of  these, 
every  reader  felt  the  force,  from  the  sage  in 
his  study,  to  the  group  which  assembles  around 
the  evening  taper,  to  seek  a  solace  from  the 
toils  of  ordinary  life,  by  an  excursion  into  the 
regions  of  imagination.  The  tale  was  the 
more  striking,  because  varied  and  relieved  by 
descriptions  of  the  ruined  mansion,  and  the 
forest  with  which  it  is  surrounded,  under  so 
many  different  points,  now  pleasing  and  se- 
rene^no  w  gloomy,  now  terrible — scenes  which 
could  only  have  been  drawn  by  one  to  whom 
nature  bad  given  the  eye  of  a  painter  \Yith 
the  spirit  of  a  poet. 

In  1793,  Mrs  Radcliffe  had  the  advant£(ge 
of  visiting  the  scenery  of  the  Rhine,  and,  al- 
though we  are  not  positive  of  the  fact, 
we  are  strongly  inclined  to  suppose  that  the 
Mysteries  of  Udolpho  were  written,  or  at 
least  corrected,  after  the  date  of  this  jour- 
ney ;  for  the  mouldering  castles  of  the  rob- 
ber chivalry  of  Germany,  situated  on  the 
wild  and  romantic  banks  of  that  celebrated 
stream,  seem  to  have  given  a  bolder  flight  to 
her  imagination,  and  a  more  glowing  charac- 
ter to  her  colouring,  than  are  exhibited  in  the 
Romance  of  the  Forest,  The  scenery  on  the  Lakes 
of  Westmoreland,  which  Mrs  Radcliffe  visit- 
ed, about  the  same  time,  was  also  highly  cal- 
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culated  to  awaken  her  fancy,  as  nature  has  in 
these  wild  but  beautiful  regions  realized  the 
descriptions  in  which  this  authoress  loved  to 
indulge.  Her  remarks  upon  these  countries 
were  given  to  the  public  in  1 794,  in  a  very 
well  written  work,  entitled,  a  Journey  through 
Holland^  etc. 

Much  was  of  course  expected  from  Mrs 
Badcliffe's  next  effort,  and  the  booksellers  felt 
themselves  authorized  in  offering  what  was 
then  considered  as  an  unprecedented  sum, 
5oo/.  for  The  Mysteries  of  Udolpho.  It  often 
happens,  that  a  writer's  previous  reputation 
proves  the  greatest  enemy  which,  in  a  second 
attempt  upon  public  favour,  he  has  to  en- 
counter. Exaggerated  expectations  are  ex- 
cited and  circulated,  and  criticism,  which  had 
beep  seduced  into  former  approbation  by  the 
pleasure  of  surprise,  now  stands  awakened 
and  alert,  to  pounce  upon  every  failing.  Mrs 
Radcliffe's  popularity,  however,  stood  the 
test,  and  was  heightened  rather  than  diminish- 
ed by  The  Mysteries  of  Udolpho.  The  very 
name  was  fascinating,  and  the  public,  who 
rushed  upon  it  with  all  the  eagerness  of  cu- 
riosity, rose  from  it  with  unsated  appetite. 
When  a  family  was  numerous,  the  volumes 
flew,  and  were  sometimes  torn  from  hand  to 
hand,  and  the  complaints  of  those  whose  stu- 
dies were  thus  interrupted,  were  a  general 
tribute  to  the  genius  of  the  author.      One 
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mighc  Still  be  found  of  a  different  and  higher 
description,  in  the  dwelling  of  the  lonely  in- 
▼alid^  or  neglected  votary  of  celibacy,  who 
was  bewitched  away  from  a  sense  of  solitude, 
.of  indisposition,  of  the  neglect  of  the  world, 
or  6f  secret  sorrow,  by  the  potent  charm  of 
this  mighty  enchantress.    Perhaps  the  perusal 
of    such    works  may,   without    injustice,  be 
compared  with  the  use  of  opiates,  baneful, 
when  habitually  and  constantly  resorted  to, 
but  of  most  blessed  power  in  those  moments 
of  pain  and  of  languor,  when  the  whole  head 
is  sore,  and  the  whole  heart  sick.     If  those 
who  rail   indiscriminately  at  this  species  of 
composition,  were  to  consider  the  quantity  of 
actual  pleasure  which  it  produces,  and  the 
much  greater  proportion  of  real  sorrow  and 
distress  which  it  alleviates,  their  philanthropy 
ought  to  moderate  their  critical  pride,  or  re- 
ligious intolerance. 

To  return  to  The  Mysteries  of  Udolpho.  The 
author,  pursuing  her  own  favourite  bent  of 
composition,  and  again  waving  her  wand  over 
the  world  of  wonder  and  imagination,  had  ju- 
diciously used  a  spell  of  broader  and  more  po- 
tent command.  The  situation  and  distresses 
of  the  heroines,  have  here,  and  in  The  Ro- 
mance  of  the  Forest^  a  general  aspect  of  simi- 
larity. Both  are  divided  from  the  object  of 
their  attachment  by  the  gloomy  influence  of 
unfaithful  and  oppressive  guardians,  and  both 

lO. 
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become  inhabitants  of  time-stricken  towels, 
and  witnesses  of  sCenes  now  bordering  on 
the  supernatural,  and  now  upon  the  horrible. 
But  this  general  resemblance  is  only  such  as 
we  love  to  recognize  in  pictures  which  h^ve . 
been  painted  by  the  same  hand,  and  as  comr 
panions  for  each  other.  Every  thing  in  The 
Mysteries  of  Udolpho  is  on  a  larger  and  more 
sublime  scale  than  in  The  Romance  of  the 
Forest ;  the  interest  is  of  a  more  agitating  and 
tremendous  nature;  the  scenery  of  a  wilder 
and  more  terrific  description  ;  the  characters 
distinguished  by  fiercer  and  more  gigantic 
features.  Montoni,  a  desperado,  and  captain 
of  Condottieri,  stands  beside  La  Motte  and 
his  Marquis  like  one  of  Milton's  fiends  be- 
side a  witch's  familiar.  Adeline  is  confined 
within  a  ruined  manor-house,  but  her  sister 
heroine,  Emily,  is  imprisoned  in  a  huge  cas- 
tle, like  those  of  feudal  times ;  the  one  is  at- 
tacked and  defended  by  bands  of  armed  mer- 
cenary soldiers,  the  other  only  threatened  by  a 
visit  from  constables  and  thief- takers.  The 
scale  of  the  landscape  is  equally  different : 
the  quiet  and  limited  woodland  scenery  of 
the  one  work  forming  a  contrast  with  the 
splendid  and  high-wrought  descriptions  of 
Italian  mountain  ^  grandeur  which  occur  in 
the  other. 

In  general.  The  Mysteries  of  Udolpho  was, 
at  its  first  appearance,  considered  as  a  step 
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beyond  Mrs  RadclifFe's  former  work,  high  as 
diat  had  justly  advanced  her.  We  entertain 
die  same  opinion  in  again  reading  loem  both, 
even  after  some  years  interval.  Yet  there 
were  persons  of  no  mean  judgment,  to  whom 
the  simplicity  of  The  Romance  of  the  Forest 
seemed  preferable  to  the  more  highly  coloured 
and  broader  style  of  The  Mysteries  of  Udolpho ; 
and  it  must  remain  matter  of  opinion,  whe- 
ther their  preference  be  better  founded  than 
in  the  partialities  of  a  first  love,  which  in  lite^ 
rature,  as  in  life,  are  often  unduly  predomi- 
nant. With  the  majority  of  the  public,  the 
superior  magnificence  of  landscape,  and  dig- 
nity of  conception  of  character,  secured  the 
palm  for  the  more  recent  work. 

The  fifth  production  by  which  MrsRadcliffe 
arrested  the  attention  of  the  public,  was  fated 
to  be  her  last.  The  Italian,  which  appeared  in 
1790,  was  purchased  by  the  booksellers  for 
800/.,  and  obtained  a  share  of  public  favour 
equal  to  any  of  its  predecessors.  Here,  too, 
the  author  had,  with  hiuch  judgment,  taken 
such  a  difference,  that  while  employing  her 
own  peculiar  talent,  and  painting  in  the  style 
of  which  she  may  be  considered  the  inventor, 
she  cannot  be  charged  with  repeatmg  or  copy- 
ing herself.  She  selected  the  new  and  power- 
ful machinery  afforded  her  by  the  Popish  re- 
ligion, when  established  in  its  paramount  su- 
periority, and  thereby  had  at  her  disposal 


aao  LIVES  OF  the  novelists. 

monks,  spies,  dungeons,  the  mute  obedience 
of  the  bigot,  the  dark  and  denominating  spi- 
rit of  tbe  crafty  priest, — all  the  thunders  of 
the  Vatican,  and  all  the  terrors  of  the  Inqui- 
sition. This  fortunate  adoption  placed  in 
the  hands  of  the  authoress  a  powerfid  set  of 
agents,  who  were  at  once  supplied  with  means 
and  motives  for  bringing  forward  scenes  of 
horror ;  and  thus  a  tinge  of  probability  was 
thrown  over  even  those  parts  of  the  story 
which  are  most  inconsistent  with  the  ordinary 
train  of  human  events. 

Most  writers  of  romance  have  been  desirous 
to  introduce  their  narrative  to  the  reader,  in 
some  nianner  which  might  at  once  excite  in- 
terest, and  prepare  liis  mind  for  the  species 
of  excitation  which  it  was  the  author's  object 
to  produce.  In  The  Italian,  this  has  been 
achieved  by  Mrs  Radcliffe  with  an  uncommon 
degree  of  felicity,  nor  is  there  any  part  of  the 
romance  itself  which  is  more  striking  than 
its  impressive  commencement. 

A  party  of  English  travellers  visit  a  Neapo- 
litan church.  «  Within  the  shade  of  a  portico, 
a  person  with  folded  arms,  and  eyes  directed 
towards  the  ground,  was  pacing  behind  the 
pillars  the  whole  extent  of  the  pavement, 
and  was  apparently  so  engaged  by  his  own 
thoughts,  as  not  to  observe  that  strangers  were 
approaching.  He  turned,  however,  suddenly, 
as  if  startled  by  the  sound  of  steps,  and  then, 
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Mrithout  farther  pausing,  glided  to  a  door 
that  opened  into  the  churchy  and  disap- 
peared. 

«  There  was  something  too  extraordinary 
in  the  figure  of  this  man,  and  too  singular  in 
his  conduct,  to  pass  unnoticed  by  the  visitors. 
He  was  of  a  tall  thin  figure,  bending  forward 
from  the  shoulders  ;  of  a  sallow  complexion, 
and  harsh  features,  and  had  an  eye  which, 
as  it  looked  up  from  the  cloak  that  muffled 
the  lower  part  of  his  countenance,  was  expres- 
sive of  uncommon  ferocity. 

c  The  travellers,  on  entering  the  church, 
looked  round  for  the  stranger,  who  had  passed 
thither  before  them,  but  he  was  nowhere  to 
be  seen ;  and,  through  all  the  shade  of  the 
long  aisles,  only  one  other  person  appeared. 
This  was  a  friar  of  the  adjoining  convent,  who 
sometimes  pointed  out  to  strangers  the  objects 
io  the  church  which  were  most  worthy  of  at- 
tention, and  who  now,  with  this  design,  ap- 
proached the  party  that  had  just  entered. 

•  When  the  party  had  viewed  the  different 
shrines,.and  whatever  had  been  judged  worthy 
of  observation,  and  were  returning  through  an 
obscure  aisle  towards  the  portico,  they  per- 
ceived the  person  who  had  appeared  upon  the 
steps,  passing  towards  a  confessional  on  the  left, 
and,  as  he  entered  it,  one  of  the  party  pointed 
him  out  to  the  friar,  and  inquired  who  he  was; 
the  friar  turning  to  look  after  him,  did  not 
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immediately  reply,  but,  on  the  question 
being  repeated,  he  inclined  his  head,  as  in  a 
kind  of  obeisance,  and  calmly  replied,  ^  He  is 
an  assassin/ 

«  '  An  assassin !'  exclaimed  one  of  the  Eng- 
lishmen ;  '  an  assassin  and  at  liberty !' 

a  An  Italian  gentleman,  who  was  of  the 
the  party,  smiled  at  the  astonishment  of  his 
friend. 

«  ^  He  has  sought  sanctuary  here,^  replied 
the  friar ;  ^within  these  walls  he  may  not  be 
hurt.' 

«  *  Do  your  altars  then  protect  a  murderer '/ 
said  the  Englishman. 

«  'He  could  find  shelter  no  where  else!' 
answered  the  friar  meekly. 

»  '  But  observe  yonder  confessional,'  added 
the  Italian,  '  that  beyond  the  pillars  on  the 
left  of  the  aisle,  below  a  painted  window. 
Have  you  discovered  it  ?  The  colours  of  the 
glass  throw,  instead  of  a  light,  a  shade  over 
that  part  of  the  church,  which,  perhaps, 
prevents  your  distinguishing  what  I  mean  V 

ft  The  Englishman  looked  whither  his 
friend  pointed,  and  observed  a  confessional 
of  oak,  or  some  very  dark  wood,  adjoining  the 
wall,  and  remarked  also,  that  it  was  the  same 
which  the  assassin  had  just  entered  ;  it  con- 
sisted of  three  compartments,  covered  with  a 
black  canopy.     In  the  central  division  was 
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the  chair  of  the  confessor,  elevated  by  several 
steps  above  the  pavement  of  the  church  ; 
and  on  either  hand  was  a  small  closet  or  box, 
with  steps  leading  up  to  a  grated  partition, 
at  which  the  penitent  might  kneel,  and,  con- 
cealed from  observation,  pour  into  the  ear  of 
the  confessor,  the  consciousness  of  crimes 
that  lay  heavy  on  his  heart. 

«  *  You  observe  it  7  said  the  Italian. 

«  ^  I  do,'  replied  the  Englishman,  '  it  is  the 
same  which  the  assassin  had  passed  into,  and  I 
think  it  one  of  the  most  gloomy  spots  I  ever 
beheld ;  the  view  of  it  is  enough  to  strike  a 
criminal  with  despair  1' 

«  '  We,  in  Italy,  are  not  so  apt  to  despair,' 
replied  the  Italian  smilingly. 

«  *  Well,  but  what  of  this  confessional  ?' 
inquired  the  Englishman.  '  The  assassin  en- 
tered it.' 

<c  *'  He  has  no  relation  with  what  I  am  about 
to  mention,'  said  the  Italian  ;  "  but  I  wish  you 
to  mark  the  place,  because  some  very  extraor* 
dinary  circumstances  belong  to  it.' 

«  *  What  are  they  ?'  said  the  Englishman. 

«  *  It  is  now  several  years  since  the  confes- 
sion, which  is  connected  with  them,  was 
made  at  that  very  confessional,'  added  the 
Italian ;  *  the  view  of  it,  and  the  sight  of  the 
assassin,  with  your  surprise  at  the  liberty 
which  is  allowed  him,  led  me  to  a  recollec- 
tion of  the  story.     When  you  return  to  the 
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hotel,  I  will  commanicate  it  to  you,  if  you 
have  no  pleasanter  mode  of  engaging  your 
time.' 

«  '  After  I  have  taken  another  vievr  of  this 
solemn  edifice,' replied  the  Englishman,  *  and 
particularly  of  the  confessional  you  have  point- 
ed to  my  notice.' 

«  While  the  Englishman  glanced  his  eye 
over  the  high  roofs,  and  along  the  solemn  per- 
spectives of  the  Santa  del  Pianto,  he  perceived 
the  figure  of  the  assassin  stealing  from  the 
confessional  across  the  choir,  and  shocked 
at  again  beholding  him,  he  turned  his  eyes, 
and  hastily  quitted  the  church. 

«  The  friends  then  separated,  and  the  Eng- 
lishman, soon  after  returning  to  his  hotel,  re- 
ceived the  volume.     He  read  as  foUow^s.w 

This  introductory  passage,  which,  for  the 
references  which  it  bears  to  the  story,  and  the 
anxious  curiosity  which  it  excites  in  the  read- 
er's mind,  may  be  compared  to  the  dark  and 
vaulted  gateway  of  an  ancient  castle,  is  fol- 
lowed by  a  tale  of  corresponding  mystery  and 
terror  ;  in  detailing  which,  the  art  of  Mrs 
Radcliffe,  who  was  so  great  a  mistress  of 
throwing^  her  narrative  into  mystery,  afford- 
ing half  intimations  of  veiled  and  secret  hor- 
rors, is  used  perhaps  to  the  very  uttermost. 
And  yet,  though  our  reason  ultimately  pre 
sents  us  with  this  criticism,  we  believe  she 
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generally  suspends  ber  remonstrance  till  after 
the  pemsdl ;  amd  it  is  not  until  the  last  page 
is  read,  and  the  last  volume  closed,  that  we 
feel  ourselyes  disposed  to  censure  that  which 
has  80  keenly  interested  us.  We  become 
then  at  length  aware,  that  there  is  no  un- 
common merit  in  the  general  contrivance  of 
the  story  ;  that  many  of  the  incidents  are 
improbable,  and  some  of  the  mysteries  left 
unexplained ;  yet  the  impression  of  general 
delight  which  we  have  received  from  the  pe- 
rusal, remains  unabated,  for  it  is  founded 
on  recollection  of  the  powerful  emotions  of 
wonder,  curiosity,  even  fear,  to  which  we 
have  been  subjected  during  the  currency  of 
the  narrative. 

A  youth  of  high  birth  and  noble  fortune 
becomes  enamoured  of  a  damsel  of  low  for- 
tunes, unknown  race,  and  all  that  portion  of 
beauty  and  talents  which  belongs  to  a  heroine 
of  romance.  This  union  is  opposed  by  his 
fiunily,  and  chiefly  by  the  pride  of  his  mother, 
who  .calls  to  her  aid  the  real  hero  of  the  tale, 
her  confessor.  Father  Schedoni,  a  strongly 
drawn  character  as  ever  stalked  through  the 
regions  of  romance,  eqtially  detestable  for  the 
crimes  he  has  formerly  perpetrated,  and  those 
which  he  is  willing  to  commit;  formidable 
from  his  talents  and  energy;  at  once  a  hypo- 
crite and  a  profligate,  unfeeling,  unrelenting, 
and  implacable.     With  the  aid  of  this  agent, 

VOL.   I.  n 


226  LIVES  OF   THE  NOVELISTS. 

Vivaldi,  tbie  lover,  is  thrown  into  the  dun- 
geons of  the  inquisition,  \vhile  EUena,  his 
bride,  is  carried  by  the  pitiless  monk  to  an 
obscure  den,  where,  finding  the  services  of  an 
associate  likely  to  foil  his  expectation,  he  re- 
solves to  murder  her  with  his  own  hand.  Hi- 
therto the  story,  or,  at  l^ast,  the  sititation,  is 
not  altogether  dissimilar  from  The  Mysteries 
of  Udolpho;  but  the  fine  scene,  where  the 
monk,  in  the  act  of  raising  his  arm  to  murder 
his  sleeping  victim,  discovers  her  to  be  his 
own  child,  is  of  a  new.  grand,  and  powerfdl 
character,  and  the  horrors  of  the  wretch,  who, 
on  the  brink  of  murder,  has  but  just  escaped 
from  committing  a  crime  of  yet  more  exagge- 
rated horror,  constitute  the  strongest  painting 
which  has  been  under  Mrs  Radcliffe's  pencil, 
and  are  well  fitted  to  be  actually  embodied  on 
canvass  by  some  great  master.  In  the  prisons 
of  the  Inquisition,  the  terrific  Schedoni  is 
met,  counterplotted,  and  at  length  convicted, 
by  the  tagency  of  a  being  as  wicked  as  himself, 
who  had  once  enjoyed  his  confidence.  Seve- 
ral of  these  pauses  o£  breathless  -suspense  are 
thrown  in,  during  the  detail  of  these  intrigues, 
by  which  Mi^  Baddiffe  knew  so  well  kow  to 
l^ive  interest  to  the  work. 

On  reconsidering  the  narrative^  we  indeed 
discover  that  many  of  the  incidents  are  imper- 
fectly explained,  and  that  we  can  distiBguish 
pointsupon  which  the  authoress  had  doubtless 
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intended  to  lay  the  foundation  of  something 
which  she  afterwards  forgot  or  omitted.     Of 
the  firsticlass,  is  the  astonishment  testified  by 
the  grand  inquisitor  with  such  sticking  effect, 
when  a  strange  voice  Avas  heard,  even  in  the 
awful  presence  of  that  stern  tribunal,  to  as* 
same  the  task  of  interrogation  proper  to  its 
jadges.     The  incident  in  itself  is  most  impres- 
sive.    As  Vivaldi  is  blindfolded,  and  bound 
upon  the  rack,  the  voice  of  a  mysterious  agent, 
who  had   repeatedly  crossed  his   path,  and 
always  eluded  his  search^  is  heard  to  mingle 
in  his  examination,  and  strikes  the  whole  as- 
sembly with  consternation.     «  ^  Who  is  come 
amongst  us  ?'  he  (the  grand  inquisitor)  re- 
peated, in  a  louder  tone.     Still  no  answer  was 
returned ;  but  again  a  confused  murmur  sound- 
ed from  the  tribunal,  and  a  general  consterna- 
tion seemed  to  prevail.     No  person  spoke 
with  sufficient  preeminence  to  be  understood 
by  Vivaldi;  something  extraordinary  appeared 
to  be  passing,  and  he  awaited  the  issue  with 
all  the  patience  he  could  command.     Soon 
after  he  heard  the  doors  opened,   and  tlie 
noise  of  persons  quitting  the  chamber.  A  deep 
silence  followed;  but  he  wds  certain  that  the 
familiars  were  still  beside   him,   waiting  to 
begin  their  work  of  torture. »  This  is  all  un- 
questionably very  impressive;  but  no  other 
explanation  of  thcjintruder's  character  is  given, 
than  that  lie  is  an  officer  of  the  Inquisition ;  a 
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circumstaDce  which  may  explain  his  being 
present  at  Vivaldi's  examiDation,  but  by  no 
means  his  interference  with  it,  against. the 
pleasure  of  the.  grand  inquisitor.  The  latter 
certainly  would  neither  have  been  surprised  at 
the  presence  of  one  of  his  own  officials  nor 
overawed  by  his  deportment;  since  the  one  was 
a  point  of  ordinary  duty,  and  the  other  must 
have  been  accounted  as  an  impertinence.  It 
may  be  added  also,  that  there  is  no  full  or  sa- 
tisfactory reason  assigned  for  the  fell  and  un- 
pitying  hostility  of  Zampari  to  Schedoni,  and 
that  the  reasons  which  can  be  gathered  are 
inadequate  and  trivial. 

We  may  notice  an  instance  of  even  greater 
negligence,  in  the  passages  respecting  the 
ruined  palace  of  the  Barone  nle  Gambrusca, 
where  the  imperfect  tale  of  horror  hinted  at 
by  a  peasant,  the  guide  of  Schedoni,  appears 
to  jar  upon  the  galled  conscience  of  the  monk, 
and  induces  the  reader  to  expect  a  train  of 
important  consequences.  Unquestionably,  the 
ingenious  authoress  had  meant  this  half»toId 
tale  to  correspond  with  some  pacticulars  in 
the  proposed  developement  of  the  s€ory, 
which  having  been  finished  more  hastily,  or 
in  a  different  manner  from  what  she  intended, 
she  had,  like  a  careless  knitter,  neglected  to 
take  up  her  « loose  stitches. »  It  is,  however, 
a  baulking  of  the  reader's  imagination,  which 
authors  in  this  department  would  do  well  to 
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guard  against/  At  the  same  time,  cricics  are 
boand  in  mercy  to  remember,  how  much 
more  easy  it  is  to  draw  a  complicate  chain  of 
interest;  than  to  disentangle  it  with  perfect 
felicity.  Dryden,  it  is  said,  used  to  curse  the 
inventors  of  fifth  acts  in  the  drama,  and  ro- 
mance writers  owe  no  blessings  to  the  me- 
mory of  him  who-devised  explanatory  cha'p- 
ters,' 

We  have  been  told,  that  in  this  beautiful 
romance,  the  customs  and  rules  of  the  Inqui- 
sition have  been  'violated ;  a  charge  more  ea- 
sily made  than  proved,  and  which,  if  true,  is 
of  minor  importance,  because*  its  code  is 
happily  but  little  known  to  us.  It  is  matter 
of  more  obvious  criticism,  and  therefore  a 
greiater  error,  that  the  scraps  of  Italian  lan- 
guage introduced  to  give  locality  to  the  scene, 
arcnot  happily  chosen,  and  savour  of  affec- 
tation. But  if  Mrs  Radcliffe  did  not  intimately 
understand  the  language  and  manners  of  Italy, 
the  following  extract  may  prove  how  well  she 
knew  how  to  paint  Italian  scenery,  which  she 
could  only  have  seen  in  the  pictures  of 
Claude  or  Poussin. 

(c  These  excursions  sometimes  led  to  Puz- 
zuoli,  Baia,  or  the  woody  cliffs  of  Pausilippo ; 
and  as,  on  their  return,  they  glided  along  the 
moonlight  bay,  the  melodies  of  Italian  strains 
seemed  to  give  enchantment  to  the  scenery  of 
its  shore.     At  this  cool  hour  the  voices  of  the 
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vine-dressers  were  frequently  heard' in  trio,  as 
they  reposed,  after  the  labour  of  the  day,  on 
some  pleasant  promontory,  under  the  shade 
of  poplars;  or  the  brisk  music  of  the  dance 
from  fishermen,  on  the  margin  of  the  waves 
below.  The  boatmen  rested  on.  their  oars, 
while  their  company  listened  to  voices  modu- 
lated by  sensibility  to  finer  eloquence,  than  it 
is  in  the  power  of  art  alone  to  display;  and  at 
others,  while  they  observed  the  airy  natural 
grace,  which  distinguishes  the  dance  of  the 
fishermen  and  peasant  girls  of  Naples.  Fre- 
quently, as  they  glided  round  a  promontory, 
whose  shaggy  masses  impended  far  over  the 
sea,  such  magic  scenes  of  beauty  unfolded, 
adorned  by  these  dancing  groups  on  the  bay 
beyond>  as  no  pencil  could  da  justice  to.  The 
deep  clear  waters  reflected  every  image  of  the 
landscape;  the  cliffs,  branching  into  wild 
forms,,  crowned  with  groves,  whose  rough 
foliage  often  spread  down  their  steeps  in  pic- 
turesque luxuriance;  the  ruined  villa,  on 
some  bold  point,  peeping  through  the  trees; 
peasants'cabins  hanging  on  the  precipices^  and 
the  dancing  figures  on  the  strand — alltouched 
with  the  silvery  tint  and  soft  shadawsof  moon- 
light. On  the  other  hand,  the  sea,  trembling 
with  a  long  line  of  radiance  and  showing  in 
the  clear  distance  the  sails  of  vessels  stealing 
in  every  direction  along  its  surface,  presented 
a  prospect  as  grandmas  the  landscai^e  was  beau- 
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tiful.M  There  are  other  tlescriptiire  passages 
which,  like  those  in  The  Mysteries  ofUdqlpho^ 
approach  more  nearly  to  the  style  of  Salvator 
Rosa. 

The  /fa/iiarri.was  received,  with  as  much,  ar- 
dour as  Mrs  Radcliffe's.t^o  previoas  novels, 
and  it  was  from  no  coldnd$s  on  the  p&rt  of  the 
publicy  thaty  like  an  actress  in^  fuUpos&ession 
of  applaodedpowters,  she  dlioseio  retreat  from 
the  stage  in  the  blase  of  her  feme.  After  the^ 
publication  o(  The  Italian^  ia  1797,  the  public 
were  not  favoured  with  any  more-  of  Mrs 
Radcliffe's  publications. 

We  are  left  in  vain  to  conjecture  the  rea- 
sons, which,  for  more  than  twenty^ years,  con- 
demned an  imaginaition  so  fertile,  so  for  aa  the 
public  were  concerned,  to  sterility;  The  voice 
of  unfriendly  criticism,  always  as  sure  an  at- 
tendant upon  merit  as  envy  herself,  may  per- 
haps have  intimidated  the  gentleness  of  her 
character,  or  Mrs  Badcliffe,  as-  frequently  hap- 
pens^ may  have  been  disgusted  at  seeing  thc^ 
mode  of  composition,  which  she  had  brought 
into  fashion,  profaned  by  the  host  of  servile 
imitators,  who  could  only  copy  and  render 
more  prominent  her  defects,  without  aspiring 
to  her  merits.  But  so  steadily  did  she  keep  her 
resolution,  that  for  more  than  tjwenty  years  the 
name  of  Mrs  Badcliffe  waa  never  mentioned, 
unless  with  re:ference  to.  her.  former  prodqc- 
tiojnSy  and  in  general  (so  retired  was  the:  eur- 
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rent  of  her  life)  there  was  a  belief  that  Fate 
had  removed  her  from  the  scene. 

Notwithstanding  her  refraining  from  publi- 
cation, it  is  impossible  to  believe  that  an  ima- 
gination so  strong,  supported  by  such  ready 
powers  of  expression,  should  have  remained 
inactive  during  so  long  a  period ;  but  the  ma- 
nuscripts on  which  she  was  occasionally  em- 
ployed have  as  yet  been  withheld  from  the 
public.  We  have  some  reason  to  believe,  that 
arrangements  were  at  one  time  almost  con- 
cluded between  Mrs  Radcliffe  and  a  highly 
respectable  publishing  house,  respecting  a 
poetical  romance,  but  were  broken  off  in  con- 
sequence of  the  author  changing  or  delaying 
her  intention  of  publication.  It  is  to  be  hoped, 
that  the  world  will  not  be  ultimately  deprived 
of  what  undoubtedly  must  be  the  source  of 
much  pleasure  whenever  it  shall  see  the  light. 

The  tenor  of  Mrs  Radcliffe's  private  life 
seems  to  have  been  peculiarly  calm  and  se- 
questered. She  probably  declined  the  sort  of 
personal  notoriety,  which,  in  London  society, 
usually  attaches  to  persons  of  literary  merit; 
and  perhaps  no  author,  whose  works  were  so 
universally  read  and  admired,  was  so  little 
personally  known,  even  to  the  most  active  of 
that  class  of  people  of  distinction,  who  rest 
their  peculiar  pretensions  to  fashion  upon  the 
selection  of  literary  society.  Her  estate  was 
certainly  not  the  less  gracious;  and  it  did  not 
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disturb  Mrs  RadcIifFe's  domestic  comforts,  al- 
though many  of  her  admirers  believed,  and 
some  are  not  yet  undeceived,  that,  in  conse- 
quence of  brooding  over  the  terrors  which 
she  depicted,  her  reason  had  at  length  been 
oyertumed,  and  that  the  author  of  The  Myste- 
ries of  Udolpho  only  existed  as  the  melancholy 
inmate  of  a  private  mad-house.  This  report 
was  so  generally  spread,  and  so  confidently 
repeated  in  print,  as  well  as  in  conversation, 
that  the  editor  believed  it  for  several  years, 
until,  greatly  to  his  satisfaction,  he  learned, 
from  good  authority,  that  there  neither  was, 
nor  ever  had  been,  the  most  distant  foundation 
for  this  unpleasing  rumour. 

A  false  report  of  another  kind  gave  Mrs 
Radcliffe  much  concern.  In  Miss  Seward's 
Correspondence,  among  the  literary  gossip  of 
the  day,  it  is  roundly  stated »  that  the  Plays 
upon  ike  Passions  were  Mrs  Radcliffe's,  and 
that  she  owned  them.  Mrs  RadcHffe  was 
much  hurt  at  being  reported  capable  of  bor- 
rowing from  the  fame  of  a  gifted  sister;  and 
the  late  Miss  Seward  would  probably  have 
suffered  equally,  had  she  been  aware  of  the 
pain  she  inflicted  by  giving  currency  to  a  ru- 
mour so  totally  unfounded.  The  truth  is,  that, 
residing  at  a  distance  from  the  metropolis,  and 
living  upon  literary  intelligence  as  her  daily 
food,  Miss  Seward  was  sometimes  imposed 
upon  by  those  friendly  caterers,  who  were 
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more  anxious  to  supply  her  with  the  newest 
intelligence,  than  solicitous  about  its  accuracy. 
During  the  I/ast  twelve  yeavs  of  her  life^.Mrs 
Radclif£e  suffeped  from  a  spasmodic  asthma, 
whioh  considerably  affected  her  general  health 
and  spirits.  This  chronio  disorder  took  amore 
fatal  turn  upon  the  9th  of  January,  18:22,  and 
upoi:i  the  7th  of  February  following,  terminat- 
ed the  life  of  this  ingenious  and  amiable  lady, 
at  her  own  house  in  London^ 


Mrs  Badcliffe^  as  an  author,  has  the  most 
decided  claim  to  take  her  place  among  the 
favoured  few,  who  have  been  distinguished  as 
the.  founders  of  a  class,  or  school.  She  led 
the  way  in  a  peculiar  style  of  composition,  af- 
fecting powerfully  the  mind  of  the  reader, 
which  has  since  been  attempted  by  many,  but 
in  which  no  one  has  attained  or  approached 
the  excellencies  of  the  original  inventor,  un- 
less, perhaps,  the  author  of  The  Family  of  Mon- 
torio. 

The  species  of  romance  which:  Mrs  Bad- 
cliffe  introduced  bears  nearly  the  same,  rela- 
tion^ tO'  the  nO:Tel  that  the;  modern*  anomaly 
entitled  a  melo-drame  does  to  the  proper 
drama.  It  does  not  appeal  to  the  judgment 
by  deep  delineations  of  human  feeling,  or  stir 
the  passions  by  scenes^  of  deep  pathos,  or 
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awaken  the  fancy  by  tracing  out,  with  spirit 
and  vivacity,  the  lighter  traces^  of  life  and 
manners,  or  excite  mirth  by  strong  represent- 
atioBSotthe  ludicrous  or-humourous.  In  other 
words^  it  attains  its  interest  neither  by  the  path 
of  tragedy  nor  of  comedy ;  and' yet  it  has,  not- 
withstanding, a  deep,  decided,  and  powerful 
effect,  gained  by  means  independent  of  both 
— by  an  appeal,  in  one  word,  to  the  passion  of 
fear^  whether  excited  by  natural  dangers,  or 
by  the  suggestions  of  superstition.  The  force 
therefore,  of  the  production,  lies  in  the  deli- 
neation of  external  incident,  while  the  charac- 
ters of  the  agents,  like  the  figures  in  many 
landscapes,  are  entirely  subordinate  to  the 
scenes  in  which  they  are  placed;,  andare^only 
distinguished  by  such  outlines  as  make  them 
seem  appropriate  to  the  rocks  and  trees,  which 
have  been  the  artist's  principal  objects.  The 
persons  introduced, — and  here  also  the  corre- 
spondence holds  betwixt  the  melo-drame  and 
such  romances  as  The  Mysteries  of  Udolphoy — 
bear  the  features^  not  of  individuals,  but  of 
the  class  to  which  they  belong.  A  dark  and 
tyrannical  count;  an  aged  crone  of  a  house- 
keeper, the  depositary  of  many  a  family  le^- 
gend;  a  garrulous* waiting-maid;  a  gay'  and 
light-hearted  valet;  a  villain  or  two  of  ail- 
work;  and  a  heroine,  fulfilled  with  all  per- 
fections, and  subjected  to  all  manner  of  ha- 
zards, form  the  stock  ia  trade  of  a  romancer 
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or  a  melo-dramatist ;  and  if  these  personages 
be  dressed  in  the  proper  costume,  and  con- 
verse in  language  sufficiently  appropriate  to 
their  stations  and  qualities,  it  is  not  expected 
that  the  audience  shall  shake  their  sides  at 
the  humour  of  the  dialogue,  or  weep  over  its 
pathos. 

On  the  other  hand,  it  isL  necessary  that  these 
characters,  though  not  [delineated  with  indi- 
vidual features,  should  be  truly  and  forcibly 
sketched  in  the  outline ;  that  their  dress  and 
general  appearance  should  correspond  with 
and  support  the  trick  of  the  scene;  and  that 
their  language  and  demeanour  should  either 
enhance  the  terrors  amongst  which  they  move, 
or  form,  as  the  action  may  demand,  a  strong 
and  vivid  contrast  to  them.  Mrs  Badcliffe's 
powers  of  fancy  were  particularly  happy  in 
depicting  sucfa^'personages,  iir  throwing  upon 
them  and  their  actions  just  enough  of  that  du- 
bious  light  which  mystery  requires,  and  in 
supplying  them  with  language  'and  manners 
which  correspond  vvith  their  situation  and  bu- 
siness upon  the  scene.  We  may  take,  as  an 
example,  the  admirable  description  of  the 
monk  Schedoni. — «  His  figure  was  striking, 
but  not  so  from  grace ;  it  was  tall,  and  though 
extremely  thin,  his  limbs  were  large  and  un- 
couth, and  as  he  stalked  along,  vvrapt  in  the 
black  garments  of  his  order,  there  was  some- 
thing terrible  in  its  air;  something  almost  sn- 
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perhuman.  His  cowl,  too,  as  it  threw  a  shade 
over  the  livid  paleness  of  his  face,  increased 
its  severe  character,  and  gave  an  effect  to  his 
large  melancholy  eye,  which  approached  to 
horror.  His  was  not  the  melancholy  of  a  sen- 
sible and  wounded  heart,  but  apparently  that 
of  a  gloomy  and  ferocious  disposition^  There 
was  something  in  his  physiognomy  extremely 
singular,  and  that  cannot  easily  he  defined.  It 
bore  the  traces  of  many  passions,  which  seemed 
to  have  fixed  the  features  they  no  longer  ani- 
mated. An  habitual  gloom  and  severity  pre- 
vailed over  the  deep  lines  of  his  countenance; 
and  his  eyes  were  so  piercing,  that  they  seemed 
to  penetrate,  at  a  single  glance,  into,  the  hearts 
of  men,  and  to  read  their  most  secret  thoughts; 
few  persons  could  support  their  scrutiny,  or 
even  endure  to  meet  them  twice.  Yet  not- 
withstanding all  this  gloom  and  austerity, 
some  rare  occasions  of  interest  had  called 
forth  a  character  upon  his  countenance  en- 
tirely different;  and  he  could  adapt  himself  to 
the  tempers  and  passions  of  persons  whom  he 
wished  to  conciliate  with  astonishing  facility, 
and  generally  with  complete  triumph.  This 
monk,  this  Schedoni,  was  the  confessor  and 
secret  adviser  of  the  Marchesa  di  Vivaldi. » 

To  draw  such  portraits  as  Schedoni's,  and 
others  which  occur  in  Mrs  Radcliffe's  novels, 
requires  no  mean  powers;  and  although  they 
belong  rather  to  romance  than  to  real  life,  the 
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impression  y^hich  they  paake  upon  the  imagi- 
nation is  scarce  lessened  by  the  sense,  that 
they  are  in  some  sort  as  fabulous  as  fairies  or 
ogres.  But  when  the  public  have  been  sur- 
prised into  an  universal  burst  of  applause,  it 
is  xheir  custom  to  indemnify  themselves  by  a 
corresponding  degree  of  censure;  just  as 
children,  when  tired  of  admiring  a  new  play- 
thing, find  a  fresh  and  distinct  pleasure  in 
breaking  it  to  pieces.  Mrs  Radcliffe,  who  had 
afforded  such  general  delight  to  the  public, 
was  not. doomed  to  escape  the  common  fate; 
and  the  criticism  with  which  she  was  assailed 
was  the  more  invidious,  that  it  was  inflicted, 
in  more  than  one  case,  by  persons  of  genius, 
who  followed  the  same  pursuit  with  herself. 
It  was  the  cry,  at  the  period,  and  has  some- 
times been  Repeated  since,  that  the  romances 
of  Mrs  Radcliffe,  and  the  applause  with  which 
they  were  received,  were  evil  signs  of  the 
times,  and  argued  a  great  and  increasing  de- 
gradation of  the  public  taste,  which,  instead 
of  banqueting  as  heretofore  upon  scenes  of 
passion,  like  those  of  Richardson,  or  of  life 
and  manners,  as  in  the  pages  of  Smollett  and 
Fielding,  was  now  coming  back  to  the  fare  of 
the  nursery,  and  gorged  upon  the  wild  and 
improbable  fictions  of  an  overheated  imagi- 
nation. 

But  this  criticism,  when  justly  examined, 
will  be  found  to  rest  chiefly  on  that  depreciat- 
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ing  spirit,  which  would  undermine  the  fiaiir 
fame  of  an  accomplished  writer,  by  showing 
that  she  does  not  possess  the  excellencies  pro-  . 
per  to  a  style  of  composition  totally  different 
from  that  which  she  has  attempted.  The 
question  is  neither,  whether  the  romances  of 
Mrs  Badcliffe  possess  merits  which  her  plan 
did  not  require,  nay,  almost  excluded;  nor 
whether  hers  is  to  be  considered  as  a  depart^ 
ment  of  fictitious  composition,  equal  in  dig* 
nity  and  importance  to  those  where  the  great 
ancient  masters  have  long  preoccupied  the 
ground.  The  real  and  only  point  is,  whether, 
considered  as  a  separate  and  distinct  species 
of  writing,  that  introduced  by  Mrs  RadclifFe 
possesses  merit,  and  affords  pleasure;  for, 
these  premises  being  admitted,  it  is  as  unrea- 
sonable to  complain  of  the  absence  of  advan- 
tages foreign  to  her  style  and  plan,  and  proper 
to  those  of  another  mode  of  composition,  as 
to  regret  that  the  peach«tree  does  not  produce 
grapes,  or  the  vine  peaches.  A  glance  upon 
the  face  of  nature  is,  perhaps,  the  best  cure 
for  this  unjust  and  unworthy  system  of  criti- 
cism. We  there  behold,  that  not  only  each 
scar  differs  from  another  in  glory,  but  that 
there  is  sfpread  over  the  face  of  .nature  a 
boundless  variety;  and  that  as  a -thousand 
different  kinds  of  shrubs  and  flowers  not  onlv 

ml 

have  beauties  independent  of  each  other,  but 
are  more  delightful  from  that  very  circum- 


24o  LIVES   OF   THE    NOVELISTS. 

Stance  than  if  they  were  uniform,  so  the  fields 
of  Uterature  admit  the  same  variety;  and  it 
may  be  said  of  the  Muse  of  fiction,  as  well  as 
of ,  her  sisters, 

Mijle  faabet  omatus,  mUle  decenter  habet. 

It  may  be  stated,  to  the  additional  confusion 
of  such  hypercritics  as  we  allude  to,  that  not 
only  does  the  infinite  variety  of  human  tastes 
require  different  styles  of  composition  for 
their  gratification;  but  if  there  were  to  be  se- 
lected one  particular  structure  of  fiction,  which 
possesses  charms  for  the  learned  and  un- 
learned, the  grave  and  gay,  the 'gentleman  and 
the  clown,  it  would  be  perhs^ps  that  of  those 
very  romances  which  the .  severity  of  their 
criticism  seeks  to  depreciate.  There  are  many 
men  too  mercurial  to  be  delighted  by  Richard- 
son's beautiful,  but  protracted  display  of  the 
passions ;  and  there  are  some  too  dull  to  com- 
prehend the  wit  of  Le  Sage,  or  too  saturnine 
to  relish  the  nature  and  spirit  of  Fielding :  and 
yet  these  very  individuals  will  with  difficulty 
be  divorced  from  the  Romance  of  the  Forest, 
or.  The  Mysteries  of  Udolpho;  for  curiosity  and 
a  lurking  love  -of  mystery,  together  with  a 
germ  of  superstition,  are  more  general  ingre- 
dients in  the  human  mind,  and  more  widely 
diffused  through  the  mass  of  humanity,  than 
either  taste  or  feehng.     The  unknown  author 
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of  the  Pursuits  of  Literaturey  who^-  in  respect 
to  common  tales  of  terror, 

«  Boasts  I  an  Ep^sh  heart, 
Unused  at  ghosts  or  rattling  hones  to  start. » 

acknowledges,  nevertheless,  the  legitimate 
character  of  Mrs  Iladcliffe^s  art,  and  pays  no 
mean  tribute  to  her  skill. .  Of  some  sister  no- 
velists he  talks  with  slight  regard.  «  Though 
all  of  them  are  ingenious  ladies,  yet  they  are 
too  frequently  whining  and  frisking  in  novels, 
till  our  girFs  heads  turn  wild  with  impossible 
adventureg;  and  now  and  then  are  tainted 
with  democracy.  Not  so  the  mighty  magician 
of  The  Mysteries  of  Udolpho^  bred  and  nou- 
rished by  the  Florentine  muses  in  their  sacred 
solitary  caverns,  amid  the  paler  shrines  of 
gothic  superstition,  and  in  all  the  dreariness 
of  enchantment;  a  poetess  whom  Ariosto 
would  with  rapture  have  acknowledged,  as 

«  La  nudrita 


Damigella  Trivulzia  al  sacro  speco.*» — O.  F.  c.  4^. 

Mrs  Badcliffe  was  not  made  acquainted  with 
this  high  compliment  till  long  after  the  satire 
was  published,  and  its  value  was  enhanced  by 
the  author's  general  severity  of  judgment,  and 
by  his  perfect  acquaintance  with  the  manner 
and  language  of  Italy,  in  which  she  had  Itiid 
het-  sc^ne. 
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It  is  farther  to  be  observed,  that  the  same 
class  of  critics  who  ridiculed  these  romances 
as  unnatural  and  improbable,  were  disposed 
to  detract  from  the  genius  of  the  author,  on 
account  of  the  supposed  facility  of  her  task. 
Art  or  talent,  they  said,  was  not  required  to 
produce  that  sort  of  interest  and  emotion, 
which  is  perhaps,  after  all,  more  strongly  ex- 
cited by  a  vulgar  legend  of  a  ghost  than  by 
the  high  painting  and  laboured  descriptions  of 
Mrs  Radcliffe.  But  this  criticism  is  not  much 
better  founded  than  the  former.  The  feelings 
of  suspense  and  awful  attention  which  she 
excited,  were  by  means  of  springs^  which  lie 
open  indeed  to  the  first  touch,  but  which  are 
peculiarly  liable  to  be  worn  out  by  repeated 
pressure.  The  public  soon,  like  Macbeth, 
became  satiated  with  horrors,  and  indifferent 
to  the  strongest  stimuli  of  that  kind.  It  shows, 
therefore,  the  excellence  and  power  of  Mrs 
Radcliffe's  genius,  that  she  was  able  three 
times  to  bring  back  her  readers  with  fresh 
appetite  to  a  banquet  oiPthe  same  description; 
while  of  her  numerous  imitators,  who  rang 
the  changes  upon  old  castles  and  forests,  and 
«  antres  dire,»  scarcely  one  attracted  attention, 
until  Mr.  Lewis  published  his  Monk,  several 
years  after  she  had  resigned  her  pen. 

The  materials  of  these  celebrated  romances, 
and  the  means  employed  in  conducting  the 
narrative,  are  all  selected  with  a  view  to  the 
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author's  primary  object,  of  moving  the  reader 
by  ideas  of  impending  danger,  hidden  guilt, 
supernatural  visitings, — ^by  all  that  is  terrible, 
in  short,  combined,  with  much  that  is  won- 
derful. For  this  purpose,  her  scenery  is  gene- 
rally as  gloomy  as  her  tale,  and  her  personages 
are  those  at  whose  frown  that  gloom  grows 
darker.  She  has  uniformly  selected  the  south 
of  Europe  for  her  place  of  action,  whose  pas- 
sions, like  the  weeds  of  the  climate,  are  sup- 
posed to  attain  portentous  growth  under  the 
fostering  sun;  which  abounds  with  ruined 
monuments  of  antiquity,  as  well  as  the  more 
massive  remnants  of  the  middle  ages,  and 
where  feudal  tyranny  and  catholic  supersti- 
tion still  continue  to  exercise  their  sway  over 
the  slave  and  bigot,  and  to  indulge  to  the 
haughty  lord,  or  more  haughty  priest,  that 
sort  of  despotic  power,  the  exercise  of  which 
seldom  fails  to  deprave  the  heart,  and  disorder 
the  judgment,.  These  circumstances  are  skil- 
fully selected,  to  give  probability  to  events 
which  could  not,  without  great  violation  of 
truth,  be  represented  as  having  taken  place  in 
England.  Yet,  even  with  the  allowances 
which  we  make  for  foreign  minds  and  man- 
ners, the  unterminating  succession  of  mis- 
fortunes which  press  upon  the  heroine,  strikes 
us  as  unnatural.  She  is  continually  struggling 
with  the  tide  of  adversity,  and  hurried  down- 
wards by  its  torrent ;  and  if  any  more  gay  de- 
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scriptic^  is  occasionally  introducecl,  it  is 
only  as  a  contrast,  not  a  relief  to  tbe  melan* 
choly  and  gloomy  tenor  of  the  narrative. 

It  working  upon  the  sensationsf  of  natural 
and  superstitious  fear,  MrS'Baddiffefaas  made 
much  use  of  obscurity  and  suspense^  the  most 
fertile  source,  perhaps,  of  sublime  enM^on; 
for  there  are  few  dangers  that  do  not  become 
familiar  to  the  firm  mind,  if  they  are  pre- 
sented to  consideration  as-  certainties,  and  in 
all  their  open  and  declared  chara^cter;  whilst, 
on  the  other  hand,  the  bravest  have  shrimk 
ftt)m  the  dork'  and  the  doubtftd.  To  break 
off  the  narrative,  when  it  seemed  at  the  point 
of  becoming  most  interesting— 4o  extinguish 
a  lamp  just  when- a  parchment  containing 
some  hideous  secret  ought  to  have  been  read^ 
to  exhibit  shadowy  forms  and'  half-heard 
sounds  of  woe,  were  resources  which  Mrs 
Radcliffe  has  employed  with  more  effect  than 
any  other  writer  of  romance.  It  must:  be  con* 
fessed  that,  in  order  to  bring  about  these 
situations,  some  art  or  contrivance,  on  the 
part  of  the  author,  is  rather  too  visible.  Her 
heroines  voluntarily  expose  themselves  to  si- 
tuations, which  in  nature  a  lonely  female 
would  certainly  have  avoided .  They  are  too  apt 
to  choose  the  midnight  hour  for  investigating 
the  mysteries  of  a  deserted  chamber  or  secret 
passage,  and  generally  are  only  supplied  with 
an  expiring  lamp,  whieu  about  to  read  the 


MRS  RADGLIFFE.  ^45 

most  interesting  docijments.  The  simplicity 
of  the  tale  is  thus  somewhat  injured — it  is  as  if 
wewitnessed  a  dressing  up  of  the  very  phan- 
tom by  which  we  are  to  be  startled;  and  tho 
imperfection,  though  redeemed  by  many  bean- 
ties;  did  not  escape  the  ceusnre  of  criticism. 

A  principal' characteristic  of  Mrs  Radcliffe's 
romances  is  the  rule  which  the  author  im- 
posed npon  herself,  that  all  the  circumstances 
of  her  narrative,  however  mysterious,  and 
apparently  sfnperhuman,  were  to  be  accounted 
for.  on  natural  principles,  at  the  winding  op  of 
the  story.  It  must  be  allowed,  that  this  has 
not  been  done  with  uniform  success,  and  that 
the  author  has  been  more  successful  in  excit-^ 
ing  interest  and  apprehensions,  than  in  ex- 
plaining the  means  she  has  made  use  of.. 
Indeed,  we  have  already  noticed,  as  the  tor-^ 
ment  of  romance  writers,  those  necessary 
evils,  the  concluding  chapters,  when  they 
must  nnravel  the  skein  of  adventures  which 
they  havebeen  so  industrious  to  perplex,  and 
account  for  all  the  incidents  which  they  have 
been  at  so  much  pains  to  render  unaccount- 
able. Were  these  great  magicians,  who  deal 
io  the  wonderful  and  fearftil,  permitted  to 
dismiss  their  spectres  as  they  raise  thenr, 
amidst  the  shadowy  and  indistinct  light  so 
favourable  to  the  exhibition  of  phantasma* 
goria,  without  compelling  them  into  broad 
daylight,  the  task  were  comparatively  easy, 
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and  the  fine  fragment  of  Sir  Bertrand  might 
have  rivals  in  that  department.  But  the  mo- 
dern author  is  not  permitted  to  escape  in  that 
way.  We  are  told  of  a  formal  old  judge, 
before  whom  evidence  was  tendered  of  the 
ghost  of  a  murdered  person  having  declared 
to  a  witness,  that  the  prisoner  at  the  bar  w  as 
guilty,  who  admitted  the  evidence  of  the  spirit 
to  be  excellent,  but  denied  his  right  to  be 
heard  through  the  mouth  of  another,  and 
ordered  the  spectre  to  be  summoned  into 
open  court.  The  pre'^nt  public  deal  as  rigid- 
ly, and  compel  an  explanation  from  the  story- 
teller; and  he  must  either  at  once  consider  the 
knot  as  worthy  of  being  severed  by  super- 
natural aid,  and  bring  on  the  stage  his  actual 
fiend  or  ghost,  or,  like  Mrs  Radcliffe,  refer  to 
natural  agency  the  whole  materials  of  his 
story. 

We  have  already,  in  some  brief  remarks  on 
The  Castle  of  Otranto^  avowed  sonie  preference 
for  the  more  simple  mode  of  boldly  avowing  the 
use  of  supernatural  machinery.  Ghosts  and 
witches,  and  the  whole  tenets  of  superstition 
having  once,  and  at  no  late  period,  been  mat- 
ter of  universal  belief,  warranted  by  legal  au- 
thority, it  would  seem  no  great  stretch  upon 
the  reader's  credulity  to  require  him,  while 
reading  of  what  his  ancestors  did,  to  credit 
for  the  time  what  those,  ancestors  devoutly 
believed  in.     And    yet,   notwithstanding  the 
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success  of  Walpole  and  Maturin,  (to  whom 
we  may  add  the  author  of*  Forman,)  the  ma- 
nagement of  such  machinery  must  be  acknow- 
ledged a  task  of  a  most  delicate  'nature. 
« There  is  but  one  step,»  said  Buonaparte, 
N  betwixt  the  sublime  and  the  ridiculous ;»  and 
in  an  age  of  universal  incredulity,  we  must 
own  it  would  require,  at  the  present  day,  the 
support  of  the  highest  powers,  to  save  the 
supernatural  from  slipping  into  the  ludicrous. 
The  tncredulus  odi  is  a  formidable  objection. 

There  are  some  modern  authors,  indeed, 
who  have  endeavoured,  ingeniously  enough, 
to  compound  betwixt.ancient  faith  and  mo- 
dem incredulity.  They  have  exhibited  phan- 
toms, and  narrated  prophecies  strangely  ac- 
complished, without  giving  a  defined  or 
absolute  opinion,  whether  these  are  to  be 
referred  to  jsupernatural  agency,  or  whether 
the  apparitions  were  produced  (no  uncommon 
case)tby  an  overheated  imagination,  and  the 
accompanying  presages  by  a  casual,  though 
singular,  coincidence  of  circumstances.  This 
is,  however,  an  evasion  of  the  difficulty,  not  a 
solution ;  and  besides,  it  would  be  leading  us 
too  far  from  the  present  subject,  to  consider 
to  what  point  the  author  of  a  fictitious  narra- 
tive is  bound  by  his  charter  to  gratify  the 
curiosity^  of  the  public,  and  whether,  as  a 
painter  of  actual  life,  he  is  not  entitled  to  leave 
something  in  shade,  when  the  natural  course 
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of  events  conceals  so  many  incidents  in  total 
darkness.  Perhaps,  upon  the  whole,  this  is 
the  most  artful  mode  of  terminating  such  a 
tale  of  wonder,  as  it  forms  the  means  of  com- 
pounding with  the  taste  of  two  different  classes 
of  readers ;  those  who^  like  children,  demand 
that  each  particular  circumstance  and  incident 
of  the  narrative  shall  be  fuUy  accounted  for; 
and  the  more  imaginative  class,  who,  resem* 
bling  men  that  walk  for  pleasure  through  a 
moonlight  landscape,  are'  more  teased  than 
edified  by  the  intrusive  minuteness  with  which 
some  well-meaning  companion  disturbs  their 
reveries,  divesting  stock  and  stone  of  the 
shadowy  semblances  in  which  fancy  had 
dressed  them,  and  pertinaciously  restoring 
to  them  the  ordinary  forms  and  common- 
place meanness  of  reality. 

It  may  indeed  be  claimed  as  meritorious  in 
Mrs  Radclif^e^s  mode  of  expounding  her  mys- 
teries, that  it  is  founded  in  possibilities.  Many 
situations  have  occurred,  highly  tinctured 
with  romantic  incident  and  feeling,  the  myste- 
rious obscurity  of  which  has  afterwards  been 
explained  by  deception  and  confederacy.  Such 
have  been  the  impostures  of  superstition  in 
all  ages,  and  such  delusions  were  also  practised 
by  the  members  of  the  Secret  Tribunal,  in 
the  middle  ages,  and  in  more  modern  times 
by  the  Bosicrucians  and  Illuminati,  upon 
whose  machinations  Schiller  has  founded  the 
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fine  romance  of  The  Ghost-Seer,     But  Mrs 
RadclifFe  has  not  had  recourse  to  so  artificial 
a  solution.     Her  heroines  often  sustain  the 
agony  of  fear,  and  her  readers  that  of  sus- 
pensej  from  incidents  which,  when  explained, 
appear  of  an  ordinary  and  trivial  nature  ;  and 
in  this  we  do  not  greatly  applaud  her  art.     A 
stealthy  step  behind  the.arras  may,  doubtless, 
in  some  situations,  and  when  the  nerves  are 
tuned  to  a  certain  pitch,  have  no  small  in- 
fluence upon  the  imagination;  but  if  the  con- 
scious listener  discovers  it  to  be  only  the  noise 
made  by  the  cat,  the  solemnity  of  the  feeling  is 
gone,  and  the  visionary  is  at  once  angry  with 
his  senses  for  having  been  cheated,  and  with 
his  reason  for  having  acquiesced  in  the  decep- 
tion.    We  fear  that  some  such  feeling  of  dis- 
appointment  and   displeasure    attends   most 
readers,  when  they  read  for  the  first  time  the 
imsatisfactory  solution  of  the  mysteries  of  the 
black  pall  and  the  wax  figure,  which  has  been 
adjourned  from  chapter  to  chapter,  like  some- 
thifjffuppressed,  because  too  horrible  for  the 
ear. 

There  is  a  separate  inconvenience  attending 
a  narrative  where  the  imagination  has  been 
kept  in  suspense,  and  is  at  length  imperfectly 
gratified  by  an  explanation  falling  short  of 
what  the  reader  has  expected ;  for,  in  such  a 
case,  the  interest  terminates  on  the  first  read^ 
ing  of  the  volumes,  and  cannot,  so  £ar  as  it 
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rests  upon  a  high  degree  of  excitation,  be  re- 
called upon  a  second  perusal.    Mrs  Radcliffe's 
plan  of  narrative,  happily  complicated  and  in- 
geniously resolved,  continues  to  please  after 
many  readings ;  for,  although  the  interest  of 
eager  curiosity  is  no  more,  it  is  supplied  by  the 
rational  pleasure,  which  admires  the  author^s 
art,  and  traces  a  thousand  minute  passages, 
which  render  the  catastrophe  probable,  yet 
escape  notice  in  the  eagerness  of  a  first  pe- 
rusal.    But  it  is  otherwise  when  some  inade- 
quate cause  is  assigned  for  a  strong  emotion ; 
the  reader  feels  tricked,  and  like  a  child  who 
has  once  seen  the  scenes  of  a  theatre  too 
nearly,  the  idea  of  pasteboard,  cords,  and  pul- 
lies,  destroys  for  ever  the  illusion  with  which 
they  were  first  seen  from  the  proper  point  of 
view.     Such  are  the  difficulties  and  dilemmas 
which  attend  the  path  of  the  professed  story- 
teller, who,  while  it  is  expected  of  him  that 
his  narrative  should  be  interesting  and  extra- 
ordinary, is  neither  permitted  to  explain  its 
wonders,  by  referring  them  to  ordinary  causes, 
on  account  of  their  triteness,  nor  to  superna- 
tural agency,  because  of  its  incredibility.     It 
is  no  wonder  that,  hemmed  in  by  rules  so 
strict,  Mrs  Radcliffe,  a  mistress  of  the  art  of 
exciting  curiosity,  has  not  been  uniformly  for- 
tunate in  the  mode  of  gratifying  it. 

The  best  and  most  admirable  specimen  of 
ber  art  is  the  mysterious   disappearance  of 
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Ludovico,  after  having  undertaken  to  watch 
for  a  night  in  a  haunted  apartment ;  and  the 
mind  of  the  reader  is  finely  wound  up  for 
some  strange  catastrophe,  by  the  admirable 
ghost  story  which  he  is  represented  as  perus- 
ing to  amuse  his  solitude,  as  the  scene  closes 
upon  him.  Neither  can  it  be  denied,  that  the 
explanation  afforded  of  this  mysterious  inci- 
dent is  as  probable  as  romance  requires,  and 
in  itself  completely  satisfactory.  As  this  is 
perhaps  the  most  favourable  example  of  Mrs 
Radcliffe's  peculiar  skill  in  composition,  the 
incidents  of  the  black  veil  and  the  waxen  figure 
may  be  considered  as  instances  where  the  ex- 
planation falls  short  of  expectation,  and  dis- 
appoints the  reader  entirely.  On  the  other 
hand,  her  art  is  at  once,  according  to  the  clas- 
sical precept,  exerted  and  concealed  in  the 
beautiful  and  impressive  passage,  where  the 
Marchesa  is  in  the  choir  of  the  convent  of  San 
Nicolo,  contriving  with  the  atrocious  Schedoni 
the  murder  of  Ellena. 

ft  ^  Avoid  violence,  if  that  be  possible,'  she 
added,  immediately  comprehendmg  him,  'but 
let  her  die  quickly !  The  punishment  is  dtie  to 
the  crime.'  - 

»  The  Marchesa  happened,  as  she  said  this, 
to  cast  her  eyes  upon  the  inscription  over  a 
confessional,  where  appeared,  in  black  letters, 
these  awful  words,  *  God  hears  theef  it  ap- 
peared an  awful  warning;   her  countenance 
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changed;  it  had  struck  upon  her  heart. 
Schedoni  was  too  much  engaged  by  his  own 
thoughts  to  observe  or  understand  her  silence. 
She  soon  recovered  herself;  and,  considering 
that  this  was  a  common  inscription  for  con- 
fessionals, disregarded  what  she  had  at  first 
considered  as  a  peculiar  admonition ;  yet  some 
moments  elapsed  before  she  could  renew  the 
subject. 

«  '  You  were  speaking  of  a  place,  father,'  re- 
sumed the  Marchesa — *  you  mentioned  a ' 

«  '  Ay,'  muttered  the  confessor,  still  musing, 
— '  in  a  cliamber  of  thjat  house  there  is ' 

«  '  What  noise  is  that?'  said  the  Marchesa, 
interrupting  him.  They  listened*  A  few  low 
and  querulous  notes  of  the  organ  sounded  at 
a  distance,  and  stopped  again. 

«  '  What  mournful  music  is  that?'  said  the 
Marchesa,  in  a  faultering  voice ;  '  it  was  touch- 
ed by  a  fearful  hand !  Vespers  were  over  long 
ago?' 

«  '  Daughter,'  said  Schedoni,  somewhat 
sternly,  *  you  said  you  had  a  man's  courage. 
Alas !  you  have  a  woman's  hpart.' 

«  *  Excuse  mei  father;  I  know  not  why  I 
feel  this  agitation,  but  I  will  command  it. — 
That  chamber?' 

«  '  In  that  chamber,'  resumed  the  confessor, 
'  is  a  secret  door,  constructed  long  ago.' 

«  '  And  for  what  purpose  constructed?'  said 
the  fearful  Marchesa. 
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«  *  Pardon  me,  daughter;  'tis  sufficient  that 
it  is  there;  we  will  make  a  good  use  of  it. 
Through  that  door — ^in  the  night —  when  she 
sleeps — ' 

n  ^  I  comprehend  you/  said  the  Marchesa, 
*I  comprehend  you!  But  why, — you  have 
your  reasons  no  doubt, — biit'why  [thie  neces- 
sity of  a  secret  door  in  a  house  which  you  say 
is  so  lonely^ — inhabited  by  only  one  person  ?' 

« ^  A  passage  leads  to  the  sea,'  continued 
Schedoni,  without  replying  to  the  question. 
'There  on  the  shore^  when  darkness  covers 
it;  there,  plunged  amidst  the  waves,  no  stain 
shall  hint  of ' 

«  *  Hark  V  interrupted  the  Marchesa,  start- 
ing, ^  that  note  again !' 

<i  The  organ  sounded  faintly  from  the  choir, 
and  paused,  as  before.  In  the  next  moment, 
a  slow  chanting  of  voices  was  heard,  mingling 
with  the  rising  peal,  in  a  strain  particularly 
melancholy  and  solemn. 

ft  ^  Who  is  dead?'  said  the  Marchesa,  chang* 
ing  countenance ;  ^  it  is  a  requiem  V 

«  *  Peace  be  with  the  departed !'  exclaimed 
Schedoni,  and  crossed  himself;  ^  peace  rest 
with  his  soul !' 

ft  ^  Hark !  to  that  chaunt,'  said  the  Marchesa, 
in  a  trembling  voice;  ^  it  is  a  first  requiem, 
the  soul  has  but  just  quitted  the  body !' 

«  They  listened  in  silence.  The  Marchesa 
was  much  affected ;  her  complexion  varied  at 
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every  instant ;  her  breathings  were  short  and 
interrupted,  and  she  even  shed  a  few  tears, 
but  they  were  those  of  despair  rather  than  of 
sorrow. » 

Mrs  Radcliffe's  powers,  both  of  language 
and  description,  have  been  justly  estimated 
very  highly.     They  bear,  at  the  same  time, 
considerable  marks  of  that  warm  and  some- 
what exuberant  imagination  which    dictated 
her  works.     Some  artists  are  distinguished  by 
precision  and  correctness  of  outline,  othe«  by 
the  force  and  vividness  of  their  colouring; 
and  it  is  to  the  latter  class  that  this  author 
belongs.   The  landscapes  of  Mrs  Radcliffe  are 
far  from  equal  in  accuracy  and  truth  to  those 
of  her  contemporary,  Mrs  Charlotte  Smith, 
whose  sketches  are  so  very  graphical,  that  an 
artist  would  find  little  difficulty  in  actually 
painting  from  them.     Those  of  Mrs  Radcliffe, 
on  the  contrary,  while  they  would  supply  the 
most  noble  and  vigourous  ideas,  for  produc- 
ing a  general  effect,  would  leave  the  task  of 
tracing  a  distinct  and  accurate  outline  to  the 
imagination  of  the  painter.     Aft  her  story  is 
usually  enveloped  in  mystery,  so  there  is,  as 
it  were,  a  haze  over  her  landscapes,  softening 
indeed  the  whole,  and  adding  interest  and 
dignity  to  particular  parts,  and  thereby  pro- 
ducing every  effect  which  the  author  desired, 
but  without   communicating  any  absolutely 
precise  or  individual  image  to  the  reader. 
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The  beautiful  description  of  the  Castle  of 
Udolpho,  upon  Emily's  first  approach  to  it, 
is  of  this  character.  It  affords  a  noble  sub- 
ject for  the  pencil;  but  were  six  artists  to 
attempt  to  embody  it,  upon  canvass,  they 
would  probably  produce  six  drawingf^  entirely 
dissimilar  to  each  other,  all  of  them  equally 
authorized  by  the  printed  description,  which, 
eJthough  a  long  one,  is  so  beautiful  a  speci- 
men of  Mrs  Badcliffe's  peculiar  talents,  that 
we  do  not  hesitate  to  insert  it. 

«  Towards  the  close  of  day,  the  road  wound 
into  a  deep  valley.  Mountains,  whose  shaggy 
steeps  appeared  to  be  inaccessible,  almost 
surrounded  it.  To  the  east,  a  vista  opened, 
and  exhibited  the  Apennines  in  their  darkest 
horrors;  and  the  long  perspective  of  retiring 
summits  rising  over  each  other,  their  ridges 
clothed  with  pines,  exhibited  a  stronger  image 
of  grandeur,  than  any  that  Emily  had  yet  seen. 
The  sun  had  just  sunk  below  the  top  of  the 
mountains  she  was  descending,  whose  long 
shadow  stretched  athwart  the  valley ;  but  his 
sloping  rays,  shooting  through  an  opening  of 
the  cliffs,  touched  with  a  yellow  gleam  th^ 
summits  of  the  forest  that  hung  upon  the 
opposite  steeps,  and  streamed  in  full  splen- 
dour upon  the  towers  and  battlements  of  a 
castle  that  spread  its  extensive  ramparts  along 
the  brow  of  a  precipice  above.  The  splendour 
of  these  illumined  objects  was  heightened  by 
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the  contrasted  shade  which  involved  the  valley 
below. 

«  *  There,'  said  Montoni,  speaking  for  the 
first  time  in  several  hours,  *  is  Udolpho.' 

«  Emily  gazed  with  melancholy  awe  upon 
the  castle  which  she  understood  to  be  Mon- 
toni's ;  for,  though  it  was  now  lighted  up  by 
the  setting  sun,  the  gothic  greatness  of  its 
features,  and  its  mouldering  walls  of  dark 
grey  stone,  rendered  it  a  gloomy  and  sublime 
object.  As  she  gazed,  the  light  died  away  on 
its  walls,  leaving  a  melancholy  purple  tint, 
which  spread  deeper  and  deeper,  as  the  thin 
vapour  crept  up  the  mountain,  while  the 
battlements  above  were  still  tipped  with 
splendour.  From  those,  too,  the  rays  soon 
faded,  and  the  whole  edifice  was  invested 
with  the  solemn  duskiness  of  evening.  Silent, 
lonely,  and  sublime,  it  seemed  to  stand  the 
sovereign  of  the  scene,  and  to  frown  defiance 
on  all  who  dared  to  invade  its  solitary  reign. 
As  the  twilight  deepened,  its  features  became 
more  awful  in  obscurity,  and  Emily  continued 
to  gaze,  till  its  clustering  towers  were  alone 
seen  rising  over  the  tops  of  the  woods,  be- 
neath whose  thick  shade  the  carriages  soon 
after  began  to  ascend. 

«  The  extent  and  darkness  of  these  tall 
woods  awakened  terrific  images  in  her  mind, 
and  she  almost  expected  to  see  banditti  start 
up  from  under  the  trees.     At  length  the  car- 
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riages  emerged  upon  a  heathy  rock,  and  soon 
after  reached  the  castle  gates,  where  the  deep 
tone  of  the  portal  hell,  which  was  struck  upon 
to  give  notice  of  their  arrival,  increased  the 
fearful  emotions  that  had  assailed  Emily. 
While  they  waited  till  the  servant  within 
should  come  to  open  the  gates,  she  anxiously 
surveyed  the  edifice ;  hut  the  gloom  that  over- 
spread it^  allowed  her  to  distinguish  little 
more  than  a  part  of  its  outline,  with  the  massy 
walls  of  the  ramparts,  and  to  know  that  it  was 
vast,  ancient,  and  dreary.  From  the  parts  she 
saw,  she  judged  of  the  heavy  strength  and 
extent  of  the  whole.  The  gateway  before 
her,  leading  into  the  courts,  was  of  gigantic 
size,  and  was  defended  by  two  round  towers, 
crowned  by  overhanging  turrets,  embattled, 
where,  instead  of  banners,  now  waved  long 
grass  and  wild  plants,  that  had  taken  root 
amongst  the  mouldering  stones,  and  which 
seemed  to  sigh,  as  the  breeze  rolled  past,  over 
the  desolation  around  them.  The  towers  were 
united  by  a  curtain,  pierced  and  embattled 
also,  below  which  appeared  the  pointed  arch 
of  a  huge  portcullis,  surmounting  the  gates. 
From  these,  the  walls  of  the  ramparts  extended 
to  other  towers,  overlooking  the  precipice, 
whose  shattered  outline,  appearing  on  a  gleam 
that  lingered  in  the  west,  told  of  the  ravages 
of  war. — Beyond  these,  all  was  lost  in  the  ob- 
scurity of  evening.! 
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We  think  it  interesting  to  compare  this 
splendid  and  beautiful  fancy^picture  with  the 
precision  displayed  by  the  same  author's  pen- 
cil, when  she  was  actually  engaged  in  copying 
nature,  and  probably  the  reader  will  be  of 
opinion,  that  Udolpho  is  a  beaiKiAii  effect 
piece,  Hardwick  a  striking  and  ficiithful  por- 
trait. 

« Northward,  beyond  London,  wemay  make 
one  stop,  after  a  country,  not  otherwise  neces- 
sary to  be  noticed,  to  mention  Hardwick,  in 
Derbyshire,  a  seat  of  the  Duke  of  Devonshire, 
once  the  residence  of  the  Earl  of  Shrewsbury, 
to  whom  Elizabeth  deputed  the  custody  of 
the  unfortunate  Mary.  It  stands  on  an  easy 
height,  a  few  miles  to  the  left  of  the  road  from 
Mansfield  to  Chesterfield,  and  is  approached 
through  shady  lanes,  which  conceal  the  view 
of  it,  till  you  are  on  the  confines  of  the  park. 
Three  towers  of  hoary  grey  then  rise  with 
great  majesty  among  old  woods,  and  their 
summits  appear  to  be  covered  with  the  lightly 
shivered  fragments  of  battlements,  which, 
however,  are  soon  discovered  to  be  perfectly 
carved  open  work,  in  which  the  letters  E.  S. 
frequently  occur  under  a  coronet,  the  initials, 
and  the  memorials  of  the  vanity,  of  Elizabeth, 
Countess  of  Shrewsbury,  who  built  the  present 
edifice.  Its  tall  features,  of  a  most  picturesque 
tint,  were  finely  disclosed  between  the  luxu- 
riant woods,  and  over  the  lawns  of  the  park. 
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\vhich,  every  now  and  then,  let  in  a  glimpse 
of  tbe  Derbyshire  hills.  The  scenery  reminded 
us  of  the  exquisite  descriptions  of  Harewood. 

.«The  deep  embowering  shades  that  veil 
ESfrida,  and  those  of  Hardwick,  oncp  veiled  a 
form  as  lovely  as  the  ideal  graces  of  the  poet, 
and  conspired  to  a  fate  more  tragical  than  that 
which  Harewood  witnessed. 

«  In  front  of  the  great  gates  of  the  castle 
court,  the  ground,  adorned  by  old  oaks,  sud- 
denly sinks  to  a  darkly  shadowed  glade,  and 
the  view  opens  over  the  vale  of  Scarsdale, 
bounded  by  the  wild  mountains  of  the  Peak. 
Immediately  to  the  left  of  the  present  resi- 
dence, some  ruined  features  of  the  ancient 
one,  enwreathed  with  the  rich  drapery  of  ivy, 
give  an  interest  to  the  scene,  which  the  later 
but  more  historical  structure  heightens  and 
prolongs.  We  followed,  not  without  emotion, 
the  walk  which  Mary  had  so  often  trodden, 
to  the  folding  doors  of  the  great  hall,  whose 
lofty  grandeur,  aided  by  silence,  and  seen 
under  the  influence  of  a  lowering  sky, 
suited  the  temper  of  the  whole  scene.  The 
tall  windows,  which  half  subdue  the  light  they 
admit,  just  allowed  us  to  distinguish  the  large 
figures  in  tbe  tapestry,  above  the  oak  wains- 
coting, and  showed  a  colonnade  of  oak  sup- 
porting a  gallery  along  the  bottom  of  the  hall, 
with  a  pair  of  gigantic  elk's  horns  flourishing 
between  the  windows  opposite  to  the  en- 
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trance.     The  scene  of  Mary's  arrival,  and  her 
feelings  upon   entering  this   solemn    shade, 
came  involuntarily  to  the  mind ;  the  ttoi^e  of 
horses'  feet,  and  many  voices  from  the  court; 
her  proud,  yet  gentle  and  melancholy  look,  as, 
led  by  the  Lord  Keeper,  she  passed  slowly  up 
the  hall;  his  somewhat  obsequious,  yet  jealous 
and  vigilant  air,  while,  awed  by  her  dignity 
and  beauty,  he  remembers  the  terrors  of  his 
own  queen ;  the  silence '  and  anxiety  of  her 
maids,  and  the  bustle  of  the  surrounding  at- 
tendants. 
.  9  From  the  hall,  a  staircase  ascends  to  the 
gallery  of  a  small  chapel,  in  which  the  chairs 
and  cushions  used  by  Mary  still  remain,  and 
proceeds  to  the  first  story  where  only  one  apart- 
ment bears  memorials  of  her  imprisonment, 
the  bed,   tapestry,  and  chairs,  having  been 
worked  by  herself.     This  tapestry  is  richly 
embossed  with  emblematic  figures,  each  with 
its   title  worked  above  it,  and,  having  been 
scrupulously   preserved,  is  st^ll    entire    and 
fresh. 

«  Over  the  chimney  of  an  adjoining  dining- 
room,  to  which,  as  well  as  to  other  apart- 
ments on  this  floor,  some  modern  furniture 
has  been  added,  is  this  motto  carved  in  oak: — 

*•  There  is  o  nly  this :  to  fear  God,  and  keep  his 
commandments.' 

A  So   much  less   valuable  was    timber  than 
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Tvorkmanship,  when  this  mansion  was  con- 
structed, that,  where  the  staircases  are  not  of 
stone,  they  are  formed  of  solid  oaken  steps, 
instead  of  planks;  such  is  that  from  the  se- 
cond, or  state  stoiy,  to  the  roof,  whence,  on 
clear  days,  York  and  Lincoln  cathedrals  are 
said  to  be  included  in  the  extensive  prospect. 
This  second  floor  is  that  which  gives  its  chief 
interest  to  the  edifice.  Nearly  all  the  apart- 
ments of  it  were  allotted  to  Mary;  some  of 
them  for  state  purposes,  and  the  furniture  is 
known  by  other  proof  than  its  appearance, 
to  remain  as  she  left  it.  The  chief  room,  or 
that  of  audience,  is  of  uncommQu  loftiness, 
and  strikes  by  its  grandeur,  before  the  vene- 
ration and  tenderness  arise,  whiph  its  anti- 
quities, and  the  plainly  told  tale  of  the  suffer- 
ings they  witnessed,  excite.  »* 

The  contrast  of  these  two  descriptions  will 
satisfy  the  reader  that  Mrs  Radcliffe  knew  as 
well  how  to  copy  nature,  as  when  to  indulge 
imagination.  The  towers  of  Udolpho  are  un- 
defined, boundless,  and  wreathed  in  mist  and 
obscurity ;  the  ruins  of  Hardwick  are  as  fully 
and  boldly  painted,  but  with  more  exactness 


'  Journey  through  Holland  and  the  Western  Frontier 
of  Germany,  with  a  Return  down  the  Rhine.  To  which 
are  added,  Observations  during  a  Tour  to  the  Lakes  of 
Lancashire,  "Westmoreland,  and  Cumberland.  By  Ann 
Radcliffe.  4^o-   ^795.  page  371. 


262  -  LIVES    OF    THE   NOVELISTS. 

of  outline,  and  perhaps  less  warmth  and  mag- 
nificence of  colouring. 

It  is  singular  that  though  Mrs  Radcliffe's 
beautiful  descriptions  of  foreign  scenery,  com- 
posed solely  from  the  materials  afforded  by 
travellers,  collected  and  embodied  by  her  own 
genius,  were  marked  in  a  particular  degree  (to 
our  thinking  at  least),  with  the  characteristics 
of  fancy-portraits;  yet  many  of  her  contem- 
poraries conceived  them  to  be  exact  descrip- 
tions of  scenes  which  she  had  visited  in  per^ 
son.  One  report,  transmitted  to  the  public 
by  the  Edinburgh  Review,  stated,  that  Mr  and 
Mrs  Radcliffe  had  visited  Italy ;  that  Mr  Rad- 
cliffe  had  been  attached  to  one  of  the  British 
embassies  in  that  country;  and  that  it  was 
there  his  gifted  consort  imbibed  the  taste  for 
picturesque  scenery,  for  mouldering  ruins,  and 
for  the  obscure  and  gloomy  anecdotes  which 
tradition  relates  of  their  former  inhabitants. 
This  is  so  far  a  mistake,  as  Mrs  Radcliffe  was 
never  in  Italy ;  but  we  have  already  mentioned 
the  probability  of  her  having  availed  herself 
of  the  acquaintance  she  formed  in  1 798  v^rith 
the  magnificent  scenery  on  the  banks  of  the 
Rhine,  and  the  frowning  remains  of  feudal 
castles  with  which  it  abounds.  The  inaccu- 
racy of  the  reviewer  is  of  no  great  conse- 
quence ;  but  a  more  absurd  report  found  its 
way  into  print,  that  Mrs  Radcliffe,  namely, 
having  visited  the  fine  old  gothic  mansion  of 
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Haddon  House,  had  insisted  upon  remaining 
a  night  there,  in  the  course  of  which  she 
had  been  inspired  with  all  that  enthusiasm 
for  gothic  residences,  hidden  passages,  and 
mouldering  walls,  which  mark  her  writings. 
Mrs  Badcliffe,  we  are  assured,  never  saw 
Haddon  House ;  and  although  it  was  a  plage 
excellently  worth  her  attention,  and  could 
hardly  have  been  seen  by  her  without  suggest- 
ing some  of  those  ideas  in  which  her  imagina- 
tion naturally  revelled,  yet  we  should  suppose 
the  mechanical  aid  to  invention — the  recipe 
for  fine  writing — the  sleeping  in  a  dismantled 
and  unfurnished  old  house,  was  likely  to  be 
rewarded  with  nothing  but  a  cold,  and  was 
an  affectation  of  enthusiasm  to  which  Mrs 
Radcliffe  would  have  disdained  to  have  re- 
course. 

The  warmth  of  imagination  which  Mrs  Rad- 
cliffe manifests,  was  naturally  connected  with 
an  inclination  towards  poetry,  and  accordingly 
songs,  sonnets,  and  pieces  of  fugitive  verse, 
amuse  and  relieve  the  reader  in  the  course  of 
her  volumes.  These  are  not,  in  this  place, 
the  legitimate  subject  of  criticism;  but  it  may 
be  remarked,  that  they  display  more  liveliness 
and  richness  of  fancy,  than  correctness  of 
taste,  or  felicity  of  expression.  .  The  language 
does  not  become  pliant  in  Mrs  Radcliffe's 
hands;  and,  unconscious  of  this  defect;^  she 
has  attempted,  nevertheless,  to  bend  it  into 
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new  structures  of  verse,  for  which  the  Englisl 
is  not  adapted.  The  song  of  the  Glow- worm  i 
an  experiment  of  this  nature.  It  must  also  b< 
allowed,  that  the  imagination  of  the  autho 
sometimes  carries  her  on  too  fast,  and  that  i 
she  herself  formed  a  competent  and  perfec 
idea  of  what  she  meant  to  express,  she  ha 
sometimes  failed  to  convey  it  to  the  readei 
At  other  times,  her  poetry  partakes  of  the  ricl 
and  beautiful  colouring  which  distinguishe 
her  prose  composition,  and  has,  perhaps,  th 
same  fault,  of  not  being  in  every  case  quit 
precise  in  expressing  the  meaning  of  th 
author. 

The  following  Address  to  Melancholy  ma 
be  fairly  selected  as  a  specimen  of  her  powers 


Spirit  of  love  and  sorrow — hail ! 

Thy  solemn  voice  from  far  I  hear, 
Mingling  with  evening's  dying  gale : 

Hail,  with  this  sadly-pleasing  tear ! 

O  !  at  this  still,  this  lonely  hour, 

Thine  own  sweet  hour  of  closing  day. 

Awake  thy  lute,  whose  charmful  power 
Shall  call  up  Fancy  to  obey; 

To  paint  the  wild  romantic  dream. 
That  meets  the  poet's  musing  eye, 

As  on  the  bank  of  shadowy  s^eam 
He  breathes  to  her  the  fervid  sigh. 
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0  lonely  spirit !  let  thy  song 

Lead  me  thro'  all  thy  sacred  haunt ; 
The  minster's  moonlight  aisles  along. 

Where  spectres  raise  the  midnight  chaunt! 

1  hear  their  dirges  faintly  swell ! 
Then,  sink  at  once  in  silence  drear, 

While,  from  the  pillared  cloister's  cell, 
Dimly  their  gliding  f&rms  appear! 

Lead  where  the  pane-woods  wave  on  high, 
Whose  pathless  sod  is  darkly  seen, 

As  the  cold  moon,  with  trembling  eye, 
Darts  her  long  beams  the  leaves  between. 

Lead  to  the  mountain's  dusky  head, 
Where,  far  below,  in  shades  profound,^ 

Wide  forests,  plains,  and  hamlets  spread, 
And  sad  the  chimes  of  vesper  sound. 

Or  guide  me  where  the  dashing  oar,. 

Just  breaks  the  stillness  of  the  vale. 
As  slow  it  trackf  the  winding  shore, 

To  meet  the  ocean's  distant  sail : 

To  pebbly  banks,  that  Neptune  laves, 
With  measured  surges,  loud  and  deep, 

Where  the  dark  cliff  bends  o'er  the  waves, 
And  wild  the  winds  of  autumn  sweep. 

Thete  pause  at  midnight's  spectred  hour. 
And  list  the  long  resounding  gale^ 

And  caXch  the  fleeting  moonlight's  power, 
O'er  fo9l|ving  «eas  and  distant  sail. 

I  a.. 
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It  cannot,  we  think,  be  denied,  that  vfe 
liave  here  beautiful  ideas  expressed  in  appro- 
priate versification ;  yet  here,  as  in  her  prose 
compositions,  the  poetess  is  too  much  busied 
with  external  objects,  too  anxious  to  describe 
the  outward  accompaniments  of  melancholy, 
to  write  upon  the  feeling  itself;  and  although 
the  comparison  be  made  at  the  expense  of  a 
favourite  authoress,  we  cannot  help  contrast- 
ing the  poetry  we  have  just  inserted  with  a 
song,  by  Fletcher,  on  a  similar  subject. 

Pas.  (Sings), 

Hence,  all  you  vain  delights, 
As  short  as  are  the  nights 

Wherein  you  spend  your  folly  T 
There 's  nought  in  this  life  sweet, 
If  man  were  wise  to  see 't 

But  only  melancholy ! 

Welcome,  folded  arms,  and  fixed  eyes, 
A  sigh  that  piercing  mortifies, 
A  look  that 's  fastened  to  the  ground, 
A  tongue  chained  up,  without  a  sound  ! 
Fountain  heads,  and  pathless  groves, 
Places  which  pale  passion  loves ! 
Moonlight  walks,  when  all  the  fowls 
Are  warmly  housed,  save  bats  and  owls  ! 
A  midnight  bell,  a  parting  groan ! 
These  are  the  sounds  we  feed  upon  ; 
Then  stretch  our  bones  in  a  still  gloomy  valley, 
Nothing's  so  dainty  sweet  as  lovely  melancholy. 

The  Nice  Fa  lour. 


'W^BPi 
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Tn  tbese  last  yerses  the  reader  may  observe, 
that  the  human  feeling  of  the  votary  of  me- 
lancholy, or  rather  the  pale  passion  itself,  is 
predominant;  that  our  thoughts  are  of,  and 
with,  the  pensive  v^anderer  ^  and  that  the 
«  fountain  heads,  and  pathless  groves, »  like 
the  landscape  in  a  portrait,  are  only  secondary 
parts  of  the  picture.  In  Mrs  Radcliffe's  verses, 
it  is  different.  The  accessaries  and  accom- 
paniments of  melancholy  are  well  described, 
but  they  call  for  so  much  of  our  attention, 
that  the  feeling  itself  scarce  solicits  due  re- 
gard. We  are  placed  among  melancholy  ob- 
jects, but  if  our  sadness  is  reflected  from 
them,  it  is  not  the  growth  of  our  own  minds. 
Something  like  this  may  be  observed  in  Mrs 
Radcliffe's  romances,  where  our  curiosity  is 
too  much  interested  about  the  evolution  of 
the  story,  to  permit  our  feelings  to  be  acted 
upon  by  the  distresses  of  the  hero  or  heroine. 
We  do  not  quite  acknowledge  them  as  objects 
of  our  interest  personally,  and,  convinced  that 
tlie  authoress  will  extricate  them  from  their 
embarrassments,  we  are  more  concerned  about 
the  course  of  the  story,  than  the  feelings  or 
fate  of  those  of  whom  it  is  told. 

But  we  must  not  take  farewell  of  a  favourite 
author  with  a  depreciating  sentiment.  It  may 
be  true  that  Mrs  Radcliffe  rather  walks  in  fairy 
land  than  in  the  region  of  realities,  and  that 
she  has  neither  displayed  the  command  of 
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the  human  passions,  nor  the  insight  into  the 
human  heart,  nor  the  observation  of  life  and 
manners,  which  recommend  other  authors  in 
the  same  hne.  But  she  has  taken  the  lead  in 
a  line  of  composition,  appealing  to  those  pow- 
erful and  general  sources  of  interest,  a  latent 
sense  of  supernatural  awe,  and  curiosity  con- 
cerning whatever  is  hidden  and  mysterious; 
and  if  she  has  been  ever  nearly  approached  in 
this  walk,  which  we  should  hesitate  to  affirm, 
it  is  at  least  certain,  that  she  has  never  been 
excelled  or  even  equalled. 


v.. 
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RICHARDSON. 

The  life  of  this  excellent  man  and  ingenious 
author  has  been  written,  with  equal  spirit  and 
candour,  by  Mrs  Barbauld,  a  name  long  dear 
to  elegant  literature,  and  is  prefixed  to  her 
publication  of  the  author's  Correspondence, 
published  by  Phillips,  in  six  volumes,  in  1804. 
The  leading  circumstances  of  these  simple  an- 
nals are  necessarily  extracted  from  that  per- 
formance, to  which  the  present  editor  has  no 
means  of  adding  any  thing  of  consequence. 

Samuel  Richardson  was  bom  in  Derbyshire, 
in  the  year  1689.  His  father  was  one  of  many 
sons,  sprung  from  a  family  of  middling  note, 
which  had  been  so  far  reduced,  that  the  chil- 
dren were  brought  up  to  mechanical  trades. 
YOL.  II.  I 
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iiis  mother  was  also  decently  descended,  but 
an  orphan,  left  such  in  infancy,  by  the  death 
of  her  father  and  mother,  cut  off,  within  half 
an  hour  of  each  other,  by  the  great  pestilence, 
in  1 663.  Her  name  is  not  mentioned.  His 
father  was  a  joiner,  and  connected,  by  employ- 
ment, with  the  unhappy  Duke  of  Monmouth, 
after  whose  execution  he  retired  to  Shrews- 
bury, apprehensive,  perhaps,  of  a  fate  similar 
to  that  of  College,  his  brother  in  trade,  and 
well  known,  in  those  times,  by  the  title  of  the 
Protestant  Joiner. 

Having  sustained  severe  losses  in  trade,  the 
elder  Richardson  was  unable  to  give  his  son 
Samuel  more  than  a  very  ordinary  education ; 
and  our  author,  who  was  to  rise  so  high  in  one 
departmen^of  literature,  was  left  unacquainted 
with  any  language  excepting  his  own.  Under 
all  these  disadvantages,  and  perhaps  in  some 
degree  owing  to  their  existence,  young  Ri- 
chardson very  early  followed,  with  a  singular 
bias,  the  course  which  was  most  likely  to  ren- 
der his  name  immortal.  We  give  his  own 
words,  for  they  cannot  be  amended: — 

«  I  recollect  that  I  was  early  iK>ted  for  hav- 
ing invention.  I  was  not  fond  of  play  as  other 
boys ;  r^y  stehool-fellows  used  to  call  me  Se- 
riou5  and  Gravity ,  and  five  of  them  particularly 
delighted  to  single  me  out,  either  for  a  walk, 
or  at  their  father  s  houses,  or  at  mine,  to  tell 
them  stori(S8^  as  they  phrased  it.     Some  I  told 
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them  from  my  reading,  as  true,  others  from  my 
head,  as  mere  inyention,  of  which  they  would 
be  most  fond,  and  often  were  affected  by  them. 
One  of  them  particularly,  I  remember,  was  for 
putting  me  to  write  a  history,  as  he  called  it, 
on  the  model  of  Tommy  Pots.  I  now  forget 
what  it  ^as,  only  that  it  was  of  a  servant-man 
preferred  by  a  young  lady  (for  his  goodness) 

to  a  lord,  who  was  a  libertine.  All  my  stories 
carried  with  them,  I  am  bold  to  say,  a  useful 
moral.  »* 

But  young  Richardson  found  a  still  more  con- 
genial body  of  listeners  among  the  female  sex. 
An  old  lady,  indeed,  seems  to  have  resented  an 
admonitory  letter,  in  which  the  future  teacher 
of  morals  contrasted  her  pretensions  to  reli- 
gion with  her  habitual  indulgence  in  slander 
and  backbiting;  but  with  the  young  and  sen- 
timental his  reception  was  more  gracious. 
«  As  a  bashful,  and  not  forward  boy,»  he  says, 
«  I  was  an  early  favourite  with  all  the  young 
women  of  taste  and  reading  in  the  neighbour- 
hood. Half  a  dozen  of  them,  when  met  to 
work  with  their  needles,  used,  when  they  got 
a  book  they  liked,  and  thought  I  should,  to 
borrow  me  to  read  to  them;  their  mothers 
sometimes  with  them,  and  both  mothers  and 
daughters  used  to  be  pleased  vnth  the  observ- 
ations they  put  me  upon  making.     I  was  not 

*  Life  of  BichardsoD,  toI.  i.  pp.  36,  37. 
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more  than  thirteen,  when  three  of  these  young 
women,  unknown  to  each  other,  having  an 
high  opinion  of  my  taciturnity,  revealed  to  me 
their  love  secrets,  in  order  to  induce  me  to 
give  them  copies  to  write  after,  or  correct,  for 
answers  to  their  lovers'  letters ;  nor  did  any 
one  of  them  ever  know  that  I  was  the  secretary 
to  the  others.  I  have  been  directed  to  chide, 
and  even  repulse^  when  an  offence  was  either 
given  or  taken,  at  the  very  time  that  the  heart 
of  the  chider  or  repulser  was  open  before  me, 
overflowing  with  esteem  and  affection,  and 
the  fair  repulser  dreading  to  be  taken  at  her 
word,  directing  tAiis  word,  or  that  expression  to 
be  softened  or  changed.  One,  highly  gratified 
with  her  lover's  fervour  and  vows  of  everlast- 
ing love,  has  said,  when  I  have  asked  her  di- 
rection, I  cannot  tell  you  what  to  write,  but 
(her  heart  on  her  lips)  you  cannot  write  too 
kindly.  AH  her  fear  was  only,  that  she  should 
incur  slight  for  her  kindness. »' 

His  father  had  nourished  some  ambitious 
views  of  dedicating  young  Richardson  to  the 
ministry,  but  as  his  circumstances  denied  him 
the  means  of  giving  him  necessary  education, 
Samuel  was  destined  to  that  profession  most 
nearly  connected  with  literature,  and  was 
bound  apprentice  to  Mr  John  Wilde,  of  Sta- 
tioners' Hall,  in  the  year  1 706.     Industrious, 

'  Life  of  RiohardsoD,  vol.  i.  pp.  39,  4o. 
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as  well  as  intelligent,  regulated  in  his  habits^ 
and  diverted  by  no  headstrong  passion  from 
the  strictest  course  of  duty,  Richardson  made 
rapid  progress  in  his  employment  as  a  printer. 

«  I  served, »  he  says,  »  a  diligent  seven  yesirs 
to  it ;  to  a  master  who  grudged  every  hour  to 
me  that  tended  not  to  his  profit,  even  of  those 
times  of  leisure  and  diversion,  which  the  re* 
fractoriness  of  my  fellow-servants  obltgedhiin  to 
allow  them,  and  were  usually  allowed  by  other 
masters  to  their  apprentices.  I  stole  from  the 
hours  of  rest  and  relaxation,  my  reading  times 
for  improvement  of  my  mind  :  and  being  en- 
gaged in  a  correspondence  with  a  gehtleman, 
greatly  my  superior  in  degree,  and  of  ample 
fortune,  who,  had  he  lived,  intended  high 
things  for  me,  those  were  all  the  opportuni- 
ties I  had  in  my  apprenticeship  to  carry  it  on. 
But  this  little  incident  I  may  mention ;  I  took 
care  that  even  my  candle  was  of  my  own  pur- 
chasing, that  I  might  not,  in  the  most  trifling 
instance,  make  my  master  a  sufferer  (and  who 
used  to  call  me  the  pillar  of  his  house,)  and 
not  to  disable  myself  by  watching  or  sitting 
up,  to  perform  my  duty  to  him  in  the  day^ 
time.y' 

The  correspondence  betwixt  Richardson 
and  the  gentleman  who  had  so  well  selected 
an  object  of  patronage,  was  voluminous ;  but 

'  Life  of  Richardson,  vol.  i.  pp.  4i>  i^- 
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at  the  untimely  death  of  his  friend,  it  was,  at 
his  particular  desire,  consigned  to  the  flames. 

Several  years  tnore  were  spent  in  the  ob- 
scure  drudgery  of  the    printing-house,   ere 
Richardson  took  out  his  freedom  and  set  up 
as  a  master  printer.     His  talents  for  literature 
were  soon  discovered,  and,  in  addition  to  his 
proper  business,  he  used  to  oblige  the  book- 
seUers,  by  furnishing  them  with  prefaces,  de- 
dications,  and  such  like  garnishing  of   the 
works  submitted  to  his  press.     He  printed 
several  of  the  popular  periodical  papers  of  the 
day,  and,  at  length,  through  the  interest  of 
Mr  Onslow,  the  Speaker,  obtained  the  lucra- 
tive employment  of  printing  the  Journals  of 
the  House  of  Commons,  by  which  he  must 
have  reaped  considerable  advantages,  although 
he  occasionally  had  to  complain  of  delay  of 
payment  on  the  part  of  government. 

Punctual  in  his  engagements,  and  careful  in 
the  superintendence  of  his  business,  fortune 
and  respect,  its  sure  accompaniments,  began 
to  flow  in  upon  Richardson.  In  1 764,  he  was 
chosen  Master  of  the  Stationers^  Company; 
and  in  1760,  he  purchased  a  moiety  of  the 
patent  of  printer  to  the  King,  which  seems  to 
have  added  considerably  to  his  revenue.  He 
was  now  a  man  in  very  easy  circumstances, 
and  besides  his  premises  in  Salisbury  Court, 
he  enjoyed  the  luxury  of  a  villa,  first  at  North 
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End,  near  Hammers mithy  afterwards  .at  Pain 

sonVgreen.  . 

Richardson ;Wa3  twice  marriad,.  first,  to  Al*- 
lington  WUde,  1^  mastor'sdaughter,  and  after 
her  death,  .in  1731,  to  the  sister  q£  Jam&s 
Leake,  bookseller,  who  surviYed  her. distin- 
guished hushand.  He 'has  made; a  feeling, 
commemoration  of  the  family  misfortunes 
which  he  sustained,  in  a.  letter  to  Lady  firad- 
shaigh.  ^^  I  told  you,  madam^  that  I  have 
been  married  twice,  both  times  tiappily ;.  you 
will  guess  so,  as  to  my  first,  when  I  tell  you 
that  I  cherish,  the  memory.of  my  lost  wife  to 
this  hour;  and  as  to  the  second,  when  I  assure 
you,  that  I  can  do  so  without  derogating  from 
the  merits  of,  or  being  disallowed  by,  my  pre- 
sent, who  jspeaks  of  her,  on  all  occasions,  as 
respectfully  and  affectionately  as  I. do.  myself. 

«  By  my  first  wife^  I  had  five  sons  and  one 
daughter,  some  of  them  living  to  be.  delight- 
ful prattlers,  with  all  the  appearances  of  sound 
health,  lively  in  their  features,  and  promising 
as  to  their  minds ;  and  the  death  of  one  of 
them  I  doubt,  accelerating,  from  grief,  that  of 
the  otherwise  laudably  afflicted  mother.  1 
have  had,  by  my  present  wife,,  five  girls  and 
one  boy ;  I  have  buried  of  these,  the  promis- 
ing boy,  and  one  girl :  four  girls  I  have  living, 
all  at  present  very  good ;  their  mother  a  true 
and  instructing  mother  to  them. 

«  Thus  have  I  lost  six  sons  (all  my  isons),  and 
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two  daughters,  every  one  of  vrhich,  to  answer 
your  question,  I  parted  with  with  the  utmost 
regret.  Other  heavy  deprivations  of  friends 
very  near  and  very  dear  have  I  also  suffered. 
I  am  very  susceptible,  I  will  venture  to  say,  of 
impressions  of  this  nature.  A  father,  an  honest 
worthy  father,  I  lost  by  the  accident  of  a 
broken  thigh,  snapped  by  a.  sudden  jerk,  en* 
deavouring  to  recover  a  slip,  passing  through 
his  own  yard.  My  father,  whom  I  attended 
in  every  stage  of  his  last  illness,  I  long  mourn- 
ed for.  Two  brothers,  very  dear  to  me,  I  lost 
abroad.  A  friend,  more  valuable  than  most 
brothers,  was  taken  from  me.  No  less  than 
eleven .  affecting  deaths  in  two  years !  My 
nerves  were  so  affected  with  these  repeated 
blows  that  I  have  been  forced,  after  trying  the 
whole  materia  medica^  and  consulting  many 
physicians,  as  the  only  palliative  (not  a  remedy 
to  be  expected),  to  go  into  a  regimen ;  and  for 
seven  years  past  have  I  forborne  wine,  and  flesh 
and  fish ;  and  at  this  time,  I  and  all  my  family 
are  in  mourning  for  a  good  sister,  with  whom 
neither  I  would  have  parted,  could  I  have  had 
my  choice.  From  these  affecting  dispensa- 
tions^ will  you  not  allow  me,  madam,  to  re- 
mind an  unthinking  world,  immersed  in  plea- 
sures, what  a  life  this  is  that  they  are  so  fond 
of,  and  to  ^rm  them  against  the  affecting 
changes  of  it  ?»* 

'  life  of  Richardson,  vol.  i.  pp.  4B,  49)  ^' 
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But  this  amiable  and  excellent  man  was  not 
deprived  of  the  most  pleasing  exercise  of  his 
affections,  notwithstanding  the  breaches  which 
had  been  made  among  his  offspring.  Four 
daughters  surviyed  to  render  those  duties 
which  the  affectionate  temper  of  then*  father 
rendered  peculiarly  precious  to  him.  Mary  was 
married,  during  her  father's  life-time,  to  Mr 
Ditcher,  a  respectable  surgeon  at  Bath.  His 
daughter  Martha,  who  had  been  his  principal 
amanuensis,  became,  after  his  decease,  the 
wife  of  Edward  Bridgen,  ^sq.,-  and  Sarah 
married  Mr  Crowther,  surgeon,  in  Boswell- 
Court,  Anne,  a  woman  of  a  most  amiable 
disposition,  but  whose  weak  health  had  often 
alarmed  the  affectionof  her  parents,  survived, 
nevertheless,  her  sisters,  as  well  as  her  pa** 
rents.  A  nephew  of  Richardson  paid  him,  in 
his  declining  years,  the  duties  of  a  son,  and 
assisted  him  in  the  conducting  of  his  business^ 
which  concludes  all  it  is  necessary  to  say  con- 
cerning the  descendants  and  connexions  of 
this  distinguished  author. 

The  private  life  of  Richardson  has  nothing 
to  detain  the  biographer.  We  have  mentioned 
the  successive  opportunities  which  cautiously, 
yet  ably,  improved,  led  him  to  eminence  in  his 
highly  respectable  profession.  He  was  un- 
ceasingly industrious;  led  astray  by  no  idle 
views  of  speculation,  and  seduced  by  no  temp- 
tations to  premature  expenditure.     Industry 
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brought  independence,  and,  finally,  wealth  in 
its  train:  and  that  well-won  fortune  was  hus- 
banded  with  prudence,  and  expended  with  li- 
berality.    A  kind  and  liberal  master,  he  was 
eager  to  encourage  his  servants  to  persevere 
in  the  same  course  of  patient  labour  by  which 
he  had  himself  attained  fortune ;  and  it  is  said 
to  have  been  his  common  practice  to  hide 
half-a-crown  among  the  types,  that  it  might 
reward  the  diligence  of  the   workman  who 
should  first  be  in  the  office  in  the  morning. 
His  hospitality  was  of  the  most  unlimited,  as 
well  as  the  most  judicious  kind.     One  of  his 
correspondents  describes  him  as  sitting  at  his 
door  like  an  old  patriarch,  and  inciting  all 
who  passed  by  to  enter  and  be  refreshed; — 
«  and  this,»  says  MrsBarbauld,  «  whether  they 
brought  with  them  the  means  of  amusing  their 
host,  or  only  required  his  kind  notice  and  that' 
of  his  family. »     He  was  generous  and  bene- 
volent to  distressed  authors,  a  class  of  men 
with  whom  his  profession  brought  him  into 
contact,  and  had  occasion,  more  than  once,  to 
succour  Dr  Johnson,  during  his  days  of  po- 
verty, and  to  assist  his  efforts  to  force  himself 
into  pubhc  notice.     The  domestic  revolutions 
of  his  life,  after  mentioning  the  losses  he  had 
sustained  in  his  family,  may  be  almost  summed 
up  in  two  great  events.  He  changed  his  villa, 
in  which  he  indulged,  like  other  wealthy  citi- 
;sen6,  from  North-End  to  Parsons^^Green;  and 
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his  printing  establishment,  from  the  one  side 
of  Sahsbury-Court  to  the  other;  which  last 
alteration,  he  complains,  did  not  meet  Mrs 
Richardson's  approbation . 

If  we  lodk  yet.  closer  into  Hichardson^s  pri- 
vate life  (and  who  loves  not '  to  know  the 
slightest  particulars  concerning  a  man  of  his 
genius?),  we  find  so  much  to  praise,  and  so 
very  little  deserving  censure,  that  we  almost 
think  we  are  reading  the  description  of  one  of 
the  amiable  characters  he  has  drawn  in  his 
own  works.  A  love  of  the  human  species ;  a 
desire  to  create  happiness  and  to  witness  it; 
a  life  undisturbed  by  passion,  and  spent  in 
doing  good;  pleasures  which  centred  id  ele- 
gant conversation,  in  bouptiful  hospitality,  in 
the  exchange  of  all  the  kindly  intercourse  of 
life,  marked  the  worth  and  unsophisticated 
simplicity  of  the  good  man's  character.  He 
loved  children,  and  knew  the  rare  art  of  win- 
ning their  attachment;  for,  partaking  in  that 
respect  the  sagacity  of  the  canine  race,  they 
are  not  to  be  deceived  by  dissembled  attention. 
A  lady,  who  shared  the  hospitality  of  Richard- 
son, and  gives  an  excellent  account  of  the  in- 
ternal regulation  of  his  virtuous  and  orderly 
family,  remembers  creeping  to  his  knees,  and 
banging  on  his  words,  as  well  as  the  good  ns^- 
ture  with  which  he  backed  her  petitions,  to  be 
permitted  to  remain  a  little  longer  when  she 
was  summoned  to  bed,  and  his  becoming  her 
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guarantee,  that  she  would  not  require  the  ser- 
vant's assistance  to  put  her  to  bed,  and  to  ex- 
tinguish the  candle.  Trifling  as  these  recol- 
lections may  seem,  they  are  pleasing  proofis 
that  the  author  of  Clarissa  was,  in  private  life, 
the  mild,  good  man  which  we  wish  to  suppose 
him. 

The  predominant  failing  of  Richardson 
seems  certainly  to  have  been  vanity — vanity 
naturally  excited  by  his  great  and  unparalleled 
popularity  at  home  and  abroad,  and  by  the 
continual  and  concentred  admiration  of  the 
circle  in  which  he  lived.  Such  a  weakness 
finds  root  in  the  mind  of  every  one  who  has 
obtained  general  applause,  but  Richardson 
fostered  and  indulged  its  gro^^th,  which  a 
man  of  firmer  character  would  have  crushed 
and  restrained.  The  cup  of  Circe  converted 
men  into  beasts;  and  that  of  praise,  when 
deeply  and  eagerly  drained,  seldom  fails  to 
make  wise  men  in  some  degree  fools.  There 
seems  to  have  been  a  want  of  masculine  firm- 
ness in  Richardson^s  habits  of  thinking,  which 
combined  with  his  natural  tenderness  of  heart 
in  inducing  him  to  prefer  the  society  of  wo- 
men ;  and  Women,  from  the  quickness  of  their 
feelings,"  as  well  as  their  natural  desire  to 
please,  are  always  the  admirers,  or  rather  the 
idolaters,  of  genius,  and  generally  its  willing 
flatterers.  Richardson  was  in  the  daily  habit 
of  seeing,  conversing,  and  corresponding  with 
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many  of  the  fair  sex;  and  the  unvaried  and,  it 
would  seem,  the  inexhaustible  theme,  was  his 
own  writings,  ^ence  Johnson,  whose  loftier 
pride  never  suffered  him  to  cherish  the  meaner 
foible  of  vanity,  has  passed  upon  Richardson, 
after  a  just  tribute  to  his  worth,  the  severe 
sentence  recorded  by  Boswell: — «  I  only  re- 
member that  he  expressed  a  high  value  for 
his  talents  and  virtues,  but  that  his  perpetual 
study  was  to  ward  off  petty  inconveniences, 
and  to  procure  petty  pleasures;  that  his  love 
of  continual  superiority  was  such,  that  he  took 
care  always  to  be  surrounded  by  women,  who 
listened  to  him  implicitly,  and  did  not  venture 
to  contradict  his  opinions;  and  that  his  desire 
of  distinction  was  so  great,  that  he  used  to 
give  large  vails  to  Speaker  Onslow's  servants, 
that  they  might  treat  him  with  respect. » *  An 
anecdote,  which  seems  to  confirm  Johnson's 
statement,  is  given  by  Boswell,  on  authority 
of  a  lady  who  was  present  when  the  circum- 
stances took  place.  A  gentleman,  who  had 
lately  been  at  Paris,  sought,  while  in  a  large 
company  at  Richardson^s  villa  of  North-End, 
to  gratify  the  landlord,  by  informing  him  that 
he  had  seen  bis  Clarissa  lying  on  the  king's 

*  Life  of  Richardson,  vol.  i.  pp.  171,  172.  Thi«  cha- 
racter  was  given  at  the  house  of  a  venerable  Scottish 
judge,  now  no  more,  who  was  so  great  an  admirer  of  Sir 
Charles  Grandison^  that  he  was  said  to  read  that  work 
over  once  every  year  in  the  course  of  his  life. 
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brother  s  table.  Richardson,  observing  that 
a  part  of  the  company  were  engaged  in  con- 
versation apart,  affected  not  to  hear  what  had 
been  said,  bat  took  advantage  of  the  first  ge- 
neral pause,  to  address  the  gentleman  with, 
«  Sir,  I  think  you  were  saying  something 
about- — -;»  and  then  stopped,  in  a  flutter  of 
expectation;  which  his  guest  mortified  by  re- 
plying :  «  A  mere  trifle,  sir,  not  worth  repeat- 
ing. » ^  The  truth  seems  to  te,  that  Richardson, 
by  nature  shy,  and  of  a  nervous  constitution, 
limited  also  by  a  very  narrow  education,  cared 
not  to  encounter  in  conversation  with  those 
rougher  spirits  of  the  age,  whei-e  criticism 
might  have  had  too  much  severity  in  it.  And 
he  seems  to  have-  been  reserved  even  in  the 
presence  of  Johnson,  though  bound  to  him 
by  obligation,  and  although  that  mighty  aris- 
tarch  professed  to  have  the  talent  of  «  making 
him  rear, »  and  calling  forth  his  powers.  Nor 
does  he  appear  to  have  associated  much  with 
any  of  the  distinguished  geniuses  of  the  age, 
saving  Dr  Young,  witii  whom  he  corresponded 

'  Johnson,  himself,  felt  pride  on  finding  his  Diction- 
ary in  Lord  Scarsdale*s  dressing-room,  and  pointed  it 
out  to  his  iiriend,  vrith  the  classical  quotation,  Qtue  terra 
nostri  non  plena  labons.  Yet,  under  correction  of  hoth 
these  great  authors,  the  more  substantial  fame  is  to  find 
a  popular  work,  not  in  the  closet  of  the  great,  who  buy 
every  book  which  bears  a  name,  but  in  the  cabins  of  the 
poor,  who  must  have  made  some  sacrifices  to  effect  the 
purchase. 
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late  in  life.  Aaron  Hill,  who  patriotically  en- 
deavoured to  make  him  a  convert  to  wines  of 
British  nianufactare ;  and  Mr.  Edwards,  author 
of  the  Canons  of  Criticism^  though  both  clever 
men,  do  not  deserve  to  be  mentioned  as  ex- 
ceptions. 

The  society  of  Richardson  v^as  limited  to  a 
little  circle  of  amiable  and  accomplished  per- 
sons, Yrho  were  contented  to  allow  a  central 
position  to  the  author  of  Clarissa^  and  to  re- 
volve around  him  in  inferior  orbits.     The  fa- 
milies of  Highmore  and  Dnncombe  produced 
more  than  one  individual  of  this  description ; 
and  besides  Mrs  DoneUan,  and   the  Misses 
Fielding,  whom  Richardson  loved,  notwith- 
standing the  offences  of  their  brother,  there 
was  a  Miss  Mulso,  Miss  Westcombe,  and  other 
ladies  besides,  full  of  veneration  for  the  kind 
instructor,  whom  they  were  permitted  to  term 
their  adopted  father.     While  Clarissa  and  Sir 
Charles  Grandison  were  in  progress,  Richard- 
son used  to  read  a  part  of  his  labours  to  some 
of  this  chosen  circle  every  morning,  and  re- 
ceive, it  may  be  readily  supposed,  a  liberal 
tribute  of  praise,  with  a  very  moderate  portion 
of  criticism.     Miss  Highmore,  who  inherited 
a  paternal  taste  for  painting,  has  recorded  one 
of  those  scenes  in  a  small  drawing,  where  Ri- 
chardson, in  a  morning-gown  and  cap,  is  intro- 
duced, reading  the  manuscript  of  Sir  Charles 
Grandison  to  such  a  little  group. 
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This  was  all  very  amiable,  though  perhaps 
bordering  on  an  effeminate  love  of  flattery 
and  appbiliiMe*  But  it  must  be  owned 
that  our  aadkor  disdained  not  flattery  from 
less  pak«  hands  than  those  of  his  ordinary 
companioiis.  -We  will  not  dwell  upon  poor 
LcBtitia  Pilkington,  whose  wants,  rather  than 
her  extravagant  praises,  may  be  supposed  to 
have  conciliated  the  kindness  of  Richardson, 
notwithstanding  the  infeimy  of  her  character. 
But  we  are  rather  scandalized  that  the  veteran 
iniquity  of  Old  Gibber  should  not  have  ex- 
cluded him  from  the  intimacy  of  the  virtuous 
Richardson,  and  that  the  grey  profligate  could 
render  himself  acceptable  to  the  author  of 
Sir  Charles  Grandison  by  such  effusions  of  vul- 
gar vivacity  as  the  following,  which  we  cannot 
forbear  inserting. —  «  I  have  just  finished  the 
sheets  you  favoured  me  with;  but  never  found 
so  strong  a  proof  of  your  sly  ill-nature  as  to 
have  hung  me  up  upon  tenters,  till  I  see  you 
again.  Z-— ds !  I  have  not  patience,  till  I  know 
what^s  become  of  her. — Why,  you!  I  don't 
know  what  to  csJl  youj  Ah!  ah!  you  may 
laugh  if  you  please:  but  how  will  you  be  able 
to  look  me  in  the  face,  if  the  lady  should  ever 
be  able  to  show  hers  again?  What  piteous, 
d— ^  disgraceful  pickle  have  you  plunged  her 
in?  For  God's  sake  send  me  the  sequel,  or — 
I  don't  know  what  to  say !» *     Yet  another  de- 

*  Correspondence  of  Qichardson,  irol.  ii.pp.  17a,  173. 
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lectable  quotation  from  the  letters  of  that 
merry  old  good-for-nothing,  which,  as  ad- 
dressed by  a  rake  of  the  theatre  to  the  most 
sentimental  author  of  the  age,  and  as  referring 
to  one  of  his  favourite  and  most  perfect  cha- 
racters, is,  in  its  way^  a  matchless  specimen 
of  elegant  Tiyacity-— «The  delicious  meal  I 
made  of  Miss  Byron  on  Sunday  last  has  given 
me  an  appetite  for  another  slice  of  her,  off 
from  the  spit,  before  she  is  served  up  to  the 
public  table.  If  about  five  o'clock  to-morrow 
afternoon  will  not  be  inconvenient,  Mrs  Brown 
and  I  will  come  and  piddle  upon  a  bit  more  of 
her;  but  pray  let  your  whole  family,  with 
Mrs  Richardson  at  the  head  of  them,  come  in 
for  their  share. »' 

An  appetite  for  praise,  and  an  over-indul- 
gence of  that  appetite,  not  only  teaches  an 
author  to  be  gratified  with  the  applause  of  the 
unworthy,  and  to  prefer  it  to  the  censure  of 
the  wise,  but  it  leads  to  the  less  pardonable 
error  of  begrudging  to  others  their  due  share 
of  public  favour.  Richardson  was  too  good, 
too  kind  a  man  to  let  literary  envy  settle  deep 
in  his  bosom,  yet  an  overweening  sense  of  his 
own  importance  seems  to  have  prevented  his 
doing  entire  justice  to  the  claims  of  others.  He 
appears  to  have  been  rather  too  prone  tobelieve 
ill  of  those  authors,  against  whose  works  ex- 

*  Correspondence  of  Bichardson,  vol.  il.  p.  176. 
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ceptions»  in  point  of  delicacy,  might  justly  be 
taken.  He  has  inserted  in  his  Correspondence 
an  account  of  Swift's  earlier  life,  highly  in- 
jurious to  the  character  of  that  eminent  writer; 
and  which  the  industry  of  Dr  Barret  has  since 
shown  to  be  a  gross  misrepresentation.  The 
same  tone  of  feeling  has  made  him  denounce, 
with  the  utmost  severity,  the  indecorum  of 
Tristram  Shandy^  without  that  tribute  of  ap- 
plause which,  in  every  view  of  the  case,  was 
so  justly  due  to  the  genius  of  the  author. 
Richardson  seems  also  to  have  joined  Aaron 
Hill  in  the  cuckoo-song,  that  Pope  had  written 
himself  out; — and  finally,  the  dislike  which  he 
manifests  towards  Fielding,  though  it  originat- 
ed in  a  gratuitous  insult  on  the  part  of  the 
latter,  breaks  out  too  often,  and  is  too  anxi- 
ously veiled  under  an  affectation  of  charity 
and  candour,  not  to  lead  us  to  suspect  that  the 
author  of  Tom  Jones  was  at  least  as  obnoxious 
from  the  success  as  from  the  alleged  immora- 
lity of  his  productions.  It  would  have  been 
generous  to  have  reflected,  that,  while  his 
own  bark  lay  safe  in  harbour,  or  was  wafted 
on  by  the  favouring  gale  of  applause,  his  less 
fortunate  rival  had  to  struggle  with  the  current 
and  the  storm.  But  this  disagreeable  subject 
Ave  have  already  canvassed  in  Fielding's  life, 
and  we  will  not  further  dwell  upon  it.  Of  all 
pictures  of  literary  life,  that  which  exhibits 
two  men  of  transcendent,  though  different 
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talents,  engaged  in  the  depreciation  of  eacli 
other,  is  most  humbling  to  human  nature, 
most  unpleasing  to  a  candid  and  enlightened 
reader.  Excepting  against  Fielding,  Richard- 
son seems  to  have  nourished  no  literary  feud. 
But  it  is  to  be  regretted  that,  in  his  Correspond- 
ence, we  find  few  traces  that  he  either  loved 
or  admired  contemporary  genius. 

It  may  appear  invidious  to  dwell  thus  long 
on  a  sufficiently  venial  speck  in  a  character  so 
fair  and  amiable.  But  it  is  no  useless  lesson 
to  show  that  a  love  of  praise,  and  a  feeling  of 
literary  emulation,  not  to  say  vanity,  foibles 
pardonable  in  themselves,  and  rarely  separated 
from  the  poetical  temperament,  lead  to  con- 
sequences detrimental  to  the  deserved  reputa- 
tion of  the  most  ingenious  author,  and  the 
most  worthy  man,  as  a  dead  fly  will  pollute 
the  most  precious  unguent.  Every  author, 
but  especially  those  who  cultivate  the  lighter 
kinds  of  literature,  should  teach  themselves 
the  stern  lesson,  that  their  art  must  fell  under 
the  frequent  censure,  non  est  tantiy  and,  for 
this  reason  they  should  avoid,  as  they  would 
the  circle  of  Alcina,  that  sort  of  society,  who 
so  willingly  form  around  every  popular  writer 
an  atmosphere  of  assentation  and  flattery. 

Dismissing  these  considerations,  we  cannot 
omit  to  state  that  Richardson  V  correspondence 
with  one  of  his  most  intelligent  and  enthusi- 
astic admirers,  commenced,  and  was  for  some 
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time  Carried  dn^  in  a  manner  whicji  might 
have  formed  a  pleasing  incident  in  one  of  the 
author  8  own  romances.  This  was  Lady  Brad- 
shaigh,  the  wife  of  Sir  Roger  Bradshaigh  of 
Haigh,  in  Lancashire,  whose  very  considerable 
talent,  and  ardent  taste  for  literature,  had  to 
contend  with  the  prejudices  which  in  those 
days  seemed  to  have  rendered  it  ridiculous  for 
a  lady  of  rank  and  fashion,  the  wife  of  a  coun- 
try gentleman  of  estate  and  consideration,  to 
enter  into  correspondence  with  a  professed 
author.  To  gratify  the  strong  propensity  she 
felt  to  engage  in  literary  intercourse  with  an 
author  of  Richardson's  distinction.  Lady  Brad- 
shaigh had  recourse  to  the  romantic  expedient 
of  entering  into  correspondence  with  hiro 
under  an  assumed  name,  and  with  all  the  pre- 
cautions against  discovery  which  are  some- 
times resorted  to  for  less  honest  purposes. 
Richardson  and  his  incognita  maintained  a 
close  exchange  of  letters,  until  they  seem  on 
both  sides  to  have  grown  desirous  of  becom- 
ing personally  known  to  each  other;  and  the 
author  was  induced  to  walk  in  the  Park  at  a 
particular  hour,  and  to  send  an  accurate  descrip- 
tion of  his  person,  that  his  fair  correspondent 
might  be  able,  herself  unknown,  to  distinguisii 
him  from  the  vulgar  herd  of  passengers.  The 
following  portrait  exhibits  all  the  graphical  ac- 
curacy with  which  the  author  was  accustomed 
to  detail  the  appearance  of  his  imaginary  per- 
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sonageS;»  and  is  at  the  same  time  very  valuable, 
as  it  describes  a  man  of  genius  in  whom  great 
powers  of  observing  life  and  manners  were 
combined  with  bashful  and  retired  habits. — 
«  I  go  through  the  Park  once  or  twice  a  week 
to  my  little  retirement;  but  I  will  for  a  week 
togedier  be  in  it  every  day  three  or  four  hours, 
at  your  command,  till  you  tell  me  you  have 
seen  a  person  who  answers  to  this  description; 
namely,  short;  rather  plump  than  emaciated, 
notwithstanding  his  complaints ;  ~  about  five 
feet  five  inches ;  fair  wig ;  lightish  cloth  coat, 
all  black  besides ;  one  hand  generally  in  his 
bosom,  the  other  a  cane  in  it,  which  he  leans 
upon  under  the  skirts  of  his  coat  usually, 
that  it  may  imperceptibly  serve  him  as  a  sup- 
port when  attacked  by  sudden  tremors  or 
startings,  and  dizziness,  which  too  frequently 
attack  him,  but,  thank  God,  not  so  often  as 
formerly;  looking  directly  fore-right,  as  pass- 
ers-by would  imagine,  but  observing  all  that 
stirs  on  either  hand  of  him,  without  moving 
his  short  neck;  hardly  ever  turning  back;  of 
a  light  brown  complexion;  teeth  not  yet  fail- 
ing him;  smoothish-faced  and  ruddy-cheeked; 
at  some  times  looking  to  be  about  sixty-five, 
at  othei^  times  much  younger;  a  regular  even 
pdce,  stealing  away  ground  rather  than  seem- 
ing to  rid  it ;  a  grey  eye,  too  often  overclouded 
by  mistiness  from  the  head;  by  chance  lively; 
very  lively  it  will  be  if  he  have  hope  of  seeing 
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a  lady  whom  he  loves  and  honours ;  his  eye 
always  on  the  ladies ;  if  they  have  very  large 
hoops,  he  looks  down  and  supercilious,  and 
as  if  he  would  be  thought  wise,  but  perhaps 
the  sillier  for  that ;  as  he  approaches  a  lady, 
his  eye  is  never  fixed  first  upon  her  fiace,  but 
upon  her  feet,  and  thence  he  raises  it  up 
pretty  quickly  for  a  dull  eye ;  and  one  would 
think  (if  we  thought  him  at  all  worthy  of  ob- 
servation) that  from  her  air,  and  (the  last  be- 
held) her  face,  he  sets  her  down  in  his  mind 
as  so  or  soj  and  then  passes  on  to  the  next  ob- 
ject he  meets ;  only  then  looking  back  if  he 
greatly  likes  or  dislikes,  as  if  he  would  see  if 
the  lady  appear  to  be  all  of  a  piece,  in  the  one 
light  or  in  the  other.  Are  these  marks  distinct 
enough,  if  you  are  resolved  to  keep  all  the 
advantages  you  set  out  vnth?  And  from  this 
odd,  this  grotesque  figure,  think  you,  madam, 
that  you  have  any  thing  to  apprehend?  Any 
thing  that  will  not  rather  promote  than  check 
your  mirth  ?  I  dare  be  bold  to  say  (and  allow 
it  too,)  that  you  would  rather  see  this  figure 
than  any  other  you  ever  saw,  whenever  you 
should  find  yourself  graver  than  you  wish  to 
be.»' 

Lady  Bradsbaigh,  like  other  ladies  t>pon  si- 
milar occasions,  could  not  resist  the  opportu. 

*  Correspondence  of  Richardson,   vol.   iv.   pp.    290, 
291,  292. 
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nity  of  exercising  a  little  capricious  tyranny. 
Richardson's  walks  in  the  Park  were  for  some 
time  unnoticed.  Both  parties  seem  to  have 
indulged  in  a  gentle  coquetry,  until  both  were 
likely  to  lose  temper,  and  the  complaints  on 
the  gentleman's  side  became  a  little  keen  and 
eager.  At  length  Lady  Bradshaigh  dropped 
the  mask,  and  continued  afterwards  to  be  in 
her  own  person  the  valued  correspondent  of 
the  author.  It  is  but  justice  to  say,  that  the 
sense  and  spirit  with  which  she  supports  her 
own  views,  even  when  contrary  to  those  of 
Richardson,  render  her  letters  the  most  agree- 
able in  the  collection,  and  constitute  a  great 
difference  betwixt  her  and  some  of  the  author  s 
female  correspondents,  who  are  satisfied  with 
becoming  the  echoes  of  his  sentiments  and 
opinions.  Lady  Bradshaigh  had  a  sister.  Lady 
Echlin,  who  also  corresponded  with  Richard- 
son ;  but  although  she  appears  to  have  been 
an  excellent  woman,  her  letters  want  both  the 
vivacity  and  talent  displayed  in  those  of  Lady 
Bradshaigh.  Yet  Lady  Echlin,  too,  had  her 
moments  of  ambitious  criticism.  She  even 
tried  her  hand  at  reforming  Lovelace,  as  Mrs 
Barbauld  informs  us,  by  the  aid  of  a  Dr  Chris- 
tian ;  a  consummation,  as  the  reader  will  anti- 
cipate, much  better  meant  than  successfully 
executed. 

Neither  the  admiration  of  the  public,  the 
applause  of  admirers,  nor  the  deserved  affec- 
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tion  of  his  friends  and  family,  could  screen 
this  amiable  author  from  his  share  in  the  lot 
of  humanity.    Besides  his  family  misfortunes, 
Richardson    vras    afflicted    with    indifferent 
health,  in  the  painful  shape  of  nervous  dis- 
orders.    Sedentary  habits  and  close  attention 
to  business  had  rendered  a  constitution  deh- 
cate  which  nature  had  never  made   strong; 
and  it  will  readily  be  believed,  that  the  work- 
ings of  an  imagination,  constantly  labouring 
in  the  fields  of  fiction,  increased,  rather  than 
relieved,  complaints  which  affected  his  nerves 
at  an  early  period.     If>  as  he  somewhere  says, 
he  made  the  distress  of  his  character  his  own, 
and  wept  for  Clarissa  and  Clementina,  as  if 
they  had  not  been  the  creatures  of  his  own 
fancy,  the  exhaustion  of  his  spirits  must  have 
exasperated  his  malady.     His  nerves  were  lat- 
terly so  much  shaken,  that  he  could  not  convey 
a  glass  of  wine  to  his  mouth,  unless  it  was  put 
into  a  large  tumbler;  and  unable  to  undergo 
the  fatigue  of  communicating  with  the  prin- 
cipal   superintendent   of  his   business,   who 
chanced  unluckily  to  be  hard  of  hearing,  all 
communication  between  them  was  maintained 
by  means  of  writing.  He  did  not  long  survive 
the  space  assigned  by  the  Psalmist  as  the  or- 
dinary duration  of  human  life.     On  the  4th 
July,  1 76 1,  Samuel  Richardson  died,  aged  se- 
venty-two, and  was  buried,  according  to  his 
own  directions,  beside  his  first  wife,  in  the 
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middle  aisle  of  St  Bride's  church,  followed  by 
the  affectionate  grief  of  those  who  were  ad- 
mitted to  his  society,  and  the  sorrow  of  all 
who  mourned  over  talents  uoiformly  and  ooor 
scientiously  dedicated  to  the  service  of  virtue. 
The  following  epitaph  was  written  by  his 
learned  friend  Mrs  Carter,  but  is  not,  we  be- 
lieve inscribed  on  his  tomb. 

«  If  ever  warm  benevolence  was  dear, 
If  ever  wisdom  gain'd  esteem  sincere, 
Or  ^^ennine  fancy  deep  attention  won, 
Approach  with  awe  the  dust  of  Richardson. 

What  though  his  muse,  throu^  distant  re^ons  known, 
Might  scorn  the  tribute  of  this  humble  stone ; 
Yet  pleasing  to  his  gentle  shade  must  prove 
The  meanest  pledge  of  Friendship  and  of  Love ; 
For  oft  will  these,  from  venal  throngs  exiled', 
And  oft  will  Innocence,  of  aspect  mild, 
And  whitc-robcd  Charity^  with  streaming  eyes, 
Frequent  the  cloister  where  their  patron  lies. 

This,  reader,  learn ;  and  le^rn  from  one  whose  woe 
Bids  Tier  wild  verse  in  artless  accents  flow  : 
For,  could  she  frame  hier  numbers  to  commend 
The  husband,  father,  citizen,  and  friend ; 
How  would  her  muse  display,  in  equal  strain, 
The  critic's  judgment,  and  the  writers  vein ! — 
Ah,  no  1  expect  not  from  the  chiseVd  stone. 
The  praises  graven  on  our  hearts  alone  : 
There  shall  his  fame  a  lasting  shrine  acquire, 
And  ever  shall  his  moving  page  inspire 
Pure  truth,  fixt  honour,  virtue's  pleasing  lore, 
While  taste  and  science  crown  this  favour'd  shore.  •>* 

^  Life  of  Richardson,  vol.  i.  p.  aia. 
VOL.  II.  a 
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.  Richai^d^pV  otoracter  ^s  a  man^  after  all 
iledttctione  have  been  made  for  cirGum^takice^ 
«itid  for  htiman  frailty,  cabnot  be  too  bigbly  e^ 
lamateii/  I(  remains  only  to  cx>n8ider  bim  as 
att  amh<)r,  ^Yid,  for  tbis  purposei  to  review 
bi6  }it^rary  career,  and  the  productions  ^\bich 
It  gave  ris«  tO> 


It  was  by  mere  accident  that  Ricbardson  ap* 
pears  to  bave  -struck ; out  tbe  line  of  composi- 
tion do  pectEilitfriy  adapted  to  bid  genius.  He 
bad  at  all  time^  the  peti  of  a  ready  correspond- 
ent; and,  from  bis  early  age,  bad,  as  we  bave 
seen,  been  accustomed  to  lend  it  to  otbers, 
and  to  write,  df  course,  under  different  cha- 
racters fro^tt  bi^  Ov^n.  Tbere  can  be  no  doubt 
tbat,  in  the  ^^e^vlcfc  6f  tjie  young  women  who 
employed  him  as  their  amanuensis  and  con- 
fidant, tbis  natural  talent  m^st  bave  been  con- 
siderably improved :  and  as  little  tbat  the 
exercise  of  4ucb  $  power  was  pleasing  to  tbe 
possessor.  Chance  at  length  occasioned  its 
being  employed  in  the  service  of  the  public. 
Tbe  accouQit  will  be  best  given  in  tbe  words 
of  bis  own  letter  Co  Aaron  HiH,  who>  in  com- 
mon with  thfe  pubKc  at  large,  had  become 
pressirigly  anxious  to  know  if  there  was  any 
foundation  in  fact  for  the  l^istory  of  Pamela. 

«  I  will  now  write  to  your  question — wbe- 
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ther  there  was  any  original  ground-work  of 
fact  for  the  general  foundation  of  PameWe 
story. 

«  About  twenty-five  years  ago,  a  gentleman, 
with  whom  I  was  intimately  acquainted,  but 
who,  alas,  is  now  no  more!  [probably  the  cor- 
respondent of  fortune  and  rank,  mentioned 
p.  5]  met  with  such  a  story  as  that  of  Pamela, 
in  one  of  the  summer  tours  which  he  used  to 
take  for  his  pleasure,  attended  with  one  ser- 
vant only.  At  every  inn  he  put  up  at,  it  was 
his  way  to  inquire  after  curiosities  in  its  neigh- 
bourhood, either  ancient  or  modem ;  and  par- 
ticularly he  asked  who  was  the  owner  of  a  fine 
house,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  beautifully  situat- 
ed, which  he  had  passed  by  (describing  it,} 
within  a  mile  or  two  of  the  inn. 

ft  It  was  a  fine  house,  the  landlord  said^  the 
owner  was  Mr  B — ,  a  gentleman  of  a  large 
estate  in  more  counties  than  one.  That  his 
and  his  lady's  history  engaged  the  attention  of 
every  body  who  came  that  way,  and  put  a  stop 
to  all  other  inquiries,  though  the  house  and 
gardens  were  well  worth  seeing.  The  lady, 
he  said,  was  one  of  the  greatest  beauties  in 
England ;  but  the  qualities  of  her  mind  had  no 
equal;  beneficent,  prudent,  and  equally  be- 
loved and  admired  by  high  and  low.  That 
she  had  been  taken  at  twelve  years  of  age,  for 
the  sweetness  of  her  manners  and  modesty, 
and  for  an  understanding  above  her  years,  by 
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Mr  B— 's  mother,  a  truly  worthy  lady,  to  \yait 
on  her  person.  Her  parents,  ruined  by  sureti- 
ships,  were  remarkably  honest  and  pious,  and 
had  instilled  into  their  daughter  s  mind  the 
best  principles.  When  their  misfortunes  hap- 
pened first,  they  attempted  a  little  school,  in 
their  village,  where  they  were  much  beloved; 
he  teaching  writing  and  the  first  rules  of  arith- 
metic to  boys;  his  wife  plain  n6edle-work  to 
girls,  and  to  knit  and  spin ;  but  that  it  answered 
not;  and  when  the  lady  took  their  child, 
the  industrious  man  earned  his  bread  by  day- 
labour,  and  the  lowest  kind  of  husbandry. 

«  That  the  girl,  improving  dpiily  in  beauty, 
modesty,  and  genteel  and  good  behaviour,  by 
the  time  she  was  fifteen,  engaged  the  attention 
of  her  lady's  son,  a  young  gentleman  of  free 
principles,  who,  on  her  lady's  death,  attempt- 
ed, by  all  manner  of  temptations  and  devices, 
to  seduce  her.  That  she  had  recourse  to  as 
many  innocent  stratagems  to  escape  the  snares 
laid  for  her  virtue;  once,  however,  in  despair, 
having  been  njear  drowning;  that  at  last,  her 
uoblie  resistance,  watchfulness,  and  excellent 
qualities,  subdued  him,  and  he  thought  fit  to 
make  her  his  wife.  That  she  behaved  her- 
self with  so  much  dignity,  sweetness,  and  hu- 
mility, that  she  made  hej:self  beloved  of  every 
body,  and  even  by  his  relations,  who  at  first 
despised  her;  and  now  h^d  the  blessings  both 
of  rich  and  poor,  and  the  love  of  her  husband. 
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a  The  gentleman  who  told  me  this  added, 
that  he  had  the  curiosity  to  stay  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood from  Friday  to  Sunday,  that  he 
might  see  this  happy  couple  at  church,  from 
which  they  never  absented  themselves  :  that, 
in  short,  he  did  see  them ;  that  her  deportment 
was  all  sweetness,  ease,  and  dignity  mingled ; 
that  he  never  saw  a  lovelier  woman :  that  her 
husband  was  as  fine  a  man,  and  seemed  even 
proud  of  his  choice;  and  that  she  attracted  the 
respects  of  the  persons  of  rank  present,  and 
had  the  blessings  of  the  poor. — The  relater  of 
the  story  told  me  all  this  with  transport. 

«  This,  sir,  was  the  foundation  of  Pamela's 
story;  but  little  did  I  think  to  make  a  story  of 
it  for  the  press.  That  was  owing  to  this  oc- 
casion. 

«  Mr  Rivington  and  Mr  Osborne,  whose 
names  are  on  the  title-page,  had  long  been 
urging  me  to  give  them  a  little  book  (which, 
they  said,  they  were  often  asked  after)  of  fami- 
liar letters  on  the  useful  concerns  in  common 
life;  and  at  last  I  yielded  to  their  importunity, 
and  began  to  recollect  such  subjects  as  I 
thought  would  be  useful  in  such  a  design,  and 
formed  several  letters  accordingly,  and,  among 
the  rest,  I  thought  of  giving  one  or  two  as 
cautions  to  young  folks  circumstanced  as  Pa- 
mela was.  Little  did  I  think,  at  first,  of 
making  one,  much  less  two  volumes  of  it. 
But,  when  I  began  to  recollect  what  had,  so 
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many  years  before,  been  told  me  by  my  friend, 
I  thought  the  story,  if  written  in  an  easy  and 
natural  manner,  suitable  to  the  simplicity  of  it, 
might   possibly  introduce  a  new  species  of 
writing,  that  might  possibly  turn  young  people 
into  a  course  of  reading  different  from  the 
pomp  and  parade  of  romance-writing,   and, 
dismissing  the  improbable   and  marvellous, 
with  which  novels  generally  abound,  might 
tend  to  promote  the  cause  of  religion  and  vir- 
tue.    I  therefore  gave  way  to  enlargement; 
and  so  Pamela  became  as  you  see  her.     But  so 
little  did  I  hope  for  the  approbation  of  judges, 
that  I  had  not  the  courage  to  send  the  two  vo- 
lumes to  your  ladies,  until  I  found  the  books 
well  received  by  the  public. 

«  While  I  was  writing  the  two  volumes,  my 
worthy-hearted  wife,  and  the  young  lady  who 
is  with  us,  when  I  had  read  them  some  part  of 
the  story,  which  I  had  begun  without  their 
knowing  it,  used  to  come  into  my  little  closet 
every  night,  with — 'Have  you  any  more  of  Pa- 
mela, Mr  R?  we  are  come  to  hear  a  little  more 
of  Pamela,'  etc.  This  encouraged  me  to  pro- 
secute it,  which  I  did  so  diligently,  through  all 
my  other  business,  that,  by  a  memorandum  on 
my  copy,  I  began  it  November  lo,  lySg,  and 
finished  it  January  i  o,  1 789 — ^o.  And  I  have 
often,  censurable  as  I  might  be  thought  for  my 
vanity  for  it,  and  lessening  to  the  taste  of  my 
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two  female  frienda,  had  the  story  of  MoHer^'s 
Old  Woman  in  my  thoughts  upo.n  thei  Qcc^ion^ 

ft  If  justly  low  wer^  oiy  thoughts  of  this  little 
history,  you  will  woqder  how  it  qame  by  suoh 
9Q  assuming  9nd  y^ry  impudent  preface*  II 
wa3  thus.— The  apprpb^Mpu  of  iUe^e  two  f^ 
malQ  friends,  wd  of  two.  mo^Q,  >YhQ  were  8o 
kiud  as  tp  giv^  me  prefaces  for  \%y  hut  which 
w^r^  much  too  long  and  cirqumatantial>  as  I 
thought,  made  me  resplve  piyself  on  writing  a 
preface;  I  therefore,  spirited  by  the  good 
opinion  of  these  four,  and  knowing  that  the 
judgments  of  nine  part^  in  ten  of  readers  were 
but  in  hanging^sleeves,  struck  a  bold  stroke 
in  the  preface  you  see,  haying  the  updbrage  ojE 
the  editor's  character  *  to  screen  myself  be- 
hind.— ^And  thus,  sir,  all  is  outr»»  * 

Pamela,  of  which  the  reader  has  thus  learn-' 
ed  the  origin,  appeared  in  1740,  and  made  a 
most  powerful  sensation  on  the  publie.  Hi^ 
therto,  romance^  had  been  written,  generally 
speaking,  in  the  old  French-  taste,  containing 
the  protracted  amours  pf  Princes  and  Prin*- 
cesses,  told  in  language  coldly  extravaganty  and 
metaphysically  absurd.  In  these  wearisoxne 
performances  there  appeared  not  the  most 

*  Under  the  character  of  editor,  he  gave  great  com- 
mendation 'to  the  letters,  for  which  he  was  blamed  by 
some  of  his  friends. 

"  Life  of  Richardson,  ▼ol.  i.  pp.  69-^76. 
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distant  allusion  to  the  ordinary  tone  of  feeling, 
the  slightest  attempt  to  paint  mankind  as  it 
exists  in  the  ordinary  walks  of  life — all  was 
rant  and  bombast,  stilt  and  buskin.  It  \yill  be 
Richardson's  eternal  praise,  did  he  merit  no 
nK>re,  that  he  tore  fipom  his  personages  those 
painted  vizards,  which  concealed,  under  a 
clumsy  and  affected  disguise,  every  thing  like 
the  natural  lineaments  of  the  human  counte- 
nance, and  placed  them  before  us  bare-faced, 
in  all  the  actual  changes  of  feature  and  com- 
plexion, and  all  the  light  and  shade  of  human 
passion.  It  requires  a  reader  to  be  in  some 
degree  acquainted  with  the  huge  folios  of  in- 
anity, over  which  our  ancestors  yawned  them- 
selves to  sleep,  ere  he  can  estimate  the  delight 
they  must  have  experienced  from  this  unex- 
pected return  to  truth  and  nature. 

The  simplicity  of  Richardson's  tale  aided 
the  effect  of  surprise.  An  innocent  young  wo- 
man, whose  virtue  a  dissolute  master  assails 
by  violence,  as  well  as  all  the  milder  means 
of  seduction,  conquers  him  at  last,  by  perse- 
vering in  the  paths  of  rectitude;  and  is  re- 
warded by  being  raised  to  the  station  of  his 
wife,  the  lawful  participator  in  his  rank  and 
fortune.  Such  is  the  simple  story  by  which 
the  world  was  so  much  surprised  and  affected. 

The  judicious  criticism  of  Mrs  Barbauld  has 
pointed  out  that  the  character  of  Pamela  is 
far  from  attaining  an  heroic  cast  of  virtue.  On 
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the  contrary,  there-  is  a  strain  of  cold-blooded 
prudence  which  runs  through  all  the  latter 
part  of  the  novel,  to  which  we  are  obliged 
almost  to  deny  the  name  of  virtue.  She  ap- 
pears originally  to  have  had  no  love  for  Mr  B. ; 
no  passion  to  combat  in  her  own  bosoih ;  no 
treachery  to  subdue  in  the  garrison  while  the 
enemy  \^  as  before  the  walls.  Richardson  volun- 
tarily evaded  giving  this  colouring  to  his  tale, 
because  it  was  intended  more  for  edification 
than  for  effect ;  and  because  the  example  of  a 
soubrette  falling  desperately  in  love  with  a 
handsome  young  maste/,  might  have  been 
imitated  by  many  in  that  rank  of  life,  who 
could  not  have  defended  themselves  exactly 
like  Pamela  against  the  object  of  so  danger- 
ous a  passion.  Besides,  Richardson  was  upon 
principle  unwilling  to  exhibit  his  favoured 
characters  a$  greatly  subject  to  violent  passion 
of  any  kind,  and  was  much  disposed  to  de- 
throne Cupid,  whom  romance  writers  had 
installed  as  the  literal  sovereign  of  gods  and 
men.  Still  the  character  of  Pamela  is  some- 
what sunk  by  the  eager  gratitude  with  which 
she  accepts  the  hand  of  a  tyrannical  and  cruel 
master,  when  he  could  not  at  a  cheaper  rate 
make  himself  master  of  her  person.  There  is 
a  parade  of  generosity  on  his  side,  and  of 
creeping  submission  on  hers,  which  the  case 
by  no  means  calls  for;  and  unless,  like  her 
namesake,  in  Pope's  satire,  she  can  console 
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herself  with  the  «  gilt  chariot  and  the  Flanders 
aiares,)»  we  should  have  thought  her  more 
likely  to  be  happy  had  she  become  the  wife 
of  poor  Mr  Williams,  of  whose  honest  affec- 
tion she  makes  somewhat  too  politic  a  use  in 
the  course  of  her  trials,  and  whom  she  discards 
too  coolly  when  better  prospects  seem  to  open 
upon  her. 

It  is  perhaps  invidious  to  enter  too  closely 
upon  the  general  tendency  df  a  work  of  en- 
tertainment. But  when  the  admirers  of  Pa^ 
meta  challenged  for  that  work  the  merit  of 
doing  more  good  than  twenty  sermons,  we 
demur  to  the  motion.  Its  goQcf  effects  must 
of  course  have  operation  among  young  women 
in  circumstances  somewhat  similar  to  those  of 
the  heroine;  and,  in  that  rank,  it  may  be 
questioned  whether  the  example  is  not  as  well 
calculated  to  encourage  a  spirit«*of  rash  en- 
terprise, as  of  virtuous  resistance.  If  Pamela 
became  Esquire  B— 's  lady,  it  was  only  on  ac- 
count of  her  virtuous  resistance  to  his  criminal 
attacks ;  but  it  may  occur  to  an  humble  maiden 
(and  the  case  we  believe  is  not  hypothetical) 
that  to  merit  Pamela's  reward,  she  must  go 
through  Pamela's  trials ;  and  that  there  can  be 
no  great  harm  in  affording  some  encourage- 
ment to  the  assailant.  We  need  not  add  how 
dangerous  this  experiment  must  be  for  both 
parties. 

But  we  have  elsewhere  intimated  an  opi^ 
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nion,  that  the  direct  and  obvious  moral  to  be 
deduced  from  a  fictitious  narrative  is  of  much 
less  consequence  to  the  public  than  the  mode 
in  which  the  story  is  treated  in  the  course  of 
its  details.  If  the  author  introduces  scenes 
which  excite  evil  passions,  if  he  familiarizes 
the  mind  of  the  readers  with  impure  ideas,  or 
sophisticates  their  understanding  with  false 
views  of  morality,  it  will  be  an  unavailing 
defence  that,  in  the  end  of  his  book,  he  has 
represented  virtue  as  triumphant.  In  the  same 
manner,  although  some  objections  may  be 
made  to  the  deductions  which  the  author  de- 
sired, and  expected  should  be  drawn  from  the 
story  of  Pamela^  yet  the  pure  and  modest  cha- 
racter of  the  English  maiden  is  so  well  main- 
tained during  the  work;  her  sorrows  and 
afflictions  are  borne  with  so  much  meekness; 
her  little  intervals  of  hope  or  comparative 
tranquiUity  break  in  on  her  troubles  so  much 
like  the  specks  of  blue  sky  through  a  cloudy 
atmosphere,  that  the  whole  recollection  is 
soothing,  tranquillizing,  and,  doubtless,  edify* 
ing.  We  think  little  of  Mr  B — ,  his  character, 
or  his  motives,  and  are  only  delighted  with 
the  preferment  of  our  fevourite,  because  it 
seems  to  give  so  much  satisfection  to  herself. 
The  pathetic  passage  in  which  she  describes 
her  ineffectual  attempt  to  escape,  may  be  se-^ 
lected,  among  many,  as  an  example  of  the 
beautiful  propriety  and  truth  with  which  the 
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author  was  able  to  throw  himself  into  the  cha- 
racter of  his  heroine,  and  to  think  and  reason, 
and  express  those  thoughts  and  reasons,  ex- 
actly ^s  she  must  have  done,  had  the  fictitious 
incident  really  befallen  such  a  person. 

The  inferior  persons  are  sketched  with  great 
truth,  and  may  be  considered  as  a  group  of 
English  portraits  of  the  period.  In  particular, 
the  characters  of  the  father  and  mother,  old 
Andrews  and  his  wife,  are,  like  that  of  Pamela 
herself,  in  the  very  best  style  of  drawing  and 
colouring;  and  the  interview  of  the  former 
with  his  landlord,  when  he  inquires  after  the 
fate  of  his  daughter,  would  have  immortalized 
Richardson  had  he  never  written  another 
line. 

It  may  be  here  observed  that,  had  the  au- 
thor lived  in  the  present  day,  he  would  pro- 
bably have  thrown  into  the  character  of  the 
deeply  injured  peasant  a  spirit  of  manly  indig- 
nation, which  the  occasion  demanded.  But 
in  Richardson's  time,  the  bonds  of  subordina- 
tion in  society  were  drawn  very  strictly,  and 
he  himself  appears  to  have  had  high  and  ex- 
aggerated ideas  of  the  importance  of  wealth 
and  rank,  as  well  as  of  domestic  authority  of 
every  kind.  Mr  B —  does  not  seem  to  have 
incurred  any  severe  censure  among  his  neigh- 
bours for  the  villainies  which  he  practises  upon 
Pamela ;  she  herself  supposes  them  more  than 
atoned  for  by  his  condescension  in  wedding 
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her,  and  consents  to  receive  into  favour  even 
the  unwomanly  and  infamous  Mrs  Jewkes, 
because  the  old  procuress  had  acted  a  part  she 
should  have  been  hanged  for,  at  the  command, 
forsooth,  of  a  generous  master.  There  is  want 
of  taste  in  this  humiliation ;  and  a  touch  of 
spirit  upon  the  occasion  would  not  have  mis- 
become even  the  all-forgiving  Pamela. 

Notwithstanding  such  defects,  which,  in 
fact,  only  occur  to  us,  upon  a  critical  perusal, 
the  pleasing  simplicity  of  a  tale  so  true  to  na- 
ture commanded  the  general  and  enthusiastic 
applause  of  the  public.  It  was  in  vain  that 
the  mischievous  wit  of  Fielding  found  a 
source  for  ridicule  in  that  very  simplicity  of 
moral  and  of  incident,  and  gave  the  world 
Joseph  Andreivs^  an  avowed  parody  upon  the 
Pamela  of  Richardson.  It  chanced,  with  that 
very  humorous  performance,  as  with  the 
Shepherd's  Week  of  Gay,  that  readers  lost  sight 
altogether  of  the  satirical  purpose  with  which 
it  was  written,  and  were  delighted  with  it  on 
account  of  its  own  intrinsic  merit.  We  may 
be  permitted  to  regret,  therefore,  the  tone  of 
mind  with  which  Fielding  composed  a  work, 
in  professed  ridicule  of  such  genius  as  that 
of  Richardson  ;  but  how  can  we  wish  that  un- 
done, without  which  Parson  Adams  would  not 
have  existed? 

The  success  of  Pamela  induced  some 
wretched  imitator  to  carry  on  the  story  in  a 
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continuation,  entitled  Pamela  in  High  Life. 
This  intrusion  provoked  Richardson  to  a  simi- 
lar attempt,  in  which  he  represented  Pamela's 
husband  as  reclaimed  from  the  prosecution  of 
a  guilty  intrigue,  by  the  patient  sorrows  of 
his  virtuous  wife.  The  work  met  with  the 
fate  of  other  continuations,  and  has  been  al- 
ways justly  accounted  an  unnatural  and  unne- 
cessary appendage  to  a  tale  so  complete  within 
itself  as  the  first  part  of  Pamela. 

Eight  years  after  the  appearance  of  Pamda^ 
Richardson  published  Clarissa^  the  work  on 
which  his  fame,  as  a  classic  of  England,  will 
rest  for  ever.  The  tale,  like  that  of  its  prede- 
cessor, is  very  simple,  but  the  scene  is  laid  io 
a  higher  rank  of  life,  the  characters  are  drawn 
with  a  bolder  pencil,  and  the  whole  accompa- 
niments are  of  a  far  loftier  mood. 

Clarissa,  a  character  as  nearly  approaching 
to  perfection  as  the  pencil  of  the  author  could 
draw,  is  persecuted  by  a  tyrannical  father  and 
brother,  an  envious  sister,  and  the  other  mem- 
bers of  a  family,  who  devoted  every  thing  to 
its  aggrandizement,  in  order  to  compel  her 
to  marry  a  very  disagreeable  suitor.  These 
intrigues  and  distresses  she  communicates,  in 
a  series  of  letters,  to  her  friend  Miss  Howe,  a 
young  lady  of  an  ardent,  impetuous  disposi- 
tion, and  an  enthusiast  in  friendship.  After  a 
series  of  sufferings,  rising  almost  beyond  en- 
durance, Clarissa  is  tempted  to  throw  herself 
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Upon  the  protection  of  her  admirer  Lovelace, 
a  character,  in  painting  whom,  Richardson  has 
exerted  his  ntmost  skUl,  until  he  has  attained 
the  very  difficult  and  critical  point  of  render- 
ing every  reader  pleased  with  his  wit  and  abi- 
lities, even  while  detesting  the  villainy  of  his 
conduct.  Lovelace  is  represented  as  having 
devoted  his  life  and  talents  to  the  subversion 
of  female  virtue ;  and  not  even  the  charms  of 
Clarissa,  or  her  unprojtected  situation,  can  re^ 
concile  him  to  the  idea  of  marriage.  This 
species  of  perverted  Quixotry  is  not  much  un- 
derstood in  the  present  age,  when  a  modern 
voluptuary  seeks  the  gratification  of  his  pas* 
sions  where  it  is  most  easily  obtained,  aod  is 
seldom  at  the  trouble  of  assault,  when  there 
id  any  f^^obability  of  the  fortress  being  reso- 
lutely defended.  But,  in  former  days,  when 
men,  like  Lord  Baltimore,  were  found,  at  the 
risk'of  life  itself,  capable  of  employing  the 
most  violent  means  for  the  ruin  of  innocence, 
a  character  approaching  that  of  Lovelace  was 
not  perhaps  so  unnatural.  That  he  should 
have  been  so  successful  in  previous  amours 
is  not  very  probable ;  and  as  Mrs  Barbauld 
jtkstly  observes,  he  was  more  likely  to  have 
been  run  through  the  body  long  before  ever  he 
saw  Colonel  Morden.  But  some  exaggeration 
must  be  allowed  to  the  author  of  a  romance  ; 
and,  considering  the  part  which  Lovelace  had 
to  perform,  it  was  necessary  that  his  character 
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should  be  highly  coloured.  This  perfidious 
lover,  actuated,  it  would  seem,  as  much  by  the 
love  of  intrigue  and  of  enterprise,  as  by  his 
desire  to  humble  the  Harlowe  family,  and 
lower  the  pride  of  this  their  beloved  daugh- 
ter, whose  attachment  to  him  was  not  of  the 
devoted  character  which  he  conceived  was 
due  to  his  merits,  forms  a  villainous  scheme 
for  the  destruction  of  her  virtue.  Without 
the  least  regard  for  the  character  of  a  woman, 
whom  he  always  seems  to  have  intended  for 
his  wife  at  some  future  period,  he  contrives  to 
lodge  her  with  the  keeper  of  a  common 
brothel,  and  to  place  around  her  the  inmates 
of  such  a  place.  At  length,  every  effort  to 
accomplish  his  guilty  purposef  having  failed,  he 
administers  opiates,  and  violates  the  person  of 
his  victim  while  under  their  influence.  But 
he  obtains  nothing  by  his  crime,  save  infamy 
and  remorse.  The  lady  dies  of  a  broken 
heart,  and  he  himself  falls  by  the  sword  of 
one  of  her  kinsmen. 

It  cannot  be  denied,  that  this  story  is  at- 
tended with  many  improbabilities.  Allowingfor 
Lovelace's  very  peculiar  character,  admitting 
that  his  selfishness,  his  pride,  and  his  love  of 
intrigue  had  hardened  his  heart  to  all  conse- 
quences, surrounded  it,  as  he  himself  says, 
«  with  flint  and  callus, »  and  induced  him  to 
prefer  a  crooked  and  most  foul  path  to  one 
which  was  fair  and  honourable,  there  is  no 
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excuse  for  Belford,  as  a  man  and  a  gentleman, 
keeping  his  friend's  infamous  secret.  !Nay, 
we  are  apt  to  blame  Clarissa  herself,  who,  in 
her  escape  to  Hampstead,  did  not  place  her- 
self under  the  guardianship  of  a  magistrate. 
We  will  venture  to  say  chat  Justice  Fielding 
would  have  afforded  her  his  most  effectual 
protection ;  and  that  if  Tomlinson,  the  false 
Miss  Montague,  or  any  other  of  Lovelace's 
agents,  had  ventured  to  appear  in  the  ofBce, 
they  would  have  been  committed  by  his  wor^ 
ship  as  old  acquaintances.  In  our  own  day, 
too,  though  that  was  not  a  feature  of  the 
writer^s  age,  the  whole  story  of  tlie  elopement 
would  have  flown  on  the  wings  of  the  news-> 
papers,  not  to  Hampstead  and  Highgate  only, 
but  to  Truro  and  Newcastle-upon-Tyne,  and 
not  a  Mrs  Moore  or  Miss  Rawlins  in  England 
but  would  have  been  too  particularly  ac* 
'  qaainted  «  with  the  mysterious  affair  of  Har- 
4owe-place»  to  be  deceived  by  the  represen-* 
tations  of  Lovelace.  But  it  is  unfair  to  tax  an 
author  too  severely  upon  improbabilities^ 
without  conceding  which  his  story  could  have 
no  existisnce ;  and  we  have  the  less  title  to  do  so, 
because  in  the  history  of  real  life,  that  which  is 
actually  true  bears  often  very  little  resemblance 
to  that  which  is  probable.  If  every  assault 
were  skilfully  parried,  and  every  man  played 
with  ability,  life  would  become  like  a  trial  of 
skill  with  foils,  or  like  a  game  at  chess,  and 
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Strength  and  address  would  no  longer  be  de- 
feated by  time  and  chance,  which,  in  the  words 
of  Solomon,  happen  unto  all  men. 

The  conduct  <if  the  injured  Clarissa  through 
the  subsequent  scenes,  which  are  perhaps 
among  the  most  affecting  and  sublime  in  the 
English  school  of  romance,  raise  her,  in  her 
calamitous  condition,  so  far  above  all  around 
her,  that  her  character  beams  on  the  reader 
with  something  like  superhuman  splendour. 
Our  eyes  weep,  our  hearts  ache,  yet  our  feel- 
ings triumph  with  the  triumph  of  virtue,  as  it 
rises  over  all  the  odds  which  the  deepest  mis- 
fortune, and  even  degradation,  have  thrown 
into  the  scale.  There  is  a  noble  pride  amid 
the  sorrow  with  which  we  contemplate  the 
distresses  of  such  a  being  as  Clarissa,  rising 
even  over  that  personal  dishonour,  which, 
vvhen  it  has  :ohce  taken  place,  under  what 
circumstances  soever,  is  generally  understood ' 
to  infer  degradation.  It  was  reserved  tct 
Richardson  to  show  that  there  is  a  chastity  of 
the  soul,  which  can  beam  out  spotless  and  un- 
sullied^ even  after  that  of  the  person  has  been 
violated ;  and  the  dignity  of  Clarissa,  under 
her  disgrace  and  her  misfortunes,  reminds  us 
of  the  saying  of  the  ancient  poet,  that  a  good 
man,  struggling  with  the  tide  of  adversity, 
and  surmounting  it,  was  a  sight  which  the  im- 
mortal gods  might  look  down  upon  with  plea- 
sure.   This  is  a  subject  which  Mrs  Barbauld 
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has  dwelt  upon  with  a  suitable  feeling  of  the 
dignity  of  her  sex.     The  more  contracted  and 
limited  view  of  Clarissa's  merit,  merely  a^  re- 
sisting the    efforts  of  a   practised    seducer, 
although  it  was  unquestionably  in  Richardson's 
view,  his  biographer   reasonably  spurns,   as 
degrading  to  womanhood.     Clarissa,  bfed  in 
a  superior  rank  of  life,  led  aside  by  no  strong 
passion,  courted  by  a  lover  who  had  imme- 
diate  marriage  in  his  power,  must  have  been 
a  subordinate  person  indeed,  if  incapable  of 
repelling  his   attempts  at   dishonouring   her 
person.     I  cannot  avoid  transcribing  the  ex- 
cellent reflections  which  follow  this  reasoning. 
«  The  real  moral  of  Clarissa  is,  that  virtue  is 
triumphant  in  every  situation;    that,  in  cir- 
cumstances the  most  painful  and  degrading, 
in  a  prison,  in  a  brothel,  in  grief,  in  distrac- 
tion, in  despair,  it  is  still  lovely,  still  com- 
manding, still  the  object  of  our  veneration,  of 
our  fondest  affections;  that  if  it  is  seated  on 
the  ground,  it  can  still  say  with  Constance, 

^  Here  is  my  throne,  bid  kings  come  bow  to  it !' 

a  The  novelist  that  has  produced  this  effect 
has  performed  his  office  well,  and  it  is  imma- 
terial what  particular  maxim  is  selected  under 
the  name  of  a  moral,  while  such  are  the  read- 
er's feelings.  If  our  feelings  are  in  favour  of 
virtue,  the   novel  is  virtuous ;  if  of  vice,  the 
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novel  is  vicious.  The  greatness  of  Clarissa  is 
shown  by  her  separating  herself  from  her 
lov^r  as  soon  as  she  perceives  his  dishonour* 
able  views;  in  her  choosing^  death  rather  than 
a  repetition  of  the  outrage;  in  her  rejection 
.•^of  those  overtures  of  marriage,  which  a  com- 
mon qiind  might  have  accepted  of,  as  a  refuge 
against \vorldly  dishonour;  in  her  firm  indig- 
nant carriage,  mixed  with  calm  patience  and 
cl)|nstiaa resignation;  and  in  the  greatness  of 
•mind  with  which  she  views  and  enjoys  the 
approaches  of  death,  and  her  meek  forgiveness 
of  her  un  f eehng  relations . » 

These,a|iguments,  however,  were  not  at  first 
readily. adg^tti^d  by  Bichardson's  warmest  ad- 
mirers. ;;rTHe?first  four  yolumes  of  Clarissa 
haying  amp^alred,  and  a  report  having  been 
smr^ad,  tliStihe  catastrophe  was  to  be  unfortu- 
n^e,  many  remonstrances  were  made  on  the 
subject  by  those  readers  who  shrunk  from  die 
extreme  pain  inflicted  by  the  tragical  part  of 
the  narrative,  and,  laying  aside  the  contem- 
plation of  the  moral,  complained,  that  in  a 
professed  work  of  amusement,  the  author  had 
contrived  to  harrow  up  their  feelings  to  a  de- 
gree that  was  intolerably  painful.  Old  Gibber 
raved  on  die  subject  like  a  profane  bedlam- 
ite; and,  what  was  perhaps  of  more  conse- 
quenceto  Richardson,  the  mmour  of  Lovelace's 
success  and  Clarissa's  death  occasioned  Lady 
firtdsfaeigh's    opening  faer  romantic   oorre- 
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spondence  with  him,  under  the  assumed  name 
of  Belfour.  In  reply  to  the  expostulations  of 
the  latter,  Richardson  frankly  stated  his  <9wn 
noble  plan,  of  which  he  had  too  just  a  con- 
ception, to  alter  it  in  compliance  with  the 
remonstrances  of  his  correspondents. 

«  Indeed  you  are  not  particular  in  your 
wishes  for  a  happy  ending,  as  it  is  called ;  nor 
can  I  go  through  some  of  the  scenes  myself 
without  being  sensibly  touched  (did  I  not  say 
that  I  was  another  Pygmalion  ?).  But  yet  I  had 
to  show,  for  example  sake,  a  young  lady  strug- 
gling nobly  with  the  greatest  difficulties,  and 
triumphing  from  the  best  motives,  in  the  course 
of  distresses,  the  tenth  part  of  which  would 
have  sunk  even  manly  hearts ;  yet  tenderly 
educated,  bom  to  affluence,  naturally  meek, 
although,  where  an  exertion  of  spirit  was  ne- 
cessary, manifesting  herself  to  be  a  true 
heroine. » > 

Defeated  in  this  point,  the  friends  and  cor- 
respondents of  Richardson  became  even  more 
importunate  for  the  reformation  of  Lovelace, 
and  the  winding  up  the  story  by  his  happy 
union  with  Clarissa.  On  this  subject  also 
Gibber  ranted,  and  the  ladies  implored,  with 
an  earnestness  that  seems  to  imply  at  once,  a 
belief  that  the  persons  in  whom  they  inter- 
ested themselves  had  an  existence,  and  that  it 

'  Correspondence  of  Richardson,  vol.  ir.  p^  1 86. 
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was  in  the  power  of  the  writer  of  their  me- 
moirs toVtum  their  destiny  which  way  he 
pleased  ;  and  one  damsel,  eager  for  the  con- 
version of  Lovelace,  implores  Richardson  to 
«  save  his  soul;»  as  if  there  had  heen  actu- 
ally a  living  sinner  in  the  case,  and  his  future 
state  had  depended  on  her  admired  author. 

Against  all  these  expostulations  Richardson 
hardened  himself.  He  knew,  that  to  hestow  Cla- 
rissa upon  the  repentant  Lovelace,  would  have 
been  to  undermine  the  fabric  he  had  built.  This 
was  the  very  purpose  which  the  criminal  had 
proposed  to  himself,  in  the  atrocious  crime  he 
had  committed,  and  it  was  to  dismiss  him  from 
the  scene  rewarded,  not  punished.  The  subli- 
mity of  the  moral  would  have  been  altogether 
destroyed,  since  vice  would  have,  been  no 
longer  rendered  hateful  and  miserable  through 
its  very  success,  nor  virtue  honoured  and  tri- 
umphant even  by  its  degradation.  The  death 
of  Clarissa  alone  could  draw  down  on  the 
guilty  head  of  her  betrayer  the  just  and  ne- 
cessary retribution,  and  his  guilt  was  of  far  too 
deep  a  dye  to  be  otherwise  expiated.  Besides, 
the  author  felt,  and  forcibly  pointed  out,  the 
degradation  which  the  fervent  creation  of  his 
fancy  must  have  sustained,  could  she,  with  all 
her  wrongs  forgotten,  and  with  the  duty  im- 
posed on  her  by  matrimony,  to  love,  honour, 
and  obey  her  betrayer,  have  sat  down  the 
common-place   good  wife  of   her    reformed 
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rake.  Indeed,  those  who  peruse  the  work 
with  attention,  will  perceive  that  the  author 
has  been  careful,  in  the  earlier  stages  of  his 
narrative,  to  bar  out  every  prospect  of  such  a 
union.  Notwithstanding  the  levities  and  con- 
stitutional good  humour  of  Lovelace,  his  mind 
is  too  much  perverted,  his  imagination  too 
much  inflamed  by  his  own  perverted  Quix- 
otism,, and,  above  all,  his  heart  is  too  much 
hardened,  to.  render  it  possible  for  any  one 
seriously  to  think  of  his  conversion  as  sincere, 
or  his.  union  with  Clarissa  as  happy.  He  had 
committed  a  crime  for  whidh  he  deserved 
death  by  the  law  of  the  country ;  and  notwith- 
standing those  good  qualities  with  which  the 
author  has  invested  him,  that  he  may  not  seem 
an  actual  incarnate  fiend,  there  is  no  reader 
but  feels  vindictive  pleasure  when  Morden 
passes  the  sword  through  his  body. 

On  the  other  hand,  Clarissa,  reconciled  to 
her  violator,  must  have  lost,  in  the  eye  of  the 
reader,  that  dignity,,  with  which  the  refusal  of 
his  hand,  the  only  poor  reparation  he  could 
offer,  at  present  invests  her;  and  it  was  right 
and  fitting  that  a  creature,  every  way  so  excel- 
lent, should,  as  is  fabled  of  the  ermine,  pine  to 
death  on  account  of  the  stain  with  which  she 
had  been  so  injuriously  sullied.  We  cannot,  con- 
sistently with  the  high  idea  which  we  have  pre- 
viously entertained  of  her  purity  of  character, 
imagine  her  suEviving  the  contamination.  On 
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the  whole,  as  Richardson  himself  pleaded; 
Clarissa  has,  as  the  narrative  presently  stands, 
the  greatest  of  triumphs,  even  in  this  world— 
the  greatest  even  in  and  after  the  outrage,  and 
because  of  the  outrage,  that  any  woman  ever 
had. 

It  has  often  been  observed,  that  the  extreme 
severity  of  the  parents  and  relatives  in  this 
celebrated  novel  does  not  belong  to  our  day, 
or,  perhaps,  even  to  Richardson's;  and  that 
Clarissa's  dutiful  scruples  at  assuming  her  own 
estate,  or  extricating  herself  by  Miss  Howes 
means,  are  driven  to  extremity.  Something 
no  doubt  must  be  allowed  for  the  licence  of 
an  author,  who  must  necessarily,  in  order  to 
command  interest  and  attention,  extend  his 
incidents  to  the  extreme  verge  of  probability; 
but  besides^  it  is  well  known,  that  at  least 
within  the  century,  the  notions  of  the  patria 
potesias  were  of  a  much  severer  nature  than 
those  now  entertained;  that  forced  marriages 
have  actually  taken  place,  and  that  in  houses 
of  considerable  rank;  that  the  voice  of  public 
opinion  had  then  comparatively  little  effect 
upon  great  and  opulent  £amilieS|  inhabiting 
their  country  seats,  and  living  amid  their  own 
dependants,  where  strange  violences  were 
sometimes  committed,  under  the  specioas 
pretext  of  enforcing  domestic  discipline.  Each 
family  was  a  little  tribe  within  itself;  and  the 
near  relations,  like  the  elders  among  the  Jews, 
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had  their  SanbedriiDy  where  resolutions  were 
adopted,  as  laws  to  control  the  free  will  of 
each  individual  member.  It  is  upon  this  fa- 
mily compact  that  the  Harlowes  ground  the 
rights  which  they  assert  with  so  much  tyranny ; 
and  before  the  changes  which  have  slackened 
the  bonds  of  relationship,  we  believe  that  such 
incidents  were  not  unfrequent.  But  whether 
we  consider  Richardson  as  exhibiting  a  state 
of  manners  which  may  have  lingered  in  the 
remote  parts  of  England  down  to  his  own 
time^  or  suppose  that  he  coloured  them  ac- 
cording to  his  own  invention,  and  particularly 
according  to  his  high  notions  of  the  «  awful 
rule  and  right  supremacy, »  lodged  in  the 
head  of  a  family,  there  can  be  no  doubt  of  the 
spirit  with  which  the  picture  is  executed  ^  and 
partiqularly  of  the  various  gradations  in  Which 
the  Harlowe  spirit  exhibits  itself,  in  the  inso- 
lent and  conceited  brother,  the  mean  and  en- 
vious sister,  the  stern  and  unrelenting  father, 
softened  down  in  the  elderbrother  James,  and 
again  roughened  and  exaggerated  in  the  old 
seaman  Anthony,  each  of  whom,  in  various 
modifications,  exhibits  the  same  family  fea- 
tures of  pride,  avarice,  and  ambition. 

Miss  Howe  ifti^n  admirably  sketched  cha- 
racter, drawn  in  strong  contrast  to  that  of 
Clarissa,  yet  worthy  of  being  her  friend — with 
more  of  wqfldly  perspicacity,  though  less  of 
abstracted  principle,  and  who,  when  they  ar- 
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gue  upon  points  of  doubt  and  delicacy,  is  often 
able,  by  going  directly  to  the  question  at  issue, 
to  start  the  game,  while  her  more  gifted  cor- 
respondent does  but  beat  the  bush.  Her  high 
spirit  and  disinterested  devotipn  for  her  friend, 
acknowledging,  as  she  does  on  all  occasions, 
her  own  inferiority,  show  her  in  a  noble  point 
of  view ;  and  though  we  are  afraid  she  must 
have  given  honest  Hickman  (notwithstanding 
her  resolutions  to  the  contrary)  rather  an  un- 
easy time  of  it  after  marriage,  yet  it  is  impos- 
sible not  to  think  that  she  was  a  prize  Worth 
suffering  for. 

The  publication  of  C/am^a  raised  the  fame 
of  the  author  to  the  height.  No  work  had 
appeared  before,  perhaps  none  has  appeared 
since,  containing  so  many  direct  appeals  to  the 
passions,  stated  too  in  a  manner  so  irresistible. 
And  high  as  his  reputation  stood  in  his  own 
country,  it  was  even  more  exalted  in  those  of 
France  and  Germany,  whose  imaginations  are 
more  easily  excited,  and  their  passions  more 
easily  moved  by  tales  0;f  fictitious  distress,  than 
are  the  cold-blooded  English.  Foreigners  of 
distinction  have  been  known  to  visit  Hamp- 
stead,  and  to  inquire  for  the  Flask-walk,  dis- 
tinguished as  a  scene  in  Clarissa's  history,  just 
as  travellers  visit  the  rocks  of  Meillerie,  to 
view  the  localities  of  Rousseau's  tale  of  pas- 
sion. 

There  was  never,  perhaps,  an  author  who 
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^vas  not  encouraged  by  popular  applause  again 
to  venture  himself  before  the  public;  and  Ri- 
chardson, secure,  moreover,  in  the  prepos- 
session of  a  large  party  of  friends  and  admirers, 
was,  of  course,  no  exception  to  the  general 
rule. 

The  subject  of  the  third  and  last  novel  of 
this  eminent  author  seems  to  have  been  in  a 
great  degree  dictated  by  the  criticism  Avhich 
Clarissa  had  undergone.  To  his  own  surprise, 
as  he  assured  his  correspondents,  he  found 
that  the  gaiety,  bravery,  and,  occasionally,  ge- 
nerosity of  Lovelace,  joined  to  his  courage  and 
ingenuity,  had,  in  spite  of  his  crimes,  made 
him  find  too  much  grace  in  the  eyes  of  his  fair 
readers.  He  had  been  so  studious  to  prevent 
this,  that  when  he  perceived  his  rake  was  ris- 
ing into  an  undue  and  dangerous  degree  of 
favour  with  some  of  the  young  ladies  of  his 
own  school,  he  threw  in  some  darker  shades 
of  character.  In  this,  according  to  the  eulogy 
of  Johnson,  he  was  eminently  successful ;  but 
still  Lovelace  appeared  too  captivating  in  the 
eyes  of  his  fair  friends,  and  even  of  T-ady 
Bradshaigh;  so  that  nothing  remained  for  the 
author,  in  point  of  morality,  but  to  prepare 
with  all  speed  an  antidote  to  the  poison  which 
he  had  incautiously  administered. 

With  this  view,  the  author  tasked  his  talents 
to  embody  the  beau  ideal  of  a  virtuous  cha- 
racter, who  should  have  all  the  title  to  admi- 
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ration  which  he  could  receive  from  wit,  rank, 
figure,  accomplishment,  and  fashion,  yet  com- 
pounded inseparably  with  the  still  higher 
qualifications  which  form  the  virtuous  citizen 
and  the  faithful  votary  of  religion.  It  was 
with  this  view  that  Richardson  produced  the 
work  originally  denominated  The  Good  Man^ 
a  title  which,  before  publication,  he  judiciously 
exchanged  for  that  of  Sir  Charles  Grandison. 

It  must  be  acknpwledged,  that  although  the 
author  exerted  his  utmost  ability  to  -succeed 
in  the  task  which  he  had  assumed,  and,  so 
far  as  detached  parts  of  the  work  are  consi- 
dered, has  given  the  same  marks  of  genius 
which  he  employed  in  his  former  novels,  yet 
this  last  production  has  neither  the  simplicity 
of  the  first  two  volumes  of  Pamela^  nor  the 
deep  a^nd  overwhelming  interest  of  the  inimit- 
able Clarissa^  aod  must,  considering  it  as  a 
whole,  be  ranked  considerably  beneath  l)otli 
these  works. 

The  principal  cause  of  failure  may  be  per- 
haps traced  to  Richardson's  too  strong  recol- 
lection of  the  aversion  which  his  friendly  cri- 
tics and  correspondents  had  displayed,  to  the 
melaocholy  scenes  in  Clarissa^  in  which,  dark- 
ening and  deepiening  as  the  story  proceeds, 
his  heroine  is  involved,  until  the  scene  is  closed 
by  death.  He  was  resolved,  perhaps,  to  give 
his  readers  some  indemnification,  and  having 
formerly  shown   them  viirtue  in  its  state  of 
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edrthly  persecution  and- calamity,  now  resolved 
to  introduce  her,  as  John  Btinyan  says,  in  her 
golden  slippers,  and  walking  abroad  in  the 
sunshine.  But  the  author  did  not  sufficiently 
reflect,  that  the  beacon,  upon  an  exposed  head- 
land, sending  forth  its  saving  light  amid  the 
rain  and  the  storm,  and  burning  where  all  around 
combines  to  its  extinction,  is  a  far  grander  and 
more  interesting  object  to  the  imagination 
than  the  chandelier  in  a  lordly  hall,  secured 
by  walls  and  casements  from  the  possibility 
even  of  a  transient  breeze  agitating  its  bril- 
liancy of  lustre. 

Sir  Charles  Grandison  is  a  man  of  large  for- 
tune, of  rank,  and  of  family,  high  in  the  opi- 
nion of  all  who  know  him,  and  discharging  with 
the  most  punctilious  accuracy  his  duties  in 
every  relatioit  of  life.  But,  in  order  to  his 
doing  so,  he  is  accommodated  with  all  those 
exterior  advantages  which  command  awe,  and 
attract  respect,  although  entirely  adventitious 
to  excellence  of  principle.-  He  is  munificent, 
but  his  fortune  bears  out  his  generosity;  he  is 
affectionate  in  his  domestic  relations,  but  the 
devoted  attachment  of  his  family  leaves  him 
no  temptation  to  be  otherwise;  his  tempera- 
ment is  averse  from  excess,  his  passions  are 
under  the  command  of  his  reason ;  his  courage 
has  been  so  often  proved,  that  he  can  safely, 
and  without  reproach  of  the  world,  prefer  the 
dictates  of  Christianity  to  the  rules  of  modern 
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honour;  and,  in  adventuring  himself  into  dan- 
ger, he  has  all  the  strength  and  address  of 
Lovelace  himself  to  trust  to.  Sir  Charles  en* 
counters  no  misfortunes,  and  can  hardly  be 
said  to  undergo  any  trials.  The  author,  in  a 
word,  has  sent  him  forth 

Victorious, 


Happy,  and  (^lorions. 

The  only  dilemma  to  which  he  is  exposed 
in  the  course  of  the  seven  volumes,  is  the 
doubt  which  of  two  beautiful  and  accomphsh- 
ed  women,  excellent  in  disposition,  and  high 
in  rank,  sister  excellencies,  as  it  were^  both 
being  devotedly  attached  to  him,  he  shall  be 
pleased  to  select  for  his  bride ;  and  this  with 
so  small  a  shade  of  partiality  towards  either, 
that  we  cannot  conceive  his  happiness  to  be 
endangered  wherever  his  lot  may  fall,  except 
by  a  generous  compassion  for  her  whom  he 
must  necessarily  relinquish.  Whatever  other 
difficulties  surround  him  occasionally,  vanish 
before  his  courage  and  address;  and  he  is  al- 
most secure  to  make  friends,  and  even  con- 
verts, of  those  whose  machinations  may  for  a 
moment  annoy  him.  In  a  word.  Sir  Charles 
Grandison  «  walks  the  course  »  without  com- 
petition or  rivalry. 

All  this  does  well  enough  in  a  funeral  ser- 
mon or  monumental  inscription,  where,  by 
privilege  of  suppressing  the  worst  qualities 
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and  exaggerating  the  better,  such  images  of 
perfection  are  sometimes  presented.  But,  in 
the  living  world,  a  state  of  trial  and  a  valley 
of  tears,  such  unspotted  worth,  such  unvarying 
perfection,  is  not  lo  be  met  with;  and,  what 
is  still  more  important,  it  could  not,  if  we  sup- 
pose it  to  have  existence,  be  attended  by  all 
those  favours  of  fortune  which  are  accumu- 
lated upon  Richardson's  hero; — and  hence  the 
fatal  objection  of  Sir  Charles  Grandison  being 
the 

«  Fanltless  monster  that  the  world  ne*er  saw.» 

It  is  not  the  moral  and  religious  excellence 
of  Sir  Charles  which  the  reader  is  so  much 
disposed  to  quarrel  with,  as  that,  while  Ri- 
chardson designs  to  give  a  high  moral  lesson 
by  the  success  of  his  hero,  he  has  failed 
through  resting  that  success  on  circumstances 
which  have  nothing  to  do  either  with  mora- 
lity or  religion,  but  might  have  been,  if  indeed 
they  are  not,  depicted  as  the  properties  of 
Lovelace  himself.  It.  is  impossible  that  any 
very  deep  lesson  can  be  derived  from  con- 
templating a  character,  at  once  of  unattainable 
excellence,  and  which  is  placed  in  circum- 
stances of  worldly  ease  and  prosperity  that 
render  him  entirely  superior  to  temptation. 
Propose  the  example  of  Sir  Charles  Grandison 
to  the  sordid  spirit,  he  will  answer,  I  will  be 
generous  when  I  have  such  an  estate — to  the 
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unkind  brother  or  the  cold  friend,  I  will  be 
affectionate,  is  the  ready  answer,  when  I  meet 
such  reciprocity  of  tenderness.    Ask  him  who 
fears  the  reproach  of  the  world,  why  he  gives 
or  accepts  a  challenge? — I  would  do  neither, 
he  replies,  were  my  reputation  for  courage 
established  like  that  of  Sir  Charles  Grandison. 
The  timid  may  excuse  himself  for  not  being 
bold  in  the  defence  of  innocence,  because  he 
has  neither  Sir  Charles's  resolution,  nor  that 
inimitable  command  of  his  sword,  which  en- 
ables that  hero  to  baffle,  and,  in  case  of  need, 
to  disarm,  all  who  may  oppose  his  interference. 
Even  the  libertine  will  plead  difference  of  tem- 
perament and  habits,  and  contend,  that  Sir 
Charles  had  all  his  passions  under  such  com- 
plete subjugation,  that  there  was  no  more  dan- 
ger  of  his  being  hurried  off  by  them,  than  that 
his  six  long-tailed  horses  should  run  away  with 
his  chariot.      He  does,  unquestionably,  now 
and  then,  in  his  communications  toDrBartlett 
and  others,  speak  of  his  naturally  passionate 
temperament  as  if  it  were  still  existing;  but 
we  see  so  little  of  its  effects^  or  rather  it  ap- 
pears, in  spite  of  his  own  report,  so  utterly 
subdued  and  withered  within  him,  that  the 
only  purpose  of  the  confession  seems  to  be, 
the  adding  this  trait  of  modesty  and  humilia- 
tion to  the  more  splendid  virtues  of  the  hero. 
After  all,  there  may,  in  this  reasoning,  be 
much  of  the  perversity   of  human   nature, 
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which  is  always  ready,  Hke  Job's  tempter,  to 
dispute  that  worth  which  has  not  been  proved 
by  adversity.  But  it  was  human  nature  which 
the  author  proposed  to  instruct;  and,  there- 
fore, to  human  nature  and  its  feelings  he 
should  have  adapted  his  example  of  piety  and 
morahty. 

To  take  the  matter  less  gravely,  and  consider 
Sir  Charles  Grandison  as  a  work  of  amuse- 
ment, it  must  be  allowed,  that  the  interest  is 
destroyed  in  a  great  measure  by  the  unceasing 
ascendency  given  to  the  fortune  as  well  as  the 
character  of  the  hero.  We  feel  he  is  too  much 
under  the  special  protection  of  the  author  to 
need  any  sympathy  of  ours,  and  that  he  has 
nothing  to  dread  from  all  jhe  PoUexfens, 
O'Haras,  and  so  forth,  in  the  world,  so  long  as 
Richardson  is  decidedly  his  friend.  Neither 
are  our  feelings  much  interested  about  him, 
when  his  fate  is  undetermined.  He  evinces 
too  little  passion,  and  certainly  no  preference, 
being  clearly  ready,  with  heart  and  good-will, 
to  marry  either  Clementina  or  Harriet  Byron, 
as  circumstances  saay  render  most  proper,  and 
to  bow  gracefully  upon  the  hand  of  the  re- 
jected lady,  and  bid  her  adieu. 

Lady  Bradshaigh,  the  frankest  of  Richard- 
son's correspondents,  states  this  objection  to 
him  in  full  force,  and  without  ceremony : — 
«  You  have  made  me  bounce  off  my  chair  with 
reading  that  two  good  girls  were  in  love  with 
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your  hero,  and  that  he  was  fond  of  both. — 1 
have  such  despicable  notions  of  a  divided  love, 
that  I  cannot  have  an  idea  how  a  worthy  object 
can  entertain  such  a  thought. »  The  truth  is, 
that  Richardson  was  always  arguing  for  the 
superiority  of  duty  and  principle  over  feeling, 
and,  not  very  wisely  perhaps,  in  an  abstract 
view  at  least,  set  himself  willingly  to  the  task 
of  combating  even  the  sentiment  of  honest  and 
virtuous  love,  considered  as  a  passion,  al- 
though implanted  by  nature  in  our  breasts  for 
the  wisest,  as  well  as  kindest  purposes,  and 
leading,  were  it  only  by  carrying  our  views  and 
wishes  beyond  ourselves,  to  many  more  good 
consequences,  under  the  modification  of  rea- 
son, than  to  evil,  numerous  as  these  may  be, 
when  it  hurries  us  beyond  this.  So  far  did  the 
author  carry  his  contempt  and  defiance  of 
Cupid,  who  had,  down  to  his  time,  been  the 
omnipotent  deity  of  romance,  as  even  to  alarm 
Lady  Bradshaigh  by  some  hypothetical  argu- 
ments in  favour  of  polygamy,  a  system  which 
goes  to  exclude  individual  preferences  with  a 
vengeance. 

All  this  must  be  pardoned  to  the  honest  and 
kind-hearted  Richardson,  partly  for  argunoent^s 
sake,  partly  because  he  had  very  high  notions 
of  the  rights  of  the  husband,  as  well  as  those 
of  the  master.  It  may  be  some  comfort  to  the 
ladies  to  know,  as  appears  from  some  passages 
in  his  correspondence,  that,  like  James  the 
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First  of  England,  his  despotism  consisted  more 
in  theory  than  in  practice;  and  that  Mrs  Ri- 
chardson appears  to  have  had  her  full  share  of 
jiractical  authority  and  control  in  whatever 
related  to  their  quiet  family. 

Regarding  Sir  Charles,  then,  merely  as  the 
twenty  thousand  prize,  which  was  to  be  drawn 
by  either  of  the  ladies  who  might  be  so  lucky 
as  to  wi  nit,  and  whose  own  inclinations  scarce- 
ly decided  him  more  to  the  one  than  to  the 
other,  it  is  clear  that  the  interest  must  rest — 
no  very  flattering  thing  for  the  fair  sex — upon 
that  predilection  which  the  reader  may  enter- 
tain for  the  English  or  for  the  Italian  lady. 
And  with  respect  to  Miss  Byron,  amiable  as 
she  is  represented,  and  with  qualities  supposed 
to  approach  almost  to  those  of  Clarissa,  in  her 
happiest  state,  there  attaches  a  sort  of  indeli- 
cacy, of  which  we  must  suppose  Clarissa,  in 
similar  circumstances,  entirely  incapable.  She 
literally  folrms  a  league  in  Sir  Charles's  family, 
and  among  his  friends,  for  the  purpose  of  en- 
gaging his  affections,  and  is  contented  to  be- 
tray the  secret  of  her  own  love,  even  when  she 
believes  it  unreturned — a  secret  which  every 
delicate  mind  holds  so  sacred — not  only  to 
old  Dr  Bartlett,  but  to  all  her  own  relations, 
and  the  Lord  knows  whom  besides,  who  are 
all  to  be  edified  by  the  perusal  of  Sir  Charles's 
letters.  Most  readers  have  felt  that  this  con- 
duct on  Miss  Byron's  part,  though  designed 
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only  to  elevate  the  hero,  has  the  contrary 
effect  of  degrading  the  character  of  the 
heroine. 

The  real  heroine  of  the  work,  and  the  only 
one  in  whose  fortunes  we  take  a  deep  and  de- 
cided interest,  is  the  unhappy  Clementina, 
whose  madness,  and  indeed  her  vv^hole  con- 
duct, is  sketched  with  the  same  exquisite  pen- 
cil which  drew  the  distresses  of  Clarissa. 
There  are  in  those  passages  relating  to  her, 
upon  which  we  do  not  dwell,  familiar  as  they 
must  be  to  all  our  readers,  scenes  which  equal 
any  thing  that  Richardson  ever  wrote,  and 
which  would  alone  be  sufficient  to  raak  him 
with  the  highest  name  in  his  line  of  compo- 
sition. These,  with,  other  dietached  passages 
in  the  work,  serve  to  show  that  it  was  no  di- 
minution in  Richardson's  powers,  but  solely 
the  adoption  of  an  inferior  plan,  which  ren- 
ders his  two  earlier  works  preferable  to  Sir 
C/iarles  Grandison. 

The  structure  of  Sir  Charles  Grandison  being 
wholly  different  from  that  of  Pamela  and  Cla- 
rissa,  enabled  the  author  entirely  to  avoid,  in 
his  last  work,  some  free  and  broad  descrip- 
tions, which  were  unavoidable  while  detailing 
the  enterprises  of  Mr  B —  or  Lovelace.  But 
though  he  was  freed  from  all  temptation  to 
fall  into  indelicate  warmth  of  description,  a 
fault  which  the  grosser  age  of  our  fathers  en- 
dured better  than  ours,  Richardson  was  still 
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unfortunate  in  assuming  the  tone  of  elegance 
and  of  high  fashion,  to  which,  in  his  last  work, 
he  evidently  aspired.  Mr  B —  is  a  country 
squire ;  the  Harlowes,  a  purse-proud  and  vul- 
gar race ;  Lovelace  himself  a  rou^  in  point  of 
manners;  Lord  M —  has  the  manners  and 
sentiments  of  an  old  rural  gossip;  and  the 
vivacity  of  Miss  Howe  often  approaches  to 
vulgarity.  Many  models  must  have  been  under 
the  observant  eye  of  Richardson,  extensive  as 
his  acquaintance  was  through  all,  excepting  the 
highest  circle  of  fashion,  from  which  he  might 
have  drawn  such  characters,  or  at  least  have 
borrowed  their  manners  and  language. 

But  our  author's  aspiring  to  trace  the  man- 
ners of  the  great,  as  in  Sir  Charles  Grandison, 
has  called  down  the  censure  of  an  unques- 
tionable judge,  and  who  appears,  in  his  case, 
disposed  to  be  a  severe  critic.  Lady  Mary 
Wortley  Montague,  in  her  inimitable  Letters^ 
has  the  following  passages: — «  His  Anna 
Howe  and  Charlotte  Grandison  are  recom- 
mended  as  patterns  of  charming  pleasantry, 
and  applauded  by  his  saint-like  dames,  who 
mistake  folly  for  wit  and  humour,  and  impu- 
dence and  ill-nature  for  spirit  and  fire.  Char- 
lotte behaves  like  a  humoursome  child,  and 
should  have  been  used  like  one,  and  whipped 
in  the  presence  of  her  friendly  confederate, 
Harriet. —  He  (Richardson)  has  no  idea  of  the 
manners  of  high  life;  his  old  Lord  M —  talks 
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in  tbe  style  of  a  country  justice ;  and  his  vi^ 
tuous  voung  ladies  romp  like  the  wenches 
round  a  Mav-polc.  Such  liberties  as  pass  be- 
tween Mr  liOvelace  and  his  cousin  are  not  to 
be  excused  by  the  relation.  I  should  haye 
been  much  astonished  if  Lord  Denbigh  should 
have  offered  to  kiss  me;  and  I  dare  syirear, 
Lord  Trenthani  never  attempted  such  imper- 
tinence toyou.»' 

It  is  no  disrespect  to  Richardson  to  say,  that 
he  could  not  have  had  many  opportunities  of 
seeing  the  manners  of  high  life;  for  society  is 
formed  upon  principles  different  entirely  from 
a  selection  of  the  best  and  wisest  men;  and 
the  author's  condition,  though  far  from  being 
low,  indigent,  or  disrespectable,  placed  him  in 
a  humbler  and  happier  rank.  But  there  is  one 
sort  of  good-breeding  which  is  natural  and  un- 
changeable, and  another,  which,  consisting  of 
an  acquaintance  with  the  evanescent  manners 
and  fashions  of  the  day,  is  merely  conven- 
tional, and  is  perpetually  changing,  like  the 
modes  of  dress  observed  in  the  same  circles. 
The  principles  of  the  first  are  imprinted  in 
every  bosom  of  sense  and  delicacy.  But  to 
be  ignorant  of  the  latter,  only  shows  that  an 
author  is  not  very  conversant  wath  the  society 
where  these  flitting  rules  are  observed,  or, 
what  may  bfe  equally  the  case,  is  incapable  of 

Works  of  Lady  Mary   Wortley  Montag^ne,   vol.  iv. 
p    182. 
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traciDg  their  changeful  and  fading  hues.  To 
transgress  the  rules  of  natural  good-hreeding, 
or  to  represent  characters  by  whom  they 
should  be  practised  as  doing  so,  is  a  want  of 
taste  which  must  adhere  a&  a  blemish  to  the 
work  so  long  as  it  is  read.  But  crimes  against 
conventional  good-breeding  run  a  prescriptive 
course,  and  cease  to  be  observed  when  the  rules 
transgressed  have,  according  to  the  usual  mu- 
tability of  fashion,  been  superseded  by  others. 
Such  errors  are  like  Livy's  patavinity,  which 
became  imperceptible  to  latter  readers.  It 
was  natural  that  a  person  of  Lady  Mary  Wort- 
ley  Montague's  taste  and  rank  should  be 
shocked  at  the  want  of  decorum  which  she 
complains  of,  but  at  this  distance  of  time  we 
are  not  sufficiently  acquainted  with  the  fash- 
ions of  George  the  Second%i^ign  to  share 
her  displeasure.  We  know  in  general  that 
salutation  continued  for  a  long  period  to  be 
permitted  by  fashion,  as  much  as  the  more 
lately  licensed  freedoms  of  shaking  hands  and 
offering  the  arm:  and  with  this  general  know- 
ledge it  is  of  little  consequence  to  us,  at  what 
particular  year  of  God  men  of  quality  were 
restrained  from  kissing  their  cousins,  or  whe-. 
ther  Richardson  has  made  an  anachronism  in 
that  important  matter.  The  merit  of  Lovelace, 
considered  as  a  portrait,  remains  to  us  the  same, 
notwithstanding  that  wig,  which  is  now  froeen 
to  his  head  apaid  his  sentimental  attendance 
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in  the  ivy-coppice,  and  anon  skimmed  into  the 
fire  when  he  receives  the  fatal  news  of  Cla- 
rissa's death.  We  think  as  little  of  dress  or 
fashion  as  when  we  gaze  on  the  portraits  of 
Vandyke,  without  asking  whether  the  ruff  and 
the  sleeve  be  or  be  not  precisely  of  the  cut  of 
the  period.  Lovelace,  whether  exactly  cor- 
xesponding  to  the  minute  fashions  of  his  own 
.time  or  no,  continues  equally  to  be  what  he  is 
described  in  the  nervous  language  of  Johnson, 
in  his  Life  of  Boive.  «  The  character  of  Lo- 
thario seems  to  have  been  expanded  by  Ri- 
chardson into  that  eF  Lovelace;  but  he  has 
excelled  his  original  in  the  moral  effect  of  the 
fiction.  Lothario  with  gaiety  which  cannot 
be  hatedj  and  bravery  which  cannot  be  de- 
spised, retains  too  much  of  the  spectator's 
kindness.  It.  was  in  the  power  of  Richardson 
alone,  to  teach  us  at  once  esteem  and  detes- 
tation; to  make  virtuous  resentment  over- 
power all  the  benevolence  which  w^it,  and 
elegance,  and  courage,  naturally  excite;  and 
to  lose  at  last  the  hero  in  the  villain. » 

Still,  however,  it  is  impossible  altogether  to 
vindicate  Richardson  from  Lady  Mary's  charge, 
or  to  pronounce  him  wholly  guiltless  of  tres- 
passing upon  the  essence  of  good-breeding,  as 
well  as  upon  its  temporary  rules  and  modifi- 
cations.    Lady  G has  as  much  horse-play 

in  her  raillery  as  Miss  Howe,  and  her  lord  is 
a  double  of  Mr  Hickman.     Now  there  ought 
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to  have  been  a  difference  betwixt  the  vivacitv 
of  a  country-bred  young  lady,  trained  up  un- 
der a  sufficiently  vulgar  mother,  knd  that  of 
Miss  Grandison,  who  had  always  lived  in  the 
very  first  society ;  and  this  Lady  Mary  has  a 
just  right  to  complain  of. 

There  is  a  fault  also  attaches  to  the  manners 
of  Sir  Charles  Grandison  himself,  though 
doubtless  intended  as  a  model  of  elegance  and 
courtesy.  The  very  care  which  the  author 
has  taken  to  deck  his  manners  and  conversa- 
tion with  every  becoming  grace  of  action  and 
words,  has  introduced  a  heavy  formality,  and 
a  80]:t  of  flourishing  politeness,  into  his  whole 
person  and  deportment.  His  manner,  in 
short,  seems  too  much  studied,  and  his  talk 
too  stiffly  complimentary,  too  like  a  printed 
book,  to  use  a  Scottish  phrase,  to  permit  us  to 
associate  the  ideas  of  gentleman-like  ease  and 
affability,  either  to  the  one  or  the  other.  We 
believe  this  objection  has  been  very  generally 
enteftained  by  the  fwrer  sex,  for  whose  pro- 
tection the  laws  of  politeness  are  introduced, 
and  who  must  therefore  be  the  best  judges 
how  for  they  are  complied  with. 

Notwithstanding  these  imperfections,  and 
the  disadvantage  which  a  new  work  always 
sustains  at  first  comparison  with  its  predeces- 
sors, Richardson's  fame  was  not  diminished 
by  the  publication  of  his  Sir  Charles  Grandison^ 
and  his  fortui^i  would  have  been  increased 

3. 
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but  for  a  mercantile  fraud,  of  a  nature  pecu- 
liarly audacious.  By  some  means  which  he 
could  not  detect,  sheet  after  sheet  of  the  work 
as  it  passed  the  press,  was  stolen  from  the  au- 
thors  printing-house,  and  sent  to  Dublin, 
where,  availing  themselves  of  the  relations 
between  the  two  countries  as  they  then  stood, 
some  unprincipled  booksellers  prepared  an 
Irish  edition  of  the  book,  which  they  were 
thus  enabled  to  bring  into  the  market  as  soon 
as  the  author;  and,  by  underselling  him, 
greatly  limited  his  deserved  profits.  Richard- 
son appears  in  vain  to  have  sought  redress  for 
this  injustice  by  means  of  his  correspondents 
in  Ireland.  The  union  with  the  sister  king- 
dom has,  among  other  beneficial  effects,  had 
that  of  rendering  such  frauds  impossible  in 
future. 

Such  is  the  succinct  history  of  Richardson's 
productions,  and  such  was  its  conclusion.  It 
is  only  necessary  to  mention,  that,  besides  his 
three  celebrated  novels,  he  completed"  that 
collection  of  Familiar  Letters,  the  commence- 
ment of  which  led  the  way  to  Pamela ^  — «  a 
work,»  says  MrsBarbauld,  «  usually  found  in 
the  servant's  drawer,  but  which,  when  so  found, 
has  not  unfrequently  detained  the  eye  of  the 
mistress,  wondering  all  the  while  by  what  se- 
cret charm  she  was  induced  to  turn  over  a  book, 
apparently  too  low  for  her  perusal,  and  that 
charm  was — Richardson . »    This  work,  which 
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we  have  never  seen,  is  said,  by  the  same  au- 
thority, to  illustrate  the  extreme  accuracy  with 
which  Richardson  had  attended  to  all  the  du- 
ties of  life. 

Richardson  also  wrote,  in  order  to  assist 
Dr  Johnson,  the  ninety-seventh  number  of  the 
Rambler^  which  the  editor  ushered  in  by  the 
following  deserved  encomium :  —  «The  reader 
.«s  indebted  for  this  day's  entertainment  to  an 
author  from  whom  the  age  has  received  greater 
favours,  who  has  enlarged  the  knowledge  of 
human  nature,  and  taught  the  passions  to 
move  at  the  command  of  virtue. » 


In  our  detailed  remarks  on  Richardson's 
several  novels,  we  have,  as  usual,  anticipated 
much  which  we  otherwise  had  to  say  concern- 
ing his  general' inerits  as  an  author.  It  will 
be  to  his  immortal  praise,  thqt  he  was  perhaps 
the  first  author  in  this  line  of  composition 
who,  in  fictitious  narrative,  threw  aside  the 
trappings  of  romance,  with  all  its  extravagance, 
and  appealed  to  the  awakened  passions  of  the 
human  heart.  The  circumstances  which  led 
him  to  descend  from  the  stilts  of  bombast  into 
the  walks  of  nature,  are  described  in  his  own 
account  of.  the  origin  of  Pamela^  and  he 
quickly  discovered  that  it  was  not  in  humble 
life  only  that  those  feelings  exist  which  find 
sympathy  in  every  reader  s  bosom;  for^ if  the 
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sympathy  \vitli  the  distresses  and  thie  magna- 
nimity of  Clarissa  be  not  universal,  we  cannot, 
we  own,  envy  those  who  are  proof  against 
tlieir  charm. 

Richardson  was  well  qualified  to  be  the 
discoverer  of  a  new  style  of  writing,  for  he 
was  a  cautious,  deep,  and  minute  examinator 
of  the  human  heart,  and,  like  Cooke  or  Parry, 
left  neither  head,  bay,  nor  inlet  behind  him, 
until  he  had  traced  its  soundings,  and  laid  it 
down  in  his  chart,  with  all  its  minute  sinuosi- 
ties, its  depths,  and  its  shallows.  Hence  the 
high,  and,  comparatively  considered,  perhaps 
the  undue  superiority  assigned  by  Johnson  to 
Richardson  over  Fielding,  against  whom  he 
seems  to  have  entertained  some  prejudice.  In 
one  passage  he  asserts,  that  « there  is  more 
knowledge  of  the  human  heart  in  one  letter 
of  Richardson's  than  in  all  Ta9n  Jones, » i  And, 
in  another,  he  thus  explains  the  proposition : 
— «  There  is  all  the  difference  in  the  world 
between  characters  of  nature  and  characters 
of  manners,  and  there  is  this  difference  be- 
tween the  characters  of  Fielding  and  those  of 
Richardson.  Characters  of  manners  ai^  very 
entertaining;  but  they  are  to  be  understood 
by  a  more  superficial  observer  than  characters 
of  nature,  where  a  man  must  dive  into  the  re- 
cesses of  the  human  heart.  »^     Again,  in  com- 

'  Boswell's  Life  of  Johnson,  ed.  i  ygS,  vol.  ii.  p.  3o. 
*  Bosweirs  life  of  Johnson,  ed.  1793,  vol.  i.  p.  5o8 
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paring  these  two  distingnished  authors,  the 
critic  uses  this  illustration — «  that  there  was 
as  great  a  difference  between  them,  as  between 
a  man  who  knew  how  a  watch  was  made,  and 
a  man  who  could  tell  the  hour  by  looking  at 
the  dial-plate. »'  Dissenting  as  we  do  from 
the  conclusions  to  be  deduced  from  Dr  John- 
son's simile,  we  would  rather  so  modify  it  as 
to  describe  both  authors  as  excellent  mecha- 
nics; the  time-pieces  of  Richardson  showing  a 
great  deal  of  the  internal  work  by  which  the 
index  is  regulated;  while  those  of  Fielding 
merely  pointed  to  the  hour  of  the  day,  being 
all  that  most  men  desire  to  know.  Or,  to  take 
a  more  manageable  comparison,  the  analogy 
between  the  writings  of  Fielding  and  Richard- 
son resembles  that  which  free,  bold,  aacktrue 
sketches  bear  to  paintings  which  hav^  been 
very  minutely  laboured,  and,  amid  their  excel- 
lence, stitl  exhibit  some  of  the  heaviness  which 
almost  always  attends  the  highest  degree  of 
finishing.  Tliis,  indeed,  is  admitted  by  John- 
son himself,  in  his  reply  to  the  observation  of 
the  Honourable  Thomas  Erskine,  that  Richard- 
son was  tedious. — «  Why,  sir,  if  you  were  to 
read  Richardson  for  the  story,  your  impa- 
tience would  be  so  much  fretted,  that  you 
would  hang  yourself.  But  you  must  read  him 
for  the  sentiment,  and  consider  the  story  oply 

'  Boswell's  life  of  Johnson,  ed.  1793,  vol.  i.  p.  5o8. 
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aslgiving"  occasion  to  the  seDtimeiit.»  Were 
we  to  translate  the  controversy  into  plain  lan- 
guage, it  might  be  summed  up  in  pronouncing 
the  works  of  Richardson  the  more  instructive, 
those  of  Fielding  the  more  amusing,  and  that 
a  reader  might  select  the  one  or  the  other 
for  his  studies,  according  to  Tony  Lumpkin's 
phrase,  as  he  felt  himself  «  in  a  concatenation 
accordingly. » 

It  is  impossible  to  tell  whether  Ricliardson's 
peculiar  and  circumstantial  mode  of  narratiye 
arose  entirely  out  of  the  mode  in   which  he 
evolves  his  story,  by  the  letters  of  the  actors, 
or  whether  his  early  partiality  for  letter-wri- 
ting was  not  rather  founded  upon  his  innate 
Ibve  of  detail.     But  these  talents  and  propen- 
sities must  have  borne  upon  and  fortified  each 
other.      To  the  letter^writer  every  event  is 
recent,  and  is  painted  immediately  while  under 
the  eye,  with  reference  to  its  relative  import- 
ance to  what  has  past  and  what  is  to  come. 
All  is,  so  to  speak,  painted  in  the  fore-ground, 
and  nothing  in  the  distance.    A  game  at  whist, 
if  the  subject  of  a  letter,  must  be  detailed  as 
much  at  length,  as  a  debate  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  upon  a  subject  of  great  national 
interest ;  and  hence,  perhaps,  that  tendency 
to  prolixity,  of  which  the  readers  of  Richard- 
son frequently  complain. 

There  is  this  additional  disadvantage,  tend- 
ing.to  the  same  disagreeable  impression,  that 
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incidents  are,  in  many  instances,  detailed  again 
and  again  by  the  various  actors,  to  their  differ- 
ent correspondents.  If  this  has  the  advantage 
of  placing  the  characters,  each  in  their  own 
peculiar  Hght,  and  contrasting  their  thoughts, 
plans,  and  sentiments,  it  is  at  least  partly 
balanced,  by  arresting  the  progress  of  the 
story,  which  stands  still  while  the  characters 
show  all  their  paces,  like  horses  in  the  manege, 
without  advancing  a  yard.  But  then  it  gives 
the  reader,  as  Mrs  Barbauld  well  remarks,  the 
advantage  of  being  thoroughly  acquainted 
with  those  in  whose  fate  he  is  to  be  interested, 
a  In  consequence  of  tbis,»  adds  that  accom- 
plished lady^  ft  our  feelings  are  not  transient, 
elicited  here  and  there  by  a  pathetic  stroke, 
but  we  regard  his  characters  as  real  per- 
sonages, whom  we  know  and  converse  with, 
and  whose  fate  remains  to  be  decided  in  the 
course  of  events. »»  The  minute  style  of  Ri- 
chardson is  accordingly  attended  with  this  pe- 
culiar advantage,  that  as  strong  a  light  as  can 
be  necessary  is  thrown  on  every  personage 
who  advances  on  the  scene,  and  that  we  have 
as  distinct  an  idea  of  the  individual  and  pecu- 
liar character  of  every  female  in  Mrs  Sinclair's 
family,  whom  it  is  necessary  to  name ;  of  the 
greedy  and  hypocritical  Joseph  Leman;  of  the 
plausible  Captain  Singleton,  and  of  Lovelace's 

'  Life  of  Bichardson,  vol.  i.  p.  82. 
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Other  agents,  as  we  have  of  Lovelace  himself. 
'J'he  character  of  Colonel  Morden,  for  example, 
although  we  see  so  little  of  him,  is  quite  indi- 
vidual. He  is  high-spirited,  bold,  and  skilful 
at  his  weapon ;  a  man  of  the  world  and  a  man 
of  honour;  neither  violent  enough  to  preci- 
pitate his  revenge,  nor  forbearing  enough  to 
avoid  grasping  it  when  the  fitting  opportunity 
offers.  The  awe  in  which  he  is  held  by  the 
Harlowes,  even  before  his  appearance;  the 
respect  which  Clarissa  entertains  for  him  as  a 
natural  protector,  prepares  us  for  his  approach 
as  he  enters  on^  the  scene,  like  the  avenger  of 
blood,  too  late,  indeed,  to  save  Clarissa,  but 
a  worthy  vindicator  of  her  wrongs,  and  a  no 
less  worthy  conqueror  of  Lovelace.  What- 
ever piety  and  forbearance  there  is  in  his 
cousin's  last  charge  to  such  a  man  as  Colonel 
Morden,  we  cannot  for  a  moment  be  either 
surprised  or  sorry  that  it  is  disobeyed. 

It  must  not  be  overlooked,  that,  by  the  cir- 
cumstantial detail  of  minute,  trivial,  and  even 
uninteresting  circumstances,  the  author  gives 
to  his  fiction  an  air  of  reality  that  can  scarcely 
otherwise  be  obtained.  In  every  real  narra- 
tive, he  who  tells  it,  dwells  upon  slight  and 
inconsiderable  circumstances,  no-otherwise  in- 
teresting than  because  they  are  associated  in  his 
mind  with  the  more  important  events  which  he 
desires  to  communicate.  De  Foe,  who  under- 
stood, and  availed  himself  on  all  occasions  of 
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this  mode  of  garnishing  an  imaginary  history, 
Yfith  all  the  minute  accompaniments  which 
distinguish  a  true  one,  was  scarce  a  greater 
master  of  this  peculiar  art,  than  was  our 
author  Richardson. 

Still,  with  all  these  adyafrtages,  which  so 
peculiarly  adapted  the  mode  of  carrying  on 
the  story  by    epistolary  correspondence   to 
Richardson's  peculiar  genius,  it  has  its  corre- 
sponding defects.     In  order  that  all  may  be 
written  which  must  be  known  for  the  purpose 
of  the  narrative,  the  characters  must  frequent- 
ly write,  when  it  would  be  more  natural  for 
them  to  be    acting — ^must   frequently  write 
what  it  is  not  natural  to  write  at  all, — and 
must  at  all  times  write  a  great  deal  oftenejr, 
and  a  great  deal  more  than  one  would  now 
think  human  life  has  time  for.     But  these  ar- 
guments did  not  probably  weigh  much  with 
Richardson,  an  inveterate  letter-writer  from 
his  youth  upwards,  and  certainly  as  jndefiBiti- 
gable  (we  had  almost  said  formidable)  a  cor^ 
respondent  as  any  of  the  characters  he  has 
drawn. 

Richardson  was  himself  aware  of  the  lux- 
uriance of  his  imagination,  and  that  he  was 
sometimes  apt  to  exceed  the  patience  of  the 
reader.  He  indulged  his  own  vein,  by  writ- 
ing without  any  fixed  plan,  and  at  great  length, 
which  he  afterwards  curtailed  and  compress- 
ed ;"  so  that,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  his  com-y 

VOL.  II.  4 
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positions  were  reduced  almost  one  half  in 
point  of  size  before  they  were  committed  to 
the  press.     In  his   first  two   novels  also,  he 
showed  much  attention  to  the  plot,  and  though 
diffuse  and  prolix  iii  narration,  can  never  be 
said  to  be  rambling  or  desultory.     No  charac- 
ters are  introduced  but  for  the   purpose  of 
advancing  the  plot ;  and  there  are  but  few  of 
those  digressive  dialogues  and  dissertations 
with  which   Sir  Charles  Grandison  abounds. 
The  story  keeps  the   direct  road,    though  it 
moves  slowly.  But  in  his  last  work  the  author 
is  much  more  excursive.     There    is  indeed 
little  in  the  plot  to  require  attention ;  the  va- 
rious events,  which  are  successively  narrated, 
being  no  otherwise  connected  together,  than 
as  they  place  the  character  of  the  hero  in  some 
new  and  peculiar  point  of  view.     The  same 
may  be  said  of  the  numerous  and  long  con- 
versations upon  religious  and    moral  topics, 
which  compose  so  great  a  part  of  the  work, 
that  a  venerable  old  lady  whom  we  well  knew, 
when  in  advanced  age  she  became  subject  to 
drowsy  fits,  chose  to  hear  Sir  Charles  Grandison 
read  to  her  as  she  sat  in  her  elbow-chair,  in 
preference  to  any  other    work,  «  because,* 
said  she,   «  should  I  drop  asleep  in  course  of 
the  reading,  I  am  sure,  when  I  awake,  I  shall 
have  lost  none  of  the  story,  but  shall  find  the 
party,   where  I  left  them,  conversing  in    the 
cedar-parlour.i)     It  is  probable,  after  all,  that 
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the  prolixity  of  Richardson,  which,  to  our 
giddy-paced  times,  is  the  greatest  fault  of  his 
writing,  was  not  such  an  objection  to  his  con- 
temporaries. Those  who  with  patience  had 
studied  rant  and  bombast  in  the  folios  of 
Scuderi,  could  not  readily  tire  of  nature,  sense, 
and  genius,  in  the  octavos  of  Richardson. 
But  a  modem  reader  may  be  permitted  to 
wish  that  Clarissa  had  been  a  good  deal 
abridged  at  the  beginning,  and  Sir  Charles 
Grandison  at  the  end ;  that  the  last  two  vo- 
lumes of  Pamela  had  been  absolutely  cancel- 
led, and  the  second  much  compressed.  And, 
upon  the  whole,  it  might  be  desired,  that 
many  of  those  trivial  details  of  dresses  and 
decorations,  which  relish,  to  say  truth,  of  the 
mantua-maker's  shops  in  which  Richardson 
made  his  first  efforts  at  composition,  were 
altogether  abolished,  especially  where  they 
are  put  into  the  letters  of  sensible  persons,  or 
impertinently  thrust  upon  us  during  the  cur- 
rency of  a  scene  of  passion.  It  requires  the 
recollection  of  Richardson's  highest  powers 
to  maintain  our  respect  for  him,  where  he 
he  makes  Lovelace,  amidst  all  his  triumph  at 
Clarissa's  elopement,  describe  her  dress  to 
Belford,  from  top  to  toe,  with  all  the  profes- 
sional accuracy  of  a  man-milliner.  But  it  is 
ungracious  to  dwell  on  defects  redeemed 
by  so  many  excellencies. 

The  style  of  Richardson  was  of  that  pliable 
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and  facile  kind,  which  could,  with  slight  va- 
riety, be  adapted  to  what  best  befitted  his 
various  personages.  When  he  wrote  in  his 
higher  characters,  it  was  copious,  expressive, 
and  appropriate;  but,  through  the  imperfec- 
tion of  his  education,  not  always  strictly  ele- 
gant, or  even  accurate.  During  his  life,  the 
common  cant,  as  usual,  was,  that  he  received 
assistance,  which,  as  a  practical  admissioD 
of  personal  incompetence  to  the  task  they 
have  undertaken,  we  believe  few  men  of  re- 
puted talent  would  stoop  to  accept  of.  It  is 
now  known  that  he  wrote  his  whole  works 
without  any  such  aid,  excepting  the  Ode  to 
Wisdom^  by  Mrs  Carter,  or  a  number  of 
Latin  quotations,  furnished  by  a  learned  friend 
to  bedizen  the  epistle  of  Elias  Brand. 

The  power  of  Richardson's  painting  in  his 
deeper  scenes  of  tragedy,  never  has  been,  and 
probably  never  will  be  excelled.  Those  of 
distressed  innocence,  as  in  the  history  of  Cla- 
rissa and  Clementina,  rend  the  very  heart; 
and  few,  jealous  of  manly  equanimity,  should 
read  them  for  the  first  time  in  the  presence  of 
others.  In  others,  where  the  same  heroines, 
and  particularly  Clarissa,  display  a  noble  ele- 
vation of  soul,  rising  above  earthly  considera- 
tions and  earthly  oppression,  the  reader  is 
perhaps  as  much  elevated  towards  a  pure 
sympathy  with  virtue  and  religion  as  unin- 
spired composition  can  raise  him.     His  scenes 
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of  unmixed  horror,  as  the  deaths  of  Beltonand 
of  the  infamous  Sinclair,  are  as  dreadful  as 
the  former  are  elevating ;  and  they  are  direct- 
ed to  the  same  noble  purpose,  increasing  our 
fear  and  hatred  of  vice,  as  the  former  are 
qualified  to  augment  our  love  and  veneration 
of  virtue.  The  lighter  qualities  of  the  no- 
velist were  less  proper  to  this  distinguished 
author  than  those  virhich  are  alUed  to  tragedy. 
Yet,  not  even  in  these  was  Richardson  defi- 
cient; and  his  sketches  of  this  kind  display 
the  same  accurate  knowledge  of  humanity 
manifested  in  his  higher  efforts.  His  comedy 
is  not  overstrained,  and  never  steps  beyond 
the  bounds  of  nature,  and  he  never  sacrifices 
truth  and  probability  to  brilliancy  of  effect. 
Without  what  is  properly  termed  wit,  the 
author  possessed  liveliness  and  gaiety  suffi- 
cient to  colour  those  scenes ;  and  though  he 
is  never,  like  his  rival  Fielding,  irresistibly 
ludicrous,  nor  indeed,  ever  essays  to  be  so, 
there  is  a  fund  of  quaint  drollery  pervades  his 
lighter  sketches,  which  renders  them  very 
agreeable  to  the  reader. 

The  change  of  taste  and  of  fashion  may, 
perhaps,  from  the  causes  we  have  freely  stat- 
ed, have  thrown  a  temporary  shade  over 
Richardson's  popularity.  Or,  perhaps  he  may, 
in  the  present  generation,  be  only  paying,  by 
comparative  neglect,  the  price  of  the  very 
high  reputation  which  he  enjoyed  during  his 
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own  age.  For  if  immortality,  or  any  thing 
approaching  to  it,  is  granted  to  authors  and 
their  works,  it  seems  only  to  be  on  the  condi- 
tions assigned  to  that  of  Nourjahad,  in  the  beaa- 
tiful  Eastern  tale,  that  they  shall  be  liable  to 
occasional  intervals  of  slumber  and  comparative 
oblivion.  Yet,  under  all  these  disadvantages, 
the  genius  of  Richardson  must  be  ever  ac- 
knowledged to  have  done  honour  to  the  lan- 
guage in  which  he  wrote,  and  his  manly  and 
virtuous  application  of  his  talents  to  the  ser- 
vice of  morality,  and  to  human  nature  in 
general. 


Johnson: 


Of  all  the  men  distinguished  in  this  or  any 
other  age,  Dr  Johnson  has  left  upon  posterity 
the  strongest  and  most  vivid  impression^  so 
far  as  person,  manners,  disposition,  and  con- 
versation are  concerned.  We  do  but  name 
him,  or  open  a  book  which  he  has  written, 
and  the  sound  and  action  recall  to  the  imagi- 
nation at  once,  his  form,  his  merits,  his  pecu- 
liarities, nay,  the  very  uncouthness  of  his 
gestures,  and  the  deep  impressive  tone  of  his 
voice.  We  learn  not  only  what  he  said,  but 
how  he  said  it;  and  have  at  the  same  time,  a 
shrewd  guess  of  the  secret  motive  why  he  did 
so,  and  whether  he  spoke  in  sport  or  in  anger, 
in  the  desire  of  conviction,  or  for  the  love  of 
debate.  It  was  said  of  a  noted  wag,  that  his 
bons^mots  did  not  give  full  satisfaction  when 
published,  because  he  could  not  print  his  face. 
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But  with  respect  to  Dr  Johnson,  this  has  been 
in  some  degree  accompHshed;  and  although 
the  greater  part   of  the  present    generation 
never  saw  him,  yet  he  is,  in  our  mind^s  eye,  a 
personification  as  Hvely  as  that  of  Sid  dons  in 
Lady  Macbeth^  or  Kemble  in  Cardinal  FFolsey. 
All  this,  as  the  world  well  knows,  arises 
from  Johnson  having  found  in  James  Boswell 
such  a  biographer,  as  no  man  but  himself  ever 
had,  or  ever  deserved  to  have.     The  perform- 
ance which  chiefly  resembles  it  in  structure, 
is  the  life  of  the  philosopher  Demophon,  in 
Lucian;  but  that  slight  sketch  is  far  inferior  in 
detail  and   in  vivacity   to  BosweU's    Life  of 
Johnson,  which,  considering  the  eminent  per- 
sons to  whom  it  relates,  the  quantity  of  mis- 
cellaneous information  and  entertaining  gossip 
which    it  brings  together,    may  be    termed, 
without  exception,  the  best  parlour  vnndow 
book  that  ever  was  written.  Accordingly,  such 
has  been  the  reputation  which  it  has  enjoyed, 
that  it  renders  useless  even  the  form  of  an 
abridgment,  which  is  the  less  necessary  as  the 
great  Lexicographer   only  stands   connected 
with  the  department  of  fictitious  narrative  by 
the  brief  tale  of  Basselas. 

A  few  dates  and  facts  maybe  briefly  recalled, 
for  the  sake  of  uniformity  of  plan,  after  which 
we  will  venture  to  offer  a  few  remarks  upon 
RasselaSj  and  the  character  of  its  great  author. 

Samuel  Johnson  was  born  and  educated  in 
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Litchfield,  where  his  father  was  a  coantry  book- 
seller of  some  eminence,  since  he  belonged  to 
its  magistracy.  He  was  born  September  i8th, 
1 709.  His  school  days  were  spent  in  his  native 
city,  and  his  education  completed  at  Pembroke 
College,  Oxford.  Of  gigantic  strength  of  body, 
and  mighty  powers  of  mind,  he  was  affiicted 
with  that  nameless  disease  on  the  spirits^ 
which  often  rendered  the  latter  useless;  and 
externally  deformed  by  a  scrofulous  complaint, 
the  scars  of  which  disfigured  his  otherwise 
strong  and  sensible  countenance.  The  indi- 
gence of  his  parents  compelled  him  to  leave 
college  upon  his  father's  death  in  lySi,  when 
he  gathered  in  a  succession  of  eleven  pounds 
sterling.  In  poverty,  however,  his  learning 
and  his  probity  secured  him  respect.  He  was 
received  in  the  best  society  of  his  native 
place.  His  first  literary  attempt,  the  transla- 
tion o(  Father  Label's,  Voyage  to  Abyssinia^  ap- 
peared during  this  period,  and  probably  led 
him,  at  a  later  period,  to  lay  in  that  remote 
kingdom  the  scene  of  his  philosophical  tale,  of 
Basselas.  About  the  same  time,  he  married  a 
wife  considerably  older  than  himself,  and  at- 
tempted to  set  up  a  school  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Litchfield.  The  project  proved  un- 
successful; and  in  1737,  he  set  out  to  try  to 
mend  his  fortunes  in  London,  attended  by 
David  Garrick.  Johnson  had  with  him  in  ma- 
nuscript his  tragedy  of  /rene,  and  meant  to 
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commence  dramatic  author;  Garrick  was  to 
be  bred  to  the  law.  Fate  had  different  de- 
signs for  both. 

There  is  little  doubt,  that  upon  his  outset  in 
London,  Johnson  felt  in  full  force  the  ills 
which  assail  the  unprotected  scholar,  whose 
parts  are  yet  unknown  to  the  public,  and  who 
must  write  at  once  for  bread  and  for  distinc- 
tion. His  splendid  imitation  of  Juvenal,  Zomiaii, 
a  satire,  was  the  first  of  his  works  which  drew 
the  attention  of  the  public,  yet,  neither  its  ce- 
lebrity, nor  that  of  its  more  brilliant  successor, 
the  Vanity  of  Human  Wishes^  the  deep  and 
pathetic  morality  of  which  has  often  extracted 
tears  from  those  whose  eyes  wander  dry  over 
pages  professedly  sentimental,  could  save  the 
poet  from  the  irksome  drudgery  of  a  writer 
of  all  work.  His  Irene,  also,  was  unfortunate 
upon  the  stage,  and  his  valuable  hours  were 
consumed  in  obscure  labour.  He  was  fortu- 
nate, however,  in  a  strong  and  virtuous  power 
of  thinking,  which  prevented  his  plunging 
into  those  excesses,  in  which  neglected  genius, 
in  catching  at  momentary  gratification,  is  so 
apt  to  lose  character  and  respectability.  While 
his  friend  Savage  was  wasting  considerable 
powers  in  temporary  gratification,  Johnson 
was  advancing  slowly  but  surely  into  a  higher 
class  of  society.  The  powers  of  his  pen  were 
supported  by  those  of  his  conversation;  he 
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lost  no  friend  by  misconduct,  and  each  new 
friend  whom  he  made  became  his  admirer. 

The  booksellers,  also,  were  sensible  of  his 
value  as  a  literary  labourer,  and  employed  him 
in  that  laborious  and  gigantic  task,  a  diction- 
ary of  the  language.  How  it  is  executed  is 
well-known,  and  sufficiently  surprising,  con- 
sidering that  the  learned  audior  was  a  stranger 
to  the  northern  languages,  on  which  English 
is  radically  grounded,  and  that  the  discoyeries 
in  grammar,  since  made  by  Home  Tooke, 
were  then  unknown.  In  the  meantime,  the 
publication  of  the  Rambler^  though  not  very 
successful  during  its  progress,  stamped  the 
character  of  the  author  as  one  of  the  tirst 
moral  writers  of  the  age,  and  as  eminently 
qualified  to  write,  and  even  to  improve,  the 
English  language. 

In  1762,  Johnson  was  deprived  of  his  wife, 
a  loss  which  he  appears  to  have  felt  most 
deeply.  After  her  death,  society,  the  best  of 
which  was  now  open  to  a  man  who  brought 
such  stores  to  increase  its  pleasures,  seems  to 
have  been  his  principal  enjoyment,  and  bis 
great  resource  when  assailed  by  that  malady 
of  mind  which  embittered  his  solitary  mo- 
ments. 

The  Idler ^  scarce  so  popular  as  the  Rambler^ 
followed  in  17 58.  In  1769,  Rasselas  was  has- 
tily composed,  in  order  to  pay  the  expenses  of 
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his  mother's  funeral,  and  some  small  debts 
which  she  had  contracted.  This  beautifdl 
tale  was  composed  in  one  week,  and  sent  in 
portions  to  the  printer.  Johnson  told  Sir 
Joshua  Reynolds  that  he  never  afterwards 
read  it  over.  The  publishers  paid  the  author 
a  hundred  pounds,  with  twenty-four  more, 
when  the  work  came  to  a  second  edition. 

The  mode  in  which  Rasselas  was  composed, 
and  the  purposes  for  which  it  was  written, 
show  that  the  author  s  situation  was  still  em- 
barrassed. But  his  circumstances  became 
more  easy  in  1762,  when  a  pension  of  3oo/. 
placed  him  beyond  the  drudgery  of  labour- 
ing for  mere  subsistence.  It  was  distincdy 
explained,  that  this  grant  was  made  on  public 
grounds  alone,  and  intended  as  homage  to 
Johnson's  services  for  literature.  But  two  po- 
litical pamphlets,  The  False  Alamiy  and  that 
upon  the  Falkland  Islands^  afterwards  showed 
that  the  author  was  grateful. 

In  1765,  pushed  forward  by  the  satire  of 
Churchill,  Johnson  published  his  subscription 
Sbakspeare,  for  which  proposals  had  been 
long  in  circulation. 

The  author's  celebrated  Journey  to  the  He- 
brides was  published  in  1776.  Whatever 
.  might  be  his  prejudices  against  Scotland,  its 
natives  must  concede,  that  many  of  his  re- 
marks concerning. the  poverty  and  barrenness 
of  the  country,  tended  to  produce  those  sub- 
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sequent  exertions,  which  have  done  much  to 
remedy  the  causes  of  reproach.  The  Scots 
were  angry  because  Johnson  was  not  enrap- 
tured with  their  scenery,  which,  from  a  defect 
of  bodily  organs,  he  could  neither  see  nor 
appreciate;  and  they  seem  to  have  set  rather 
too  high  a  rate  on  the  hospitality  paid  to  a 
stranger,  when  they  contended  it  should  shut 
the  mouth  of  a  literary  traveller  upon  all  sub- 
jects but  those  of  panegyric.  Dr  Johnson  took 
a  better  way  of  repaying  the  civilities  he  re- 
ceived, by  exercising  kindness  and  hospita- 
lity in  London  to  all  such  friends  as  he  had 
received  attention  from  in  Scotland. 

His  pamphlet,  entitled  Taxation  no  Tyranny^ 
which  drew  upon  him  much  wrath  from  those 
who  supported  the  American  cause,  is  written 
in  a  strain  of  high  toryism,  and  tended  to  pro- 
mote an  event  pregnant  with  much  good  and 
evil,  the  separation  of  the  mother  country 
from  the  American  colonies. 

In  17779  he  was  engaged  in  one  of  his  most 
pleasing  as  well  as  most  popular  works,  The 
Lives  of  the  British  Poets,  which  he  executed 
with  a  degree  of  critical  force  and  talent  which 
has  seldom  been  concentrated. 

Johnson's  laborious  and  distinguished  ca- 
reer terminated  in  1783,  when  virtue  was  de- 
prived of  a  steady  supporter,  society  of  a 
brilliant  ornament,  and  literature  of  a  success- 
ful cultivator.     The  latter  part  of  his  life  wa$ 
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honoured  with  general  applause,  for  none  was 
more  fortunate  in  obtaining  and  preserving 
the  friendship  of  the  wise  and  the  worthy. 
Thus  loved  and  venerated,  Johnson  might 
have  been  pronounced  happy.  But  heaven, 
in  whose  eyes  strength  is  weakness,  permitted 
his  faculties  to  be  clouded  occasionally  with 
that  morbid  affection  of  the  spirits^  which  dis- 
graced his  talents  by  prejudices,  and  his  man- 
ners by  rudeness. 

When  we  consider  the  rank  which  Dr  John- 
son held,  not  only  in  literature,  but  in  society, 
we  cannot  help  figuring  him  to  ourselves  as 
the  benevolent  giant  of  some  fairy  tale,  whose 
kindnesses  and  courtesies  are  still  mingled  with 
a  patt  of  the  rugged  ferocity  imputed  to  the 
fabulous  sons  of  Anak,  or  rather,  perhaps,  like 
a  Roman  dictator,  fetched  frona  his  farm, 
whose  wisdom  and  heroism  still  relished  of 
his  rustic  occupation.  And  there  were  times 
when,  with  all  his  wisdom,  and  all  his  wit,  this 
rudeness  of  disposition,  and  the  sacrifices  and 
submissions  which  he  unsparingly  exacted, 
were  so  great,  that  even  Mrs  Thrale  seems  at 
length  to  have  thought  that  the  honour  of 
being  Johnson's  hostess  was  almost  counter 
balanced  by  the  tax  which  he  exacted  on  her 
time  and  patience. 

The  cause  of  those  deficiencies  in  temper 
and  manners,  was  no  ignorance  of  what  was 
fit  to  be  done  in  society,  or  how  far  each  in- 


JOHNSON.  87 

dividual  ought  to  suppress  his  own  wishes  in 
fevour  of  those  with  whom  he  associates  ;  for, 
theoretically,  no  man  understood  the  rules  of 
good  breeding  better  than  Dr  Johnson,  or 
could  act  more  exactly  in  conformity  with 
them,  when  the  high  rank  of  those  with  whom 
he  was  in  company  for  the  time  required  that 
he  should  do  so.  But  during  the  greater  part 
of  his  life,  he  had  been  in  a  great  measure  a 
stranger  to  the  higher  society,  in  which  such 
restraint  became  necessary;  and  it  may  be 
fairly  presumed,  that  the  indulgence  of  a  va- 
riety of  little  selfish  peculiarities,  which  it  is 
the  object  of  good  breeding  to  suppress, 
became  thus  familiar  to  him.  The  conscious- 
ness of  his  own  mental  superiority  in  most 
companies  which  he  frequented,  contributed 
to  his  dogmatism ;  and  when  he  had  attained 
his  eminence  as  a  dictator  in  hterature,  like 
other  potentates,  he  was  not  averse  to  a  dis- 
play of  his  authority :  resembling,  in  this  par- 
ticular, Swift,  and  one  or  two  other  men  of 
genius,  who  have  had  the  bad  taste  to  imagine 
that  their  talents  elevated  them  above  observ- 
ance of  the  common  rules  of  society.  It 
must  be  also  remarked,  that  in  JohnsonVtime, 
the  literary  society  of  London  was  much  more 
confined  than  at  present,  and  that  he  sat  the 
Jupiter  of  a  little  circle,  prompt,  on  the  slight- 
est contradiction,  to  launch  the  thunders  of 
rebuke  and  sarcasm.     He  was,   in  a  word, 
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despotic,  and  despotism  will  occasionally  lead 
the  best  dispositions  into  unbecoming  abuse 
of  power.  It  is  not  likely  that  any  one  will  again 
enjoy,  or  have  an  opportunity  of  abusing,  the 
singular  degree  of  submission  which  was 
rendered  to  Johnson  by  sJl  around  him.  The 
unreserved^  communications  of  friends,  rather 
than  the  spleen  of  enemies,  have  occasioned 
his  character  being  exposed  in  all  its  shadoiii'S, 
as  well  as  its  lights.  But  those,  when  summed 
and  counted,  amount  only  to  a  few  narrow- 
minded  prejudices  concerning  country  and 
party,  from  which  few  ardent  tempers  remain 
entirely  free,  and  some  violences  and  sole 
cisms  in  manners,  which  left  his  talents,  mo- 
rals, and  benevolence,  alike  unimpeachable. 
Of  RasselaSy  translated  into  so  many  lan- 
guages, and  so  widely  circulated  through  the 
literary  world,  the  merits  have  been  long 
justly  appreciated.  It  was  composed  in  soli- 
tude and  sorrow ;  and  the  melancholy  cast  o( 
feeling  which  it  exhibits  sufficiently  evinces 
the  temper  of  the  author  s  mind.  The  re- 
semblance, in  some  respects,  betwixt  the  tenor 
of  the  moral  and  that  of  Candide^  is  so  striking, 
that  Johnson  himself  admitted,  that  if  the  au- 
thors could  possibly  have  seen  each  others 
manuscript,  they  could  not  have  escaped  the 
charge  of  plagiarism.  But  they  resemble  each 
other  like  a  wholesome  and  a  poisonous  fruit 
The  object  of  the  witty  Frenchman  is  to  lead 
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to  a  discrust  of  the  wisdom  of  the  Great  Go- 
vernor of  the  Universe,  fcy  presuming  to  ar- 
raign him  of  incapacity  before  the  creatures 
of  his  will.  Johnson  uses  arguments  drawn 
from  the  same  premises,  with  the  benevolent 
view  of  encouraging  inen  to  look  to  another 
and  a  better  worlds  for  the  satisfaction  of 
wishes  which,  in  this,  seem  only  to  be  awaken- 
ed in  order  to  be  disappointed.  The  one  is  a 
fiend-r-a  merry  devil,  we  grant — ;who  scoffs  at 
and  derides  human  miseries;  the  other,  a 
friendly  thotigh  grave  philosopher,  who  shows 
us  the  nothingness  of  earthly  hopes,  to  teach 
us  that  our  affections  ought  to  be  placed  else- 
where. 

The  work  can  scarce  be  termed  a  narrative, 
being  in  a  great  measure  void  of  incident;  it  is 
rather  a  set  of  moral  dialogues  on  the  various 
vicissitudes  of  human  life,  its  follies,  its  fears, 
its  hopes,  and  its  wishes,  and  the  disappoint- 
ment in  which  all  terminate.  The  style  is 
in  Johnson's  best  manner;  enriched  and  ren- 
dered sonorous  by  the  triads  and  quaternions 
which  he  so  much  loved,  and  balanced  with 
an  art  which  perhaps  he  derived  from  the 
learned  Sir  Thomas  Brown.  The  reader  may 
sometimes  complain,  with  BosweU,  that  the 
unalleviated  picture  of  human  helplessness 
and  misery  leaves  sadness  upon  the  mind 
after  perusal.  But  the 'moral  is  to  be  found 
in   the  conclusion  of  the   Vanity  of  Human 

4- 
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Wishes^  a  poem  which  treats  of  the  same  me- 
lancholy subject,  and  closes  with  this  sublime 
strain  of  morality : — 

Pour  forth  thy  fervours  for  a  healthful  mind. 
Obedient  passions,  and  a  will.  resign*d ; 
For  LoTe,  which  scarce  collective  man  can  611 ; 
For  Patience,  sovereign  o'er  transmuted  ill  ^ 
For  Faith,  that,  pantiog  for  a  happier  seat. 
Counts  death  kind  nature's  signal  of  retreat : 
These  goods,  for  man,  the  laws  of  Heaven  ordain: 
These  goods  He  grants,  who  grants  the  power  to  gain: 
yrith  these  celestial  Wisdom  calnu  the  mind. 
And  makes  the  happiness  she  cannot  find. 


.* 


GOLDSMITH. 


The  circumstances  of  Dr  Goldsmith's  life,  his 
early  struggles  with  poverty  and  distress,  the 
success  of  his  brief  and  brilliant  career  after 
he  had  become  distinguished  as  an  author, 
are  so  well  known,  and  have  been  so  well 
told,  that  a  short  outline  is  all  that  need  be 
attempted. 

Oliver  Goldsmith  was  bom  on  the  29th 
November,  1728,  at  Pallas  (or  rather  Palice), 
in  the  parish  of  Famey,  and  county  of  Long- 
ford, in  Ireland,  where  his  father,  the  Rev. 
Charles  Goldsmith,  a  minister  of  the  church 
of  England,  at  that  time  resided.  This  worthy 
clergyman,  whose  virtues  his  celebrated  son 
afterwards  rendered  immortal,  in  the  charac- 
ter of  the  Village  Preacher,  had  a  family  of 
seven  children,  for  whom  he  was  enabled  to 
provide  but  very  indifferently,  ^e  obtained 
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ultimately  a  benefice  in  the  county  of  Ros- 
common, but  died  early;  for  the  careful  re- 
searches of  the  Rev.  John  Graham  of  Lifford 
have  found  his  widow  jugra  veste  senescem, 
residing  with  her  son  OUver  in  BallyniahoD, 
so  early  as  1740.  Among  the  shop  accounts 
of  a  petty  grocer  of  the  place,  Mrs  Goldsmith's 
name  occurs  frequently  as  a  customer  for 
trifling  articles;  on  which  occasions  Master 
Noll  appears  to  have  been  his  mother  s  usual 
emissary.  He  was  recollected,  however,  in 
the  neighbourhood,  by  more  poetical  employ- 
ments, as  that  of  playing  on  the  flute,  and 
wandering  in  solitude  on  the  shores,  or  among 
the  islands  of  the  river  Inny,  which  is  remark- 
ably beautiful  at  Rallymahon. 

OUver  early  distinguished  himself  by  the 
display  of  lively  talents,  and  of  that  uncer- 
tainty of  humour  which  is  so  often  attached 
to  genius,  as  the  slave  in  the  chariot  of  the 
Roman  triumph.  An  uncle  by  affinity,  the 
Rev.  Thomas  Contarine,  undertook  the  ex- 
pense of  affording  to  so  promising  a  youth 
the  advantages  of  a  scholastic  education.  He 
was  put  to  school  at  Edgeworth's-Town,  and, 
in  J^xie  1744)  ^^^  sent  to  DubUn  College  as  a 
sizer ;  a  situation  which  subjected  him  to  much 
discouragement  and  ill  usage,  especially  as  he 
had  the  misfortune  to  fall  under  the  charge  of 
a  brutal  tutor.  . 

On   i.Sth  JuuQ,   ^T^Tf  Goldsmith  obtained 
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his  only  academical  laurel,  being  an  exhibition 
on  the  foundation  of  Erasmus  Smythe,  esq. 
Some  indiscreet  frolic  induced  him  soon  af- 
terwards to  quit  the  university  for  a  period; 
and  he  appears  thus  early  to  have  commenced 
that  sort  of  idle  strolling  life,  vrhich  has  often 
great  charms  for  youths  of  genius,  because  it 
frees  them  from  every  species  of  subjection, 
and  leaves  them  full  masters  of  their  own 
time,  and  their  oyra  thoughts ;  a  liberty  which 
they  do  not  feel  too  dearly  bought  at  the  ex- 
pense of  fatigue,  of  hunger,  and  of  all  the 
other  inconveniencies  incidental  to  those  who 
travel  without  money.  Those  who  can  recol- 
lect joiu-neys  of  this  kind,  with  all  the  shifts, 
necessities,  and  petty  adventures  which  at- 
tend them,  will  not  wonder  at  the  attractions 
which  they  had  for  such  a  youth  as  Goldsmith. 
Notwithstanding  these  erratic  expeditions,  he 
was  admitted  bachelor  of  arts  in  1 749* 

Goldsmith's  persevering  friend,  Mr  Con- 
tarine,  seems  to  have  recommended  the  direc- 
tion of  his  nephew's  studies  to  medicine,  and, 
in  the  year  1 752,  he  was  settled  at  Edinburgh 
to  pursue  that  science.  Of  his  residence  in 
Scotland,  Goldsmith  retained  no  favourable 
recollections.'  He  was  thoughtless,  and  he 
was  cheated;  he  was  poor,  and  he  was  nearly 
starved.  Yet,  in  a  very  lively  letter  from 
Edinburgh,  addressed  to  Robert  Brianton  of 
Ballymahon,  he  closes  a  sarcastic  description 
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of  the  country  and  its  inhabitants,  with  the 
good-humoured  candour  which  made  so  dis- 
tinguished a  part  of  his  character.  «  An  ugly 
and  a  poor  man  is  society  only  for  himself, 
and  such  society  the  world  lets'  me  elijoy  ia 
great  abundance.  Fortune  has  given  yon 
circumstances,  and  nature  a  power  to  look 
charming  in  the  eyes  of  the  fair.  Nor  do  I 
envy,  my  dear  Bob,  such  blessings,  while  1 
may  sit  down  and  laugh  at  the  world  and  at 
myself,  the  most  ridiculous  object  in  it.» 

From  Edinburgh  our  student  passed  to 
Leyden,  but  not  without  the  diversities  of  an 
arrest  for  debt,  a  captivity  of  seven  days  at 
Newcastle,  from  having  been  found  in  com- 
pany with  some  Scotchmen  in  the  French  ser 
vice,  and  the  no  less  unpleasing  variety  of  a 
storm.  At  Leyden,  Goldsmith  was  peculiarly 
exposed  to  a  temptation  which  he  never,  at 
any  period  of  his  life,  could  easily  resist.  The 
opportunities  of  gambling  were  frequent, — ^be 
seldom  declined  them,  and  was  at  length  strip 
ped  of  every  shilling. 

In  this  hopeless  condition.  Goldsmith  com- 
menced his  travels,  with  one  shirt  in  his  poc- 
ket, and  a  devout  reliance  on  Providence.  It 
is  understood,  that  in  the  narrative  of  George, 
eldest  son  of  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  the  au- 
thor gave  a  sketch  of  the  resources  which  en- 
abled him,  on  foot  and  without  money,  to 
make  the  tour  of  Europe.   Through  Germany 
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and  Flanders,  he  had  recourse  to  his  yiolin, 
in  which  he  was  tolerably  skilled ;  and  a  liyely 
tune  usually  procured  him  a  lodging  in  some 
peasant's  cottage  for  the  evening.  In  Italy, 
where  his  music  or  skill  was  held  in  less  es- 
teem, he  found  hospitality  by  disputing  at  the 
monasteries,  in  the  character  of  a  travelling 
scholar,  upon  certain  philosophical  theses, 
which  the  learned  inhabitants  were  obliged, 
by  their  foundation,  to  uphold  against  all  im- 
pugners.  Thus,  he  obtained  sometimes  mo- 
ney, sometimes  lodgings.  He  must  have  had 
other  resources  to  procure  both,  which  he 
has  not  thought  proper  to  intimate.  The  fo- 
reign universities  afford  similar  facilities  to 
poor  scholars,  with  those  presented  by  the 
monasteries.  Goldsmith  resided  at  Padua  for 
several  months,  and  is  said  to  have  taken  a 
degree  at  Louvain.  Thus  far  is  certain,  that 
an  account  of  the  tour  made  by  so  good  a 
judge  of  human  nature,  in  circumstances  so 
singular,  would  have  made  one  of  the  most 
entertaining  books  in  the  world;  and  it  is  both 
wonder  and  pity,  that  Goldsmith  did  not  hit 
upon  a  publication  of  his  travels  amongst  the 
other  literary  resources  in  which  his  mind 
was  fertile.  He  was  not  ignorant  of  the  ad- 
vantages which  his  mode  of  travelling  had 
opened  to  him.  «  Countries, »  he  says  m  his 
Essay  on  Polite  Literature  in  Europe^  «wear 
very  different  appearances  to  travellers  of  dif- 
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ferent  circumstances.     A  man  who  is  whirled 

through  Europe  in  his  post-chaise,   and  the 

pilgrim  who  walks  the  great  tour  on  foot,  wiD 

form  very  different  conclusions.  Haud  inex- 
pertus  loquor.n     Perhaps  he  grew  ashamed  of 

the  last  admission,  which  he  afterwards  omit- 
ted. Goldsmith  spent  about  twelve  months  io 
these  wanderings,  and  landed  in  England  in 
the  year  1746,  after  having  perambulated 
France,  Italy,  and  part  of  Germany. 

Poverty  was  now  before  our  author  in  all 
its  bitterness.  His  Irish  friends  had  long  re- 
nounced or  forgotten  him ;  and  the  wretched 
post  of  usher  to  an  academy,  of  which  he  has 
drawn  so  piteous  a  picture  in  George^s  account 
of  himself,  was  his  refuge  from  actual  starving. 
Unquestionably,  his  description  was  founded 
on  personal  recollections,  where  he  says : — « 1 
was  up  early  and  late ;  I  was  browbeat  by  the 
master;  hated  for  my  ugly  face  by  the  mistress; 
worried  by  the  boys  within;  and  never  per- 
mitted to  stir  out,  to  seek  civihty  abroad.* 
This  state  of  slavery  he  underwent  at  Peck- 
haui  academy,  and  had  such  bitter  recoUectioD 
thereof  as  to  be  offended  at  the  slightest  al- 
lusion to  it.  An  acquaintance  happening  to 
use  the  proverbial  phrase,  »  Oh,  that  is  all  a 
holyday  at  Peckham,i)  Goldsmith  reddened, 
and  asked  if  he  meant  to  affront  him.  From 
this  miserable  condition  he  escaped,  with 
difficulty,  to  that  of  journeyman,  or  rather 
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shop-porter,  to  a  chemist  in  Fish-street  hill, 
in  whose  service  he  was  recognized  by  Dr 
Sleigh,  his  countryman  and  fellow-student  at 
Edinburgh,  who,  to  his  eternal  honour,  re- 
lieved Oliver  Goldsmith  from  this  state  of 
slavish  degradation. 

Under  the  auspices  of  his  friend  and  coun- 
tryman, Goldsmith  commenced  practice  as  a 
physician  ^bout  the  Bankside,  and  afterwards 
near  the  Temple ;  and,  although  unsuccessful 
in  procuring  fees,  had  soon  plenty  of  patients. 
It  was  now  that  he  first  thought  of  having  re- 
course to  that  pen  which  afterwards  afforded 
the  public  so  much  delight.  He  wrote,  he  la- 
boured, he  compiled;  he  is  described  by  one 
contemporary  as  wearing  a  rusty  full  trimmed 
black  suit,  the  very  livei'y  of  the  Muses,  with 
his  pockets  stuffed  with  papers,  and  his  head 
with  projects;  gradually  he  forced  himself  and 
his  talents  into  notice,  and  was  at  last  enabled 
to  write,  in  one  letter  to  a  friend,  that  he  was 
too  poor  to  be  gazed  at,  but  too  rich  to  need 
assistance;^  and  to  boast  in  another,^  of  the 
refined  conversation  which  he  was  sometimes 
admitted  to  partake  in. 

He  now  circulated  proposals  for  publishing, 
by  subscription,  his  Essay  on  polite  Literature 

'   Letter  to  Daniel  Hodson,  esq.  See  Life  of  Goldsmith, 
prefixed  to  bis  works,  in  4  volumes,  1801,  vol.  i.  p*  4^* 
*  Idem,  p.  48. 

VOL.  II.  5 
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in  Europe^  the  profits  of  v^hicli  he  destined  to 
equipping  himself  for  India,  having  obtained 
from  the  Company  the  appointment  of  physi- 
cian to  one  of  their  factories  on  the  coajst  of 
Coromandel.  But  to  rise  in  literature  was 
more  his  desire  than  to  increase  his  fortune. 
«  1  eaf;erly  long,»  he  said,  «  to  embrace  every 
opportunity  to  separate  myself  from  the  vul- 
gar, as  much  in  my  circumstances  as  I  am  al- 
ready in  my  sentiments. — I  find  I  want  con* 
Atitutionand  a  strong  steady  disposition,  which 
alone  makes  men  great.  I  will,  however,  G0^ 
rect  my  faults,  since  I  am  conscious  of  them.»' 
Goldsmith's  versatile  talents  and  ready  pen 
soon  engaged  him  in  the  service  of  the  book- 
sellers; and,  doubtless,  the  touches  of  his 
spirit  and  humour  were  used  to. enliven  the 
dull  pages  of  many  a  sorry  miscellany  and  re- 
view; a  mode  of  living  which,  joined  to  his 
own  improvidence,  rendered  his  income  as 
fluctuating  as  his  occupation.  He  wrote  many 
essays  for  various  periodical  publications,  and 
afterwards  collected  thera  into  one  volume, 
finding  that  they  were  unceremoniously  ap- 
propriated by  his  contemporaries.  In  the 
preface,  he  compares  himself  to  the  fiat  man 
in  a  famine,  who,  when  his  fellow  sufferers 

'  Letter  to  Daniel  Hodson,  esq.  See  Life  of  Goldsmith, 
prefixed  to  his  works,  in  4  volumes,  1801,  vol.  i,  pp.  48, 

49- 
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proposed  to  feast  on  the  superfluous  part  of 
his  person,  insisted  with  some  justice  on  having 
the  first  slice  himself.  -"But  his  most  ela- 
borate effort  in  this  style  is  the  Citizen  of  the 
World;  letters  supposed  to  be  written  by  a 
Chinese  philosopher,  resident  in  England,  in 
imitation  of  the  Lettres  Persannes  of  Montes- 
quieu. Still,  however,  though  subsisting  thus 
precariously,  he  was  getting  forward  in  so- 
ciety; and  had  already,  in  the  year  1 761,  made 
his  way  as  far  as  Dr.  Johnson,  who  seems,  from 
their  first  acquaintance,  tUl  death  separated 
them,  to  have  entertained  for  Goldsmith  the 
most  sincere  friendship,  regarding  his  genius 
with  respect,  his  failings  with  indulgence,  and 
his  person  with  affection. 

It  was  probably  soon  after  this  first  ac- 
quaintance, that  necessity,  the  parent  of  so 
many  works  of  genius,  gave  birth  to  the  Vicar 
of  Wakefield.  The  circumstances  attending 
the  sale  of  the  work  to  the  fortunate  publisher, 
are  too  singular  to  be  told  in  any  other  words 
than  those  of  Johnson,  as  reported  by  bis  faith- 
ful chronicler,  Boswell. 

«  I  received  one  morning  a  message  from 
poor  Goldsmith,  that  he  was  in  great  distress; 
and  as  it  was  not  in  his  power  to  come  to  me, 
begging  that  I  would  come  to  him  as  soon  as 
possible.  I  sent  him  a  guinea,  and  promised 
to  come  to  him  directly.  I  accordingly  went 
as  soon  as  I  was  dressed,  and  found  that  his 
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landlady  had  arrested  him  for  his  rent,  at 
which  he  was  in  a  violent  passion.  I  perceived 
that  he  had  already  changed  my  guinea,  and 
had  got  a  hottle  of  Madeira  and  a  glass  before 
him.  I  put  the  cork  into  the  bottle,  desired 
he  would  be  calm,  and  began  to  talk  to  him  of 
the  means  by  which  he  might  be  extricated. 
He  then  told  me  that  he  had  a  novel  ready  for 
the  press,  which  he  produced  to  me.  I  looked 
into  it,  and  saw  its  merit:  told  the  landlady 
T  should  soon  return,  and,  having  gone  to  a 
bookseller,  sold  it  for  sixty  pounds.  I  brought 
(roldsmith  the  money,  and  he  discharged  his 
rent,  not  without  rating  his  landlady  in  a  high 
tone  for  having  used  him  so  ill.v 

Newberry,  the  purchaser  of  the  P^icar  of 
Wakefield,  best  known  to  the  present  genera- 
tion by  recollection  of  their  infacitine  studies, 
was  a  man  of  worth  as  well  as  wealth,  and  the 
frequent  patron  of  distressed  genius.  When 
he  completed  the  bargain,  which  he  probably 
entered  into  partly  from  compassion,  partly 
from  deference  to  Johnson^s  judgment,  he  had 
so  little  confidence  in  the  value  of  his  pucchase, 
that  the  Ficar  of  Wakefield  remained  in  manu- 
script until  the  publication  of  the  Traveller  had 
established  the  fame  of  the  author. 

For  this  beautiful  poem  Goldsmith  had  col- 
lected materials  during  his  travels ;  and  a  part 
of  it  had  been  actually  written  in  Switzerland, 
and  transmitted  from  that  country  to  the  au- 
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thor  s  brother,  the  Reverend  Dr  Henry  Gold- 
smith. His  distinguished  friend,  Dr  Johnson, 
aided  him  with  several  general  hints;  and  is 
said  to  have  contributed  the  sentiment  which- 
Goldsmith  has  so  beautifully  versified  in  the 
concluding  lines. 

The  publication  of  the  Traveller  gave  the 
author  all  that  celebrity  which  he  had  so  long 
laboured  to  attain.    He  now  assumed  the  pro- 
fessional dress  of  the  medical  science,  a  scarlet 
cloak,  wig,  sword,  and  cane,  and  was  admitted 
as  a  valued  member  of  that  distinguished  so- 
ciety, which  afterwards  formed  the  Literary, 
or  as  it  is  more  commonly  called,  emphatically. 
The  Club.     For  this  he  made  some  sacrifices, 
renouncing  some  of  the  public  place*  which 
he  had  formerly  found  convenient  in  point  of 
expense  and  amusement ;  not  without  regret, 
for  he  used  to  say,  k  in  truth,  one  must  make 
some  sacrifices  to-obtain  good  society  ;  for  here 
am  I  shut  out  of  several  places  where  I  used  to 
play  the  fool  very  agreeably. »     It  often  hap- 
pened amid  those  sharper  wits  with  whom  he 
now  associated,  that  the  simplicity  of  his  cha- 
racter, mingled  with  an  inaccuracy  of  expres- 
sion, an  undistinguishing  spirit  of  vanity,  and 
a  hurriedness.of  conception,  which  led  him 
often  into  absurdity,  rendered  Dr  Goldsmith 
in  some    degree  the  butt  of  the  company. 
Garrick,  in  particular,  who  probably  presumed 
somewhat  on  the  superiority  of  a  theatrical 
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manager  over  a  dramatic  author,  shot  at  him 
many  shafts  of  small  epigrammatic  wit.  It  is 
prohable  that  Goldsmith  began  to  feel  that  this 
spirit  was  carried  too  far^  and  to  check  it  in 
the  best  taste,  he  composed  his  celebrated 
poem  of  Retaliation,  in  which  the  characters 
and  failings  of  his  associates  are  drawn  with 
satire  at  once  pungent  and  good-humoured. 
Garrick  is  smartly  chastised  ;  Burke,  the  din- 
ner-bell of  the  House  of  Commons,  is  not 
spared;  and  of  all  the  more  distinguished 
names  of  the  Club,  Johnson  and  Reynolds 
alone  escape  the  lash  of  the  satirist.  The  lat- 
ter is  even  dismissed  with  unqualified  and 
affectionate  applause.  Retaliation  had  the 
effect  of  placing  the  author  on  a  more  equal  . 
footing  with  his  society  than  he  had  ever  be-  I 
fore  assumed.  Even  against  the  despotism  of 
Johnson,  though  much  respecting  him,,  and  as 
much  beloved  by  him,  Goldsmith 'made  a  more 
spirited  stand  than  was  generally  ventured 
upon  by  the  compeers  of  that  arbitrary  Sultan 
of  Literature.  Of  this  Boswell  has  recorded 
a  striking  instance.  G<»ldsmith  had  been  des- 
canting on  the  difficulty  and  importance  of 
making  animals  in  an  apologue  speak  in  cha- 
racter, and  particularly  instanced  the  fable  of 
the  Little  Fishes.  Observing  that  Dr  Johnson 
was  laughing  scornfully,  he  proceeded  smartly; 
«  why,  Dr  Johnson,  this  is  not  so  easy  as  you 
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seem  to  think,  for  if  you  were  to  make  little 
fishes  talk,  they  would  talk  like  whales. » 

To  support  the  expense  of  his  new  dignities, 
Goldsmith  laboured  incessantly  at  the  literary 
oar.  The  Letters  on  the  History  of  England, 
commonly  ascribed  to  Lord  Lyttleton,  and 
containing  an  excellent  and  entertaining 
abridgment  of  the  Annals  of  Britain,  are  the 
work  of  Goldsmith.  His  mode  of  compiling 
them  we  learn  from  some  interesting  anec- 
dotes of  the  author,  communicated  to  the 
public  by  Lee  Lewes,  an  actor  of  genius,  whom 
he  patronized,  and  with  whomF  he  often 
associated. 

ft  He  first  read  in  a  morning,  from  Hume, 
Rapin,  and  sometimes  Rennet,  as  much  as  he 
designed  for  one  letter,  marking  down  the 
passages  referred  to  on  a  sheet  of  paper,  with 
remarks.  He  then  rode  or  walked  .out  with  «r 
friend  or  two,  whom  he  constantly  had  with 
him;  returned  to  dinner,  spent  the  day  gene- 
rally convivially,  without  much  drinking(which 
he  was  never  in  the  habit  of),  and  when  he 
went  up  to  bed,  took  up  his  books  and  paper 
with  him,  where  he  generally  wrote  the  chap- 
ter, or  the  best  part  of  it,  before  he  went  to 
rest.  This  latter  exercise  cost  him  yery  little 
trouble,  he  said;  for  having  all  hi$ materials 
ready  for  him,  he  wrote  it  with  as  much  faci- 
lity as  a  common  letter. 
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«  But  of  all  his  compilations,  he  used  to  say, 
his  Selections  of  English  Poetry  showed  more 
'the  art  of  profession.'  Here  he  did  nothiog 
but  mark  the  particular  passages  with  a  red 
lead  pencil,  and  for  this  he  got  two  hundred 
pounds — but  then  he  used  to  add,  *  a  man  sho\YS 
his  judgment  in  these  selections,  and  he  may 
be  often  twenty  years  of  his  life  cultivatin{; 
that  judgmen^.'w 

Goldsmith, 'amid  these  more  petty  labours, 
aspired  to  the  honours  of  the  sock,  and  the 
Good-Natured  Man  was  produced  at  Covent 
Garden,  29th  January,  1 768,  with~the  moderate 
success  of  nine  nights'  run.  The  principal 
character  the  author  probably  drew  ifrom  the 
weak  side  of  his  own ;  for  no  man  was  more 
liable  than  Goldsmith  to  be  gulled  by  pre- 
tended friends.  The  character  of  Croaker, 
highly  comic  in  itself,  and  admirably  repre- 
sented by  Shuter,  helped  to  save  the  piece, 
which  was  endangered  by  the  scene  of  the 
bailiffs,  then  considered  as  too  vulgar  for  the 
stage.  Upon  the  whole,  however.  Goldsmith 
is  said  to  have  cleared  five  hundred  pounds 
by  this  dramatic  performance.  He  hired  bet- 
ter chambers  in  the  Temple,  embarked  more 
boldly  in  literary  speculation,  and  unfortu- 
nately at  the  same  time  enlarged  his  ideas  of 
expense,  and  indulged  his  habit  of  playing  at 
games  of  hazard.  The  Memoirs,  or  Anecdotes, 
which  we  have  before  quoted,  give  a  minute 
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and  curious  description  of  his  habits  and  en- 
joyments about  this  period,  when  he  was 
constantly  occupied  with  extracts,  abridg- 
ments, and  other  arts  of  book-making,  but  at 
the  same  time  working  slowly,  and  in  secret, 
on  those  immortal  verses,  which  secure  for 
him  so  high  a  rank  among  English  poets. 

«  Goldsmith,  though  quick  enough  at  prose, 
was  rather  slow  in  his  poetry — not  from  the 
tardiness  of  fancy,  but  the  time  he'  took  in 
pointing  the  sentiment,  and  polishing  the  ver- 
sification. He  was,  by  his  own  confession, 
four  or  five  years  collecting  materials  in  all 
his  country  excursions  for  this  poem,  and  was 
actually  engaged  in  the  construction  of  it  above 
two  years.  His  manner  of  writing  poetry  was 
this ;  he  first  sketched  a  part  of  his  design  in 
prose,  in  which  he  threw  out  his  ideas  as  they 
occurred  to  him ;  he  then  sat  carefully  down 
to  versify  them,  correct  them,  and  add  such 
other  ideas  as  he  thought  better  fitted  to  the 
subject.  He  sometimes  would  exceed  his 
prose  designr  by  writing  several  verses  im- 
promptu, but  these  he  would  take  uncommon 
pains  afterwards  to  revise,  lest  they  should  be 
found  unconnected  with  his  main  design. 

«  The  writer  of  these  Memoirs  (Lee  Lewes) 
called  upon  the  Doctor  the  second  morning 
after  he  had  begun  The  Deserted  Village^  and 
to  him  he  communicated  the  plan  of  his  poem. 
"  Some  of  my  friends,'  continued  he,  '  differ 
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with  me  on  this  plan,  and  think  this  depopu- 
lation of  villages  does  not  exist — but  I  am 
myself  satisfied  of  the  fact.  I  remember  it 
in  my  own  country,  and  have  seen  it  in  tlm.' 
He  then  read  what  he  had  done  of  it  that 
morning,  beginning  : — 

I'.  Dear  lovely  bowers  of  iimocence  and  ease. 

Seats  of  iny  youth^  when  every  sport  could  please, 

How  often  have  I  loiterd  o'er  thy  (jreen, 

Where  humble  happiness  endear  d  each  scene  ! 

How  often  have  I  paused  on  every  chann, — 

The  shelter  d  cot, — the  cultivated  farm, — 

The  never-failing  brook, — the  busy  mill, — 

The  decent  church,  that  tops  the  nei(]^hbouring  hill, — 

The  hawthorn  bush,  with  seats  beneath  the  shade. 

For  talkin{r  a{je  and  whisperin^j  lovers  made  ! 

« *Come,'  says  he,  *  let  me  tell  you  this  is 
no  bad  morning's  work;  and  now,  my  dear 
boy,  if  you  are  not  better  engaged,  I  should 
be  glad  to  enjoy  a  Shoemakers  Holiday  with 
you/  This  Shoemakers  Holiday  was  a  day  of 
great  festivity  to  poor  Goldsmith,  and  was 
spent  in  the  following  innocent  manner  : — 

«  Three  or  four  of  his  intimate  friends  ren- 
lezvoused  at  his  chambers,  to  breakfast,  about 
ten  o'clock  in  the  morning;  at  eleven  they 
proceeded  by  the  City  Road,  and  through  the 
fields  to  Highbury  Barn,  to  dinner ;  about  six 
o'clock  in  the  evening  they  adjourned  to  White 
Conduit  House,  to  drink  tea;  and  concluded 
the  evening  by  supping  at  the  Grecian  or  Tem- 
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pie  Exchange  Coffee-houses,  or  at  the  Globe, 
in  Fleet-street.  There  was  a  very  good  ordi- 
nary of  two  dishes  and  pastry  kept  at  Highbiury 
Bam  about  this  time  (five  and  twenty  years 
ago,  in  1 796),  at  ten-pence  per  head,  including 
a  penny  to  the  waiter ;  and  the  company  ge- 
nerally consisted  of  literary  characterg,  a  few 
Templars,  and  some  citizens)  who  had  left  off 
trade.  The  whole  expenses  of  this  day's  fete 
never  exceeded  a  crown,  and  oftener  from 
three  and  six-pence  to  four  shillings,  for  which 
the  party  obtained  good  air  and  exercise,  good 
living,  the  example  of  simple  manners,  and 
good  conversation. » 

The  reception  given  to  the  Deserted  Village^ 
so  full  of  natural  elegance,  simplicity,  and 
pathos,  was  of  the  warmest  kind.  The  pub- 
lisher showed  at  once  his  skill  and  generosity, 
by  pressing  upon  Dr  Goldsmith  a  hundred 
pounds,  which  the  author  insisted  upon  re- 
turning, when,  upon  computation,  he  found 
that  it  came  to  nearly  a  crown  for  every  coup- 
let, a  sum  which  he  conceived  no  poem  could 
be  worth.  The  sale  of  the  poem  made  him  am- 
ple amends  for  this  unusual  instance  of  mode- 
ration. Lissoy,  near  Ballymahon,  where  his 
brother,  the  clergyman,  had  his  living,  claims 
the  honour  of  being  the  spot  from  which  the 
localities  of  the  Deserted  ViUage  were  de- 
rived. The  church  which  tops  the  neigh- 
bouring hill,  the  mill,  and  the  lake,  ar^  still 
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pointed  out ;  and  a  hawthorn  has  suffered  the 
penalty  of  poetical  celebrity,  being  cut  to 
pieces  by  those  admirers  of  the  bard  who 
desired  to  have  classical  tooth-pick  cases  and 
tobacco-stoppers.  Much  of  this  supposed  lo- 
cality may  be  fanciful,  but  it  is  a  pleasing 
tribute  to  the  poet  in  the  land  of  his  fathers. 

Goldsmith's  Abridgments  of  the  History  of 
Rome  and  England  may  here  be  noticed.  They 
are  eminently  well  calculated  to  introduce 
youth  to  the  knowledge  of  their  studies;  for 
they  exhibit  the  most  interesting  and  striking 
events,  without  entering  into  controversv  or 
dry  detail.  Yet  the  tone  assumed  in  the  Bis- 
tory  of  England  drew  on  the  author  the  resent- 
ment of  the  more  zealous  Whigs,  who  accused 
him  of  betraying  the  liberties  of  the  people, 
when,  ft  God  knows, »  as  he  expresses  himself 
in  a  letter  to  Langton,  « I  had  no  thought  for 
or  against  liberty  in  my  head ;  my  whole  aim 
being  to  make  up  a  book  of  a  decent  size,  and 
which,  as  Squire  Richard  says,  would  do  no 
'liarm  to  nobody. » 

His  celebrated  play  of  She  Stoops  to  Conquer 
was  Goldsmith's  next  work  of  importance.  If 
it  be  the  object  of  comedy  to  make  an  au- 
dience laugh,  Johnson  says  that  it  was  better 
obtained  by  this  play  than  by  any  other  of  the 
period.  Lee  Lewes  was,  for  the  first  time, 
produced  in  a  speaking  character,  as  young 
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Marlow,  and  is,  therefore,  entitled  to  record 
his  own  recoUections  concerning  the  piece. 

«  The  first  night  of  its  performance,  Gold- 
smith, instead  of  being  at  the  theatre,  was 
found  sauntering,  between  seven  and  eight 
o'clock,  in  the  Mall,  St  James's  Park;  and  it 
-wasr  on  the  remonstrance  of  a  friend,  who  told 
hini  how  useful  his  presence  might  be  in  mak- 
ing some  sudden  alterations  which  might  be 
found  necessary  in  the  piece,  that  he  was  pre- 
vailed on  to  go  to  the  theatre.  He  entered 
the  stage-door  just  in  the  middle  of  the  fifth 
act,  when  there  was  a  hiss  at  the  improbability 
of  Mrs  Hardcastle  supposing  herself  forty  miles 
off,  though  on  her  own  grounds,  and  near  the 
house.  *  What's  that?'  says  the  doctor,  ter- 
rified at  the  sound.  'Pshaw!  doctor,'  said 
Celman,  who  was  standing  by  the  side  of  the 
scene,  '  don't  be  fearful  of  squibs^  when  we 
have  been  sitting  almost  these  two  hours  upon 
a  barrel  of  gunpowder.' 

re  In  the  Life  of  Dr  Goldsmith  prefixed  to  his 
Works^  the  above  reply  of  Colman's  is  said  to 
have  happened  ^t  the  last  rehearsal  of  the 
piece ;  but  the  fact  was  (1  had  it  from  the  doe- 
tor  himself)  as  I  have  stated,  and  he  never 
forgave  it  to  Colman  to  the  last  hour  of  his 
life.» 

It  may  be  here  noticed,  that  the  leading 
incident  of  the  piece  was  borrowed  from  a 
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blunder  of  the  author  himself,  who,  while  tra- 
velling in  Ireland,  actually  mistook  a  gentle- 
man's residence  for  an  inn. 

It  mnst  be  owned,  that  however  kind,  amia- 
ble, and  benevolent  Goldsmith  showed  him- 
self to  his  contemporaries,  more  especially  to 
such  as  needed  his  assistance,  he  had  no  small 
portion  of  the  jealous  and  irritaible  spirit  pro- 
per to  the  literary  profession.  He  suffered  a 
newspaper  lampoon  about  this  .time  to  brio;  I 
him  into  a  foolish  affray  with  Evans,  the  boot  I 
seller,  which  did  him  but  little  credit. 

In  the  meantime,  a  neglect  of  economy,  oc- 
casional losses  at  play,  and  too  great  a  reliance 
on  his  own  versatility  and  readiness  of  talent 
had  considerably  embarrassed  his  affairs.  He 
felt  the  pressure  of  many  engagements,  for 
which  he  had  received  advances  of  money, 
and  which  it  was,  nevertheless,  impossible  for 
him  to  carry  on  with  that  dispatch  which  the 
booksellers  thought  themselves  entitled  to  ex- 
pect. One  of  his  last  publications  was  a  His- 
tory of  the  Earth  and  Animated  Nature^  in  six 
volumes,  which  is  to  science  what  his  abridg- 
ments are  to  history;  a  book  which  indicates 
no  depth  of  research,  or  accuracy  of  inform- 
ation; but  which  presents  to  the  ordinary 
reader  a  general  and  interesting  view  of  the 
subject,  couched  in  the  clearest  and  most  beau- 
tiful language,  and  abounding  with  excellent 
reflections  and  illustrations.     It  was  of  this 
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work  that  Johnson  threw  out  the  remark  which 
he  afterwards  interwove  in  his  friend's  epi- 
taph,— «  He  is  now  writing  a  Natural  History, 
and  will  make  it  as  agreeable  as  a  Persian 
Tale.» 

But  the  period  of  his  labours  was  now  near. 
Goldsmith  had  for  some  time  been  subject  to 
fits  of  the  strangury,  brought  on  by  |too  severe 
application  to  sedentary  labours ;  and  one  of 
those  attacks,  aggravated  by  mental  distress, 
produced  a  fever,  in  spite  of  cautions  to  the 
contrary,  he  had  recourse  to  Dr  Jameses  f^ver 
powders,  from  which  he  received  no  relief. 
He  died  on  the  4th  of  April,  17749  and  was 
privately  interred  in  the  Temple  burial-ground. 
A  monument,  erected  by  subscription  in  West- 
minster Abbey,  bears  a  Latin  inscription  from 
the  pen  of  Dr  Johnson : — 

OUVARI  GOLDSMITH, 
Poets,  Physici,  Elistoricif 

Qui  nullum  fere  scribendi  genus  non  tetigit, 

Nullum  quod  tetigit  non  omavit, 

Siye  risns  essent  movendi, 

Siye  lacrymae, 

Af¥ectaum  potens  at  lenis  dominator. 
logenio,  sublimis,  yividus,  versitalis; 
Orationi,  grandis,  nitidus,  ^enustus. 
tV  >^'  H^^  mouumentum  memoriam  colent, 

^'•'"i     "t  Sodalium  amor, 

,,j/Y^  Amicorum  "fides, 

"^S.:.''  Lectonim  yeneratio. 

■ 

Natus  in  Hibemiac  Femiae  Longfordiensis, 
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4n  loco  cui  nomen  Pallas, 

Nov.  XXIX.  MDGCXXXI, 

Eblanac  Uteris  institutus, 

Obiit  Londini, 

April  IV.  MDCCLXXIV. 

This  elegant  epitaph  was  the  subject  of  a 
petition  to  Doctor  Johnson,  in  -the  form  of  a 
round  robin,  entreating  him  to  substitute  an 
English  inscription,  as  more  proper  for -an  au- 
thor who  had  distinguished  himself  entirely 
by  works  written  in  English;  but  the  doctor 
kept  his  purpose. 

The  person  and  features  of  Dr  Goldsmith 
were  rather  unfavorable.  He  was  a  short,  stout 
man,  with  a  round  face,  much  marked  with 
the  small-pox,  and  a  low  forehead,  which  is 
represented  as  projecting  in  a  singular  man- 
ner. Yet  these  ordinary  features  were  maiied 
by  a  strong  expression  of  reflection  and  of  ob- 
servation. 

The  peculiarities  of  Goldsmith's  disposition 
have  been  already  touched  upon  in  the  pre- 
ceding narrative.  He  was  a  friend  to  virtue, 
and  in  his  most  playful  pages  never  forgets 
what  is  due  to  her.  A  gentleness,  delicacy, 
and  purity  of  feeling  distinguishes  whatever  he 
wrote,  and  bears  a  correspondence  to  the  ge- 
nerosity of  a  disposition  which  knew  no 
bounds  but  his  last  guinea.  It  were  almost 
essential  to  such  a  temper  that  he  wanted  the 
proper  guards  of  firmness  and  decision,  and 
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permitted,  ev^n  vi^hen  aware  of  their  worth- 
lessness,  the  intrusions  of  cunning  and  effron- 
tery.     The  story  of  the  White  Mice  is  well 
known ;  and  in  the  humourous  history  of  the 
Haunch  of  Venison  Goldsmith  has  recorded 
another  instance  of  his  being  duped.     This 
could  not  be  entirely  out  of  simplicity;  for  he 
who  could  so  well  embody  and  record  the  im- 
positions of  Master  Jenkinson  might  surely 
have  penetrated  the  schemes  of  more  ordinary 
swindlers.     But  Goldsmith  could  not  give  a 
refusal;  and,  being  thus  cheated  with  his  eyes 
open,  no  man  could  be  a  surer  or  easier  victim 
to  the  impostors  whose  arts  he  could  so  well 
describe.     He  might  certainly  have  accepted 
the  draft  on  neighbour  Flamborough;  ati^inrt 
dubitably  would  have  made  the  celebrated 
bargain  of  the  gross  of  green  spectacles.  With 
this  cullibility  of  temper  was  mixed  a  hasty 
and  eager  jealousy  of  his  own  personal  con- 
sequence; he  unwillingly  admitted  that  any 
thing  was  done  better  than  he  himself  could 
have  performed  it ;  and  sometimes  made  him- 
self ridiculous  by  hastily  undertaking  to  dis- 
tinguish himself  upon  subjects  which  he  did 
not  understand.     But  with  these  weaknesses, 
and  with  that  of  carelessness  in  bis  own  affairs, 
terminates  all  that  censure  can  say  of  Gold* 
smith.     The  folly  of  submitting  to  imposition 
may  be  well  balanced  with  the  universality  of 
his  benevolence;  and  the  wit  which  his  writ- 
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ings  evince  more  than  counterbalances  bis 
defects  in  conversation.  «  As  a  writer, » says 
Dr  Johnson,  «  he  was  of  the  most  distinguish- 
ed class.  Whatever  he  composed  he  did  it 
better  than  any  other  man  could.  And  whether 
we  regard  him  as  a  poet,  as  a  comic  writer,  or 
as  a  historian,  he  was  one  of  the  first  writers 
of  his  time,  and  will  ever  stand  in  the  fore- 
most class. » 

Excepting  some  short  tales,  Goldsmith  gave 
to  the  department  of  the  novelist  only  one 
work,  the  inimitable  Vicar  of  fTake/ield,  We 
have  seen  that  it  was  suppressed  for  nearly 
two  years,  until  the  publication  of  the  Travel- 
ler had  fixed  the  author's  fame.      Goldsmitl 
had,  therefore,  time  for  revisal,  but  he  did  not 
employ  it.     He  had  been  paid  for  his  labour, 
as  he  observed,  and  could  have  profited  no- 
thing by  rendering  the  work  ever  so  perfect. 
This,  however,  was  false  reasoning,  thougb 
not  unnatural   in  the  mouth   of  the  author, 
who  must  earn  daily  bread  by  daily  labour. 
The  narrative,  which  in  itself  is  as  simple  as 
possible,  might  have  been  cleared  of  certain 
improbabilities,     or     rather     impossibilities, 
which  it  now  exhibits.     We  cannot,  for  in- 
stance, conceive  how  Sir  William  Thoruhill 
should    contrive  to    masquerade  under    the 
name  of  Burchell,  among  his  own  tenantry, 
and  upon  his  own  estate;  and  it  is  absolutely 
impossible  to  see  how  his  nephew,  the  son, 
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doubtless,  of  a  younger  brother  (since  Sir 
William  inherited  both  title  and  property), 
should  be  nearly  as  old  as  the  baronet  himself. 
It  may  be  added,  that  the  character  of 
Burchell,  or  Sir  William  Thornhill,  is  in  itself 
extravagantly  unnatural.  A  man  of  his  bene- 
volence would  never  have  so  long  left  his 
nephew  in  the  possession  of  wealth  which  he 
employed  to  the  worst  of  purposes.  Far  less 
would  he  have  permitted  his  scheme  upon 
Olivia  in  a  great  measure  to  succeed,  and  that 
upon  Sophia  also  to  approach  consummation; 
for,  in  the  first  instance,  he  does  not  interfere 
at  all,  and  in  the  second,  his  intervention  isac- 
cidentaL  These,  and  some  other  little  circum- 
stances in  the  progress  of  the  narrative,  might 
easily  have  been  removed  upon  revisal. 

But  whatever  defects  occur  in  the  tenor  of 
the  story,  the  admirable  ease  and  grace  of  the 
narrative,  as  well  as  the  pleasing  truth  with 
which  the  principal  characters  are  designed, 
make  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield  one  of  the  most 
delicious  morsels  of  fictitious  composition  on 
which  the  human  mind  was  ever  employed. 
The  principal  character,  that  of  the  simple 
pastor  himself,  with  all  the  worth  and  excel- 
lency which  ought  to  distinguish  the  ambassa- 
dor of  God  tQ  man,  and  yet  with  just  so  much 
of  pedantry  and  of  literary  vanity  as  serves 
to  show  that  he  is  made  of  mortal  mould,  and 
subject  to  human  failings,  is  one  of  the  best 
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and  mosl  pleasing  pictures  ever  designed.  It  is, 
perhaps,  impossible  to  place  frail  homanity  be- 
fore us  in  an  attitude  of  more  simple  dignity 
than  the  Vicar,-  in  his  character  of  pastor,  of 
parent,  and  of  husband.    His  excellent  help- 
mate, with  all  her  motherly  cunning,  and  home- 
wifely  prudence,  loving  and  respecting  her  hus- 
band, but  counterplotting  his  wisest  schemes,  at 
the  dictatesof  maternal  vanity,  forms  an  excel- 
lent counterpart.     Both,  with  their  children 
around  them,  their  quiet  labour  and  domestic 
happiness,  compose  a  fire-side  picture  of  such  a 
perfect  kind,  as,  perhaps,  is  nowhere  else  equal- 
led. It  is  sketched,  indeed,  from  coin i^ion  life, 
and  is  a  strong  contrast  to  the  exaggerated  and 
extraordinary  characters  and  incidents  which 
are  the  resource  of  those  authors,  who,  like 
Bayes,  make  it  their  business  to  elevate  and  sur- 
prise ;  but  the  very  simplicity  of  this  charming 
book  renders  the  pleasure  it  affords  more  per- 
manent.     We  read  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield  in 
youth  and  in  age.     We  return  to  it  again  and 
again,  and  bless  the  memory  of  an  author  who 
contrives  so  well  to  reconcile  us  to  human 
nature.    Whether  we  choose  the  pathetic  and 
distressing  incidents  of  the  fire,  and  the  scenes 
at  the  jail,  or  the  lighter  and  humorous  parts 
of  the  story .^  we  find  the  best  and  truest  senti- 
ments enforced  in  the  most  beautiful  language; 
and  perhaps  there  are  few  characters  of  purer 
dignity  have  been  described  than  that  of  the 
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excellent  pastor  risiDg  above  sorrow  and  op- 
pression, and  labouring  for  the  conversion  of 
those  felons  into  whose  company  he  had  been 
thrust  by  his  villainous  creditor.  In  too  many 
works  of  this  class,  the  critics  must  apologize 
for  or  censure  particular  passages  in  the  narra- 
tive, as  unfit  to  be  perused  by  youth  and  inno- 
cence. But  the  wreath  of  Goldsmith  is  un- 
suHied;  he  wrote  to  exalt  virtue  and  expose 
vice ;  and  he  accomplished  his  task  in  a  man- 
ner which  raises  him  to  the  highest  rank 
among  British  authors.  We  close  his  volume 
with  a  sigh  that  such  an  author  should  have 
written  so  little  from  the  stores  of  his  own 
genius,  and  that  he  should  have  been  sa  pre- 
maturely removed  from  the  sphere  of  literature 
which  he  adorned. 
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The  Castle  of  Otranto  is  remarkable,  not  onlj 
for  the  wild  interest  of  the  story,  but  as  the 
first  modern  attempt  to  found  a  tale  of  amus- 
ing fiction  upon  the  basis  of  the  ancient  ro- 
mances of  chivalry.  The  neglect  and  discre- 
dit of  these  venerable  legends  had  com- 
menced so  early  as  the  reign  of  Queen  Elisa- 
beth, when,  as  we  learn  from  the  criticism  of 
the  times,  Spencer's  fairy  web  was  rather  ap- 
proved on  account  of  the  mystic  and  allegori- 
cal interpretation,  than  the  plain  and  obvious 
meaning  of  his  chivalrous  pageant.  The 
drama,  which  shortly  afterwards  rose  into 
splendour,  and  English  versions  from  the  m- 
numerable  novelists  of  Italy,  supplied  to  the 
higher  class  the  amusement  which  their 
fathers  received  from  the  legends  of  Don 
Belianisand  the  Mirror  of  Knighthood;  and 
the  huge  volumes,  which  were  once  the  pas- 
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time  of  nobles  and  princes,  shorn  of  their 
ornaments  and  shrunk  into  abridgments, 
>vere  banished  to  the  kitchen  or  nursery,  or^ 
at  best,  to  the  hall-window  of  the  old-fashion- 
ed country  manor-house.  Under  Charles  II. 
the  prevailing  taste  for  French  literature  dic- 
tated the  introduction  of  those  dullest  of  dull 
folios,  the  romances  of  Calprenede  and  Scu- 
deri,  works  which  hover  between  the  ancfent 
tale  of  chivalry  and  the  modern  novel.  The 
alliance  was  so  ill  conceived,  that  they  retain- 
ed all  the  insufferable  length  and  breadth  of 
the  prose  volumes  of  chivalry,,the  same  de- 
tailed account  of  reiterated  and  unvaried  com- 
bats, the  same  unnatural  and  extravagant  turn 
of  incident,,  without  the  rich  and  sublime 
strokes  of  genius,  and  vigour  of  imagination, 
which  often  distinguish  the  early  romance ; 
while  they  exhibited  all  the  sentimental  lan- 
guor and  flat  love-intrigue  of  the  novel,  with- 
out being  enlivened  by  its  variety  of  character, 
just  traits  of  feeling,  or  acute  views  of  life. 
Such  an  ill-imagined  species  of  composition 
retained  its  groundlonger  than  mighthave  been 
expected^  oi^Iy  because  these  romances  were 
called  works  of  entertainment,  and  there  was 
nothing  better  to  supply  their  room.  Even  in 
the  days  of  the  Spectator,  Clelia,  Cleopatra, 
and  the  Grand  Cyrus  (as  that  precious  folio  is 
christened  by  its  butcherly  translator),,  were 
the   favourite  closet  companions  of  the  fair 
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sex.  But  this  unnatural  taste  began  to  give 
way  early  in  the  i8tli  century,  and,  about  the 
middle  of  it,  was  entirely  superseded  by  the 
works  of  Le  Sage,  Richardson,  Fielding,  and 
Smollett ;  so  that  even  the  very  name  of  ro- 
mance, now  so  venerable  in  the  ears  of  anti- 
quaries and  book-collectors,  was  almost  fo^ 
gotten  at  the  time  the  Castle  of  Ob^anto  made 
its  first  appearance. 

The  peculiar  situation  of  Horace  Walpole, 
the  ingenious  author  of  this  work,  was  such  as 
gave  him  a  decided  predilection  for  what  may 
be  called  the  Gothic  style,  a  term  which  he 
contributed  not  a  little  to  rescue  from  the  bad 
fame  into  which  it  had  fallen,  being  currently 
used  before  his  time  to  express  whatever  was 
in  pointed  and  diametrical  opposition  to  the 
rules  of  true  taste. 

Horace  Walpole,  it  is  needless  to  remind 
the  reader,  was  the  son  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole, 
that  celebrated  minister,  who  held  the  reins 
of  government  under  two  successive  monarchs, 
with  a  grasp  so  firm  and  uncontrolled,  that  his 
power  seemed  entwined  with  the  rights  of 
ilie  Brunswick  family.  Horace  was  born  in 
the  year  17 16-17,  ^^*  educated  at  Eton,  and 
formed,  at  that  celebrated  seminary,  a  school- 
boy acquaintance  with  the  celebrated  Gray, 
which  continued  during  the  earlier  part  of 
their  residence  together  at  Cambridge,  so  that 
they  became  fellow-travellers  by  joint  con* 
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sent,  in  lySp.  They  disagreed  and  parted  on 
the  continent;  the  youthful  vivacity,  and,  per- 
hapSy  the  aristocratic  assumption  of  Walpole, 
not  agreeing  with  the  somewhat  formal  opi- 
nions and  habits  of  the  professed  man  of 
letters.  In  the  reconciliation  afterwards  ef- 
fected between  them,  Walpole  frankly  took 
on  himself  the  blame  of  the  rupture,  and  they 
continued  friends  until  Gray's  death. 

When  Walpole  returned  to  England,  he 
obtained  a  seat  in  parliament,  and  entered 
public  life  as  the  son  of  a  prime  minister  as 
powerful  as  England  had  known  for  more  than 
a  century.  When  the  father  occupied  such  a 
situation  bis  sons  had  necessarily  their  full 
share  of  that  court  which  is  usually  paid  to  the 
near  connections  of  those  who  havethe  patron 
age  of  the  state  at  their  disposal.  To  the 
feeling  of  importance  inseparable  from  the 
object  of  such  attention,  was  added  the  early 
habit  of  connecting  and  associating. the  inter- 
est of  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  and  even  the  do- 
mestic affairs  of  his  family,  with  the  parties 
in  the  Royal  Family  of  England,  and  with  the 
changes  in  the  pubUc  affairs  of  Europe.  It 
is  not  therefore  wonderful,  that  the  turn  of 
Horace  Walpole's  mind,  which  was  naturally 
tinged  with  the  love  of  pedigree,  and  a  value  for 
family  honours,  should  have  been  strengthen- 
ed in  that  bias  by  circumstances  which  seemed, 
as  it  were,  to  bind  and  implicate  the  fate  of 

VOL.  II.  6 


122  LIVES  OF  THE  NOVELISTS. 

his  own  house,  with  that  of  princes,  and  to 
give  the  shields  of  the  Walpoles,  Shorters,  and 
Robsarts,  from  whom  he  descended,  an  added 
dignity,  unknown  to  their  original  owners. 
If  Mr  Walpole  ever  founded  hopes  of  raising 
himself  to  political  eminence,  and  turning  his 
family  importance  to  advantage  in  his  career, 
the  termination  of  his  father's  power,  and  the 
personal  change  with  which  he  felt  it  attend- 
ed, disgusted  him  with  active  life,  and  early 
consigned  him. to  literary  retirement.  He  bad 
indeed  a  seat  in  parliament  for  many  years, 
but,  unless  upon  one  occasion,  when  he  vin- 
dicated the  memory  of  his  father  with  great 
dignity  and  eloquence,  he  took  no  share  in  the 
debates  of  the  House,  and  not  much  in  the 
parties  which  maintained  them.  Indeed,  io 
tlie  account  which  he  has  himself  rendered 
us  of  his  own  views  and  dispositions  with  re- 
spect to  state  affairs,  he  seems  rather  to  ha?e 
been  bent  on  influencing  party  spirit,  and 
bustling  in  public  affairs,  for  the  sake  of  em- 
broilment and  intrigue,  than  in  order  to  carry 
any  particular  measure,  whether  important  to 
himself,  or  of  consequence  to  the  state.  In  the 
year  1768,  and  at  the  active  age  of  forty-one, 
secured  from  the  caprices  of  fortune,  he  re- 
tired altogether  from  public  life,  to  enjoy  his 
own  pursuits  and  studies  in  retirement.  His 
father's  care  had  invested  him  with  three  good 
sinecure  offices,  so  that  his  income,  managed 
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with  economy,  which  no  one  understood  bet- 
ter how  to  practise,  was  sufficient  for  his  ex* 
pense  in  matters  of  virtu,  as  well  as  for  main- 
taining his  high  rank  in  society. 

The  subjects  of  Horace  Walpole's  studies 
were,  in  a  great  measure,  dictated  by  his  habits 
of  thinking  and  feeling  operating  upon  an 
animated  imagination,  and  a  mind,  acute, 
active,  penetrating,  and  fraught  with  a  great 
■variety  of  miscellaneous  knowledge.  Tra- 
velling had  formed  his  taste  for  the  fine  arts; 
but  his  early  predilection  in  favour  of  birth 
and  rank  connected  even  those  branches  of 
study  ^vilh  that  of  gothic  history  and  antiqui- 
tieli  His  Anecietei  of  Painting  and  Engraving 
evince  many  marks  of  his  favourite  pursuits; 
but  his  Catalogue  of  Royal  anrl  Noble  Authors^ 
and  his  Historical  Doubts,  w«  owe  eutirdy  to 
his  pursuits  as  an  antiquary  and  genealogist? 
The  former  work  evinces,  in  a  particular  de- 
gree, Mr  Walpole's  respect  for  birth  and  rank;^ 
yet  is,  perhaps,  ill  calculated  to  gain  much 
sympathy  for  either.  It  would  be  difficult,  by 
any  process  or  principle  of  subdivision,  to  se- 
lect a  list  of  as  mai)y  plebeian  authors,  con 
taining  so  very  few  whose  genius  was  worthy 
of  commemoration;  but  it  was  always  Wal- 
pole's  foible  to  disclaim  a  professed  pursuit  of 
public  favour,  for  which,  however,  he  earnest- 
ly thirsted,  and  to  hold  himself  forth  as  a  pri- 
vileged author,  «  one  of  the  right-hand  file,» 
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who  did  not  mean. to  descend  into  the  common 
arena,  where  professional  authors  contend  be- 
fore the  pubHc  eye,  but  wrote  merely  to  gra- 
tify his  own  taste,  by  throwing  away  a  few 
idle  hours.on  literary  composition.  There  was 
much  affectation  in  this,  which  accordingly 
met  the  reward  which  affectation  usually  in- 
curs; as  Walpole  seems  to  have  suffered  a 
good  deal  from  the  criticism  which  he  affected 
to  despise,  and  occasionally  from  the  neglect 
which  he  appeared  to  court. 

The  Historical  Doubts  are  an  acute  and  cu- 
rious example  how  minute,  antiquarian  re- 
search may  shake  our  faith  in  the  facts  most 
pointedly  averred  by  genei'al  histoi:iy.  Ii  is 
remarkable  also  to  observe,  how,  in  defending 
a  system  which  was  probably  at  first  adopted 
as  £tmere  literary  exercise,  Mr  Walpole's 
doubts  acquired,  in  his  own  eyes,  the  respect- 
ability of  certainties,  in  which  he  could  not 
brook  controversv. 

Mr  Walpole's  domestic  occupations,  ,as 
well  as  his  studies,  bore  evidence  of  a  taste 
for  English  antiquities,  which  was  then  un- 
common, u  He  loved,))  as  a  satirist  .has  ex- 
pressed  it,  « to  gaze  on  gothic  toys  through 
gothic  glass  ;)>  and  the  villa  at  Strawberry- 
hill,  which  he  chose  for  his  abode,  gradually 
swelled  into  a  feudal  castle,  .by  the  addition 
of  turrets,  towers,  galleries,  and  corridors, 
whose  fretted  roofs,  carved  pannels,  and  illu- 
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minated  windows,  were  garnished  with  the 
appropriate  furniture  of  scutcheons,  armorial 
bearings,  shields,  tilting  lances,   and  all  the 
panoply  of  chivalry.      The  gothic  order  of 
architecture  is  now  so  generally,  and,  indeei'^ 
indiscriminately  used,  that  we  are  rather  sur- 
prised if  the  country-house  of  a  tradesman 
retired  from  business  does  not  exhibit  lau- 
ceolated  windows,    divided  by  stone-shafts, 
and  garnished  by  painted  glass,/ a  cup-board- 
in  the  form  of  a  cathedral-stall,  and  a  pi^ 
house  with  a  front  borrowed  from  the  facade 
of  an  ancient  chapel:     But,  in  the  middle  of 
the  eighteenth  century,  when  Mr  Walpole  be- 
gan to  exhibit  specimens  of  the  gothic  style, 
and  to  show  how  patterns,  collected  from  ca- 
thedrals and  monuments,  might  be  applied  to 
chimney-pieces,  ceilings,  windows,  and  balus^ 
trades^  he  did  not  comply  with  the  dictates  of 
a  prevailing  fashion,  but  pleased  hisown  taste, 
and  realized  his  own  visions,  in  the  romantic 
cast  of  the  mransion  which  he  erected; 

Mr  Walpole's  lighter  studies  were  conducted 
upon  the  same  principle  which  influenced  his 
historical  researches  and  his  taste  in  archi- 
tecture. His  extensive  acquaintance  with  fo- 
reign literature,  on  which  he  justly  prided 
himself,  was  subordinate  to  his  pursuits  as  an 
English  antiquai^y  and  genealogist,  in  which 
he  gleaned  subjects  for  poetry  and  for  roman- 
tic fiction,  as  well  as  for  historical  controversy. 


128  LIVES   OF    THE    NOVELISTS. 

what  I  intended  to  say  or  relate.  The  work 
grew  on  my  hands,  and  I  grew  fond  of  it 
Add,  that  I  was  very  glad  to  think  of  any  thiog 
rather  than  politics.  In  short,  I  was  so  en- 
grossed with  my  tale,  which  1  completed  in 
less  than  two  months,  that  one  evening  I  wrote 
from  the  time  I  had  drank  my  tea,  about  six 
o'clock,  till  half  an  hour  after  one  in  the 
morning,  when  my  hands  and  fingers  were  so 
weary,  that  I  could  not  hold  the  pen  to  finish 
the  sentence,  hut  left  Matilda  and  Isabella 
talking  in  the  middle  of  a  paragraph. » 

It  does  not  seem  that  the  authenticity  of 
the  narrative  was  at  first  suspected ».  Mr  Gray 
writes  to  Mr  Walpole,  on  December  3o,  1764'- 
tt  I  have  received  The  Castle  of  Otranto,  and 
return  you  my  thanks  for  it.  It  engages  our 
attention  here  {i.  e.  at  Cambridge),  makes  some 
of  us  cry  a  little;  and  all,  in  general,  afraid  to 
go  to  bed  o'nights.  We  take  it  for  a  transla- 
tion ;  and  should  believe  it  to  be  a  true  story, 
if  it  were  not.  for  St  Nicholas. »  The  friends 
of  the  author,  as  appears  from  the  letter  al- 
ready quoted,  were  probably  soon  permitted 
to  peep  beneath  the  veil  he  had  thought  pro- 
per to  assume ;  and,  in  the  second  edition,  it 
was  altogether  withdrawn  by  a  preface,  in 
which  the  tendency  and  nature  of  the  .work 
are  shortly  commented  upon  and  explained. 
From  the  following  passage,  translated  from 
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a  letter  by  the  author  to  Madame  Deffiand,  it 
would  seem  that  he  repented  of  having  laid 
aside  his  incognito;  and,  sensitive  to  criticism, 
like  most  dilettante  authors,  was  rather  more 
hurt  by  the  raillery  of  those  who  liked  not  his 
tale  of  chivalry  than  gratified  by  the  applause 
of  his  admirers.  «  So  they  have  translated 
my  Castle  of  Otranto^  probably  in  ridicule  of 
the  author.  So  be  it; — ^however,  I  beg  you 
will  let  their  raiUery  pass  in  silence.  Let  the 
critics  have  their  own  way;  they  give  me  no 
uneasiness.  I  have  not  written  the  book  for 
the  present  age,  which  will  endure  nothing 
but  cold  common  sense,  I  confess  to  you,  my 
dear  friend  (and  you  will  think  me  madder 
than  ever),  that  this  is  the  only  one  of  my 
works  with  which  I  am  myself  pleased;  I  have 
given  reins  to  my  imagination  till  I  became 
on  fire  with  the  visions  and  feelings  which  it 
excited.  I  have  composed  it  in  defiance  of 
rules,  of  critics,  and  of  philosophers;  and  it 
seems  to  me  just  so  much  the  better  for  that 
very  reason.  I  am  even  persuaded,  that  some 
time  hereafter,  when  taste  shall  resume  the 
place  which  philosophy  now  occupies,  my 
poor  Castle  will  find  admirers;  we  have  ac- 
tually a  few  among  us  already,  for  I  am  just 
publishing  the  third  edition.  I  do  not  say 
this  in  order  to  mendicate  your  approbation.' 

'  Madame  Deffand  had  mentioned  ha^ng  read  the 
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I  told  you  from  the  beginning  you  would  Dot 
like  the  book, — your  visions  are  all  in  a  diffe^ 
ent  style.  I  am  not  sorry  that  the  translator 
has  given-  the  second  preface ;  th«  first,  how- 
ever, accords  best  with  the  style  of  the  fiction. 
I  wished  it  to  be  believed  ancient,  and  almost 
every  body  was  imposed  upon.».  ff  the  ptiblic 
applause,  however,  was  snfficiently  qualified, 
by  the  voice  of  censure,  to  alarm  the  feelings 
of  the  author,  the  continued  denoend  for  va- 
rious editions  of  The  Castle  ofOtranto  showed 
how  high  the  work  really  stood  in  popular 
estimation,  and  probably  eventually  reconciled 
Mr  Walpole  to  the  taste  of  his  own  age.  TM\% 
romance  has  been  justly  considered  not  only 
as  the  original  and  model  of  a  peculiar  species 
of  composition,  attempted  and  successfdlly 
executed  by  a  man  of  great  genius,  but  as  one 
of  the  standard  works  of  our  lighter  literature. 
Horace  Walpole  continued  the  mode  of  life 
which  he  had  adopted  so  early  as  17 53,  until 
his  death,  unless  it  may  be  considered  as  an 
alteration,  that  his  sentiments  of  Whiggisnt, 
which,  he  himself  assures  us,  almost  amounted 
to  Republicanism,  received  a  shock  from  the 
French  Revolution,  which  he  app«avs.  from 
its  commencement  to  have  tBoroftgltly  de- 

Castle  of  Otranto  twice  over ;  but  she  did  not  add  a  word 
of  approbation.  She  blamed  the  translator  for  giving  the 
second  prefeoe;  chiefly  because  she  thou(]rht  it  might 
commit  Walpole  with  Voltaire. 
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tested.  The  tenor  of  his  life  could  be  hardly 
said  to  suffer  interruption  -by  his  fathers 
Earldom  of  Orford  devolying^  upon  him  when 
he  had  reached  his  seventy-fourth  year,  by 
the  death  of  his  nephew.  He  scarce  assumed 
the  title,  and  died  a  few  years  after  it  had 
descended  to  him,  March  i^,  17^9  ^t  his  house 
in  Berkeley  square. 

While  these  sheets  are  passing  through  the 
press,  we  hare  found  in  Miss  Hawkins's  very 
entertaining  reminiscences  of  her  early  abode 
at  Twickenham,  the  following  description  of 
the  person  of  Horace  Walpole,  before  1772, 
giving  us  the  most  lively  idea  of  the  person 
and  manners  of  a  man  of  fashion  about  the 
middle  of  the  last  century :  —  «  His  figure  was 
not  merely  tall,  but  more  properly  long  and 
slender  to  excess  ;  his  complexion,  and  parti- 
cularly his  bands,  of  a  most  unhealthy  pale- 
ness. His  eyes  were  remarkably  bright  and 
penetrating,  very  dark  and  lively : — his  voice 
was  not  strong,  but  his  tones  were  extremely 
pleasant,  and,  if  I  may  so  say,  highly  gentle- 
manly. I  do  not  remember  his  common  gait; 
he  always  entered  a  room  in  that  style  of 
affected  delicacy,  which  fashion  had  then  made 
almost  natural;  chapeau  bras  between  his 
hands,  as  if  he  wished  to  compress  it,  or  under 
his  arm  ;  knees  bent,  and  feet  on  tiptoe,  as  if 
afraid  of  a  wet  floor.  —  His  dress  in  visiting 
was  most  usually,  in  summer,  when  I  most 
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saw  him,  a  lavender  suit,  the  waistcoat  em- 
broidered with  a  little  silver,  or  of  white  silk 
worked  in  the  tambour,  partridge  silk  stock- 
ings, and  gold  buckles,  ruffles  and  frill  gene- 
rally lace.  I  remember,  when  a  child,  think- 
ing him  very  much  under  dressed,  if  at  any 
time,  except  in  mourning,  he  wore  hemmed 
cambric.  In  summer,  no  powder,  but  his  i^ig 
combed  straight,  and  showing  his  very  smooth 
pale  forehead,  and  queued  behind ;  in  winter, 
powder. » 

We  cannot  help  thinking  that  this  most  re- 
spectable lady,  by  whose  communications  re- 
specting eminent;  individuals  the  public  has 
been  so  much  obliged,  has  been  a  little  too  se- 
vere on  the  gothic  whims  of  the  architecture  at 
Strawberry-hill.  The  admirers  of  the  fine  arts 
should  have  toleration  for  each  other,  when 
their  fervent  admiration  of  a  favourite  pur- 
suit leads  them  inta  those  extremes  which  are 
caviar  to  the  multitude.  And  as  the  ear  of  the 
architect  should  not  be  hasty  to  condemn  the 
over-learned  conceits  of  the  musician,  so  the 
eye  of  the  musician  should  have  some  tolera- 
tion for  the  turrets  and  pinnacles  of  the  fasci- 
nated builder. 

It  is  foreign  to  our  plan  to  say  much  of 
Horace  Walpole's  individual  character.  His 
works  b^H:  evidence  to  his  talents  ;  and,  even 
striking  out  the  horribly  impressive  but 
disgusting  drama  of  the  Mysterious  Mother, 


WALPOLE.  1 33 

and  the  excelient  Bomance  which  we  are 
about  to  analyze  more  critically,  they  must 
leave  him  the  reputation  of  a  man  of  exceUent 
taste,  and  certainly  of  being  the  best  letter- 
writer  in  the  JEnglish  language. 

In  private  life,  bis  temper  appears  to  have 
been  precarious  ;  and  though  expensive  in 
indulging  his  own  taste,  he  always  seems  to 
have  done  ^o  on  the  most  economical  terjns 
possible.  He  is  often,  in  his  epistolary  cor- 
respondence, harsh  and  unkind  to  Madame 
Deffend,  whose  talents,  her  blindness,  and  her 
enthusiastic  affection  for  him,  claimed  every 
indulgence  from  a  warm-hearted  man.  He  is 
also  severe  and  rigid  towatds  Bentley,  whose 
taste  and  talents  he  had  put  into  continual 
requisition  for  the  ornaments  of  his  house. 
These  are  unamiable  traits  of  character,  and 
they  have  been  quoted  and  exaggerated.  But 
his  memory  has  suffered  most  on  account  of 
his  conduct  towards  Chatterton,  in  which  we 
have  always  thought  he  was  perfectly  defen- 
sible. That  unhappy  son  of  genius  endeavour- 
ed to  impose  upon  Walpole  a  few  stanzas  of 
very  inferior  merit  as  ancient ;  and  sent  him 
an  equally  gross  and  palpable  imposture  under 
the  shape  of  a  pretended  list  of  painters. 
Walpole's  sole  crime  lies  in  not  patronizing  at 
once  a  young  man  who  only  appeared  before 
him  in  the  character  of  a  very  inartificial  im- 
postor, though  he  afterwards  proved  himself  a 
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^gantic  one.  The  £ate  of  Chatterton  lies,  not 
at  the  door  of  Walpole,  but  of  the  public  at 
large,  who,  two  years  (we  believe)  afterwards, 
were  possessed  of  the  splendid  proofs  of  his 
uatural  powers,  and  any  one  of  whom  was  as 
much  called  upon  as  Walpole  to  prevent  the 
most  unhappy  catastrophe. 

Finally,  it  must  be  recorded,  to  Walpole's 
praise,  that,  though  not  habitually  liberal,  he 
was  strictly  just,  and  readily  parted  with  that 
portion  of  his  income  which  the  necessities  of 
the  state  required.  He  may,  perhaps,  have 
mistaken  his  character  when  he  assumes  as 
his  principal  characteristic,  « disinterestedness 
and  contempt  of  money, »  which,  he  intimates, 
was  with  him  less  «  a  virtue  than  a  passioii.i 
But  by  the  generous  and  apparently  most  sin- 
cere offer  to  divide  his  whole  income  will 
Marshal  Conway,  he  showed,  that  if  there 
existed  in  his  bosom  more  love  of  money  than 
perhaps  he  was  himself  aware  of,  it  was  soh-  ) 
jugated  to  the  influence  of  the  nobler  viitues 
and  feelings. 

We  are  now  to  offer  a  few  remarks  on  The 
Castle  of  Otranto,  and  on  the  class  of  compo- 
sitions to  which  it  belongs,  and  of  which  it 
was  the  precursor. 

It  is  doing  injustice  to  Mr  WaJpole's  memory 
to  allege,  that  all  which  he  aimed  at  in  The 
Castle  of  Otranto^  was  « the  art  of  exciting  sur- 
prise and  horror ;»    or,  in  other  words,  the 
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appeal  to  that  secret  and  reserved  feeliug  of 
love  for  the  marvellous  and  supernatural, 
which  occupies  a  hidden  corner  in  almost 
every  one's  bosom*  Were  this  all  which  he 
had  attempted,  the  means  by  which  he  sought 
to  attain  his  purpose  might,  with  justice,  be 
termed  bQth  clumsy  and  puerile.  But  Mr 
Walpole's  purpose  was  both  more  difficult,  of 
attainment,  and  more  important  when  attained. 
It  was  his  object  to  draw  such  a  picture  of 
domestic  life  and  manners,  during  the  feudal 
times,  as  might  actually  have  existed,  and  to 
paint  it  chequered  and  agitated  by  the  action 
of  supernatural  machinery,  such  as  the  super- 
stition of  the  period  received  as  matter  of 
devout  credulity.  The  natural  parts  of  the 
narrative  are  so  contrived,  that  they  associate 
themselves  with  the  marvellous  occurrences ; 
and,  by  the  force  of  that  association,  render 
those  speciosa  miracida  striking  and  impres- 
sive, though  our  cooler  reason  admits  their 
impossibility.  Indeed,  to  produce,  in  a  well- 
cultivated  mind,  aay  portion  of  that  surprise 
and  fear  which  are  founded  on  supernatural 
events,  the  frame  and  tenor  of  the  whole  story 
must  be  adjusted  in  perfect  harmony  with  this 
main-spring  of  the  interest.  He  who,  in  early 
youth,  has  happened  to  pass  a  solitary  night  in 
one  of  the  few  ancient  mansions  which  the 
fashion  of  more  modern  times  has  left  unde- 
spoiled  of  their  original.furniture,  has  prpba 
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for  the  favourable  reception  of  prodigies 
which,  though  they  could  not  really  have 
happened  at  any  period,  were  consistent  with 
the  belief  of  all  mankind  at  that  in  which  the 
action  is  placed.  It  w^as,  therefore,  the  authors 
object,  not  merely  to  excite  surprise  and  terror, 
by  the  introduction  of  supernatural  agency, 
but  to  wind  up  the  feelings  of  his  reader  till 
they  became  for  a  moment  identified  with 
those  of  a  ruder  age,  which 

«  Held  each  strange  tale  devoutly  true.» 

The  difficulty  of  attaining  this  nice  accuracy 
of  delineation  may  be  best  estimated  by  com- 
paring The  Castle  ofOtranto  with  the  lesssu^ 
cessfui  efforts  of  later  writers;  wliere,  amid 
all,  their  attempts  to  assume  the  tone  of  an- 
tique chivalry,  something  occurs  in  every 
chapter  so  decidedly  incongruous,  as  at  once 
reminds  us  of  an  ill-sustained  masquerade,  in  I 
which  ghosts,  knights-errant,  magicians,  and 
damsels  gent,  are  all  equipped  in  hired  dresses 
from  the  same  warehouse  in  Tavistock-street 

There  is  a  remarkable  particular  in  which 
Mr  Walpole^s  steps  have  been  departed  from 
by  the  most  distinguished  of  his  followers. 

Romantic  narrative  is  of  two  kinds, — that 
which,  being  in  itself  possible,  may  be  matter 
of  belief  at  any  period ;  and  that  which,  though 
held  impossible  by  more  enlightened  ages, 
was  yet  consonant  with  the  faith  of  earlier 
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les.     The  subject  of  The  Castle  of  Oti^anto 
of  the  latter  class.     Mrs  Radcliffe,  a  name 
t  to  be  mentioned  without  the  high  respect 
e  to  genius,  has  endeavoured  to  effect  a 
upromise  between  those  different  styles  of 
irative,  by  referring  her  prodigies  to  an  ex- 
nation  founded  on  natural  causes,  in  the 
:er  chapters  of  her  romances.     To  this  im- 
>vement  upon  the  gothic   romance   there 
so  many  objections,  that  we  own  ourselves 
lined  to  prefer,  as  more  simple  and  im- 
issive,  the  narrative  of  Walpole,^ which  de- 
s  supernatural   incidents   as    they  would 
^e  been  readily  believed  and  received  in 
eleventh  or  twelfth  century.     In  the -first 
ce,  the  reader  feels  indignant  at  discover- 
that  he  has  been  cheated  into  sympathy 
h  terrors,  which  are  finally  explained  as 
ing    proceeded   from    some  very   simple 
se ;  and  the  interest  of  a  second  reading  is 
irely  destroyed    by  his  having  been  ad- 
ted  behind  the  scenes  at  the  conclusion  of 
first.  Secondly,,  the  precaution  of  relieving 
spirits  from  the  influence  of  supposed  su- 
uatural   terror,  seems  as  unnecessary  in  a 
'k  of  professed  fiction,  as  that  of  the  pru- 
t  Bottom,  who  proposed  that  the  human 
;  of  the  representative  of  his  lion  should 
ear  from  under  his  mask,  and  acquaint 
audience  plainly  that  he   was  a  man  as 
2r  men,  and  nothing  more  than  Snug  the 
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joiner.  Lastly,  these  substitutes  for  super- 
natural agency  are  frequently  to  the  full  as 
improbable  as  the  machinery  which  they  are 
introduced  to  explain  away  and  to  supplaot. 
The  reader  who  is  required  to  admit  the  be- 
lief of  iJjiipernatural  interference,  understands 
precisi§ly^\vhat  is  demanded  of  him ;  and,  if  he 
be  a  gentle  reader,  throws  his  mind  into  the 
attitude  best  adapted  to  humour  the  deceit 
which  is  presented  for  his  entertainment,  and 
grants,  for  .the  time  of  perusal,  the  premises 
on  which-j^  fable  depends.*  But  if  the  ao- 
ihor  voluntarily  binds  himself  to  account  for 
*ill  the  w<i?ndrous  occurrences  which  he  in- 
troduces, we  are  entitled  to  exact  that  the  ex- 
planation shall  be  natural,  easy,  ingenioos, 
and  complete.  Every  reader  of  such  worls 
must  remember  instances,  in  which  the  ex- 
planation of  mysterious  circumstances  in  the  [ 
narrative  has  proved  equally,  nay,  even  more 
incredible,  than  if  they  had  been  accounted 
for  by  the  agency  of  supernatural  beings ;  for 
the  most  incredulous  must  allow,  that  th< 
interference  of  such  agency  is  more  possible 
than  that  an  effect  resembling  it  should  be 
produced  by  an  inadequate  cause.     But  it  is 

'  There  are  instances  to  the  contrary,  however.  For 
example,  that  stem  votary  of  severe  truth,  who  cast  aside 
Gulliver's  Travels  as  containing  a  parcel  of  improhable 
fictions. 
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unnecessary  to  enlarge  further  on  a  part  of 
the  subject,  which  we  have  only  mentioned  to 
exculpate  our  author  from  the  charge  of  using 
machinery  more  clumsy  than  his  tale  from  its 
nature  required.  The  bold  assertion  of  the 
actual  existence  of  phantoms  and  apparitions 
seems  to  us  to  harmonize  much  more  natu- 
rally with  the  manners  of  feudal  times,  and  to 
produce  a  more  powerful  effect  upon  the 
reader's  mind,  than  any  attempt  to  reconcile 
the  superstitious  credulity  of  feudal  ages  with 
the  philosophic  scepticism  of  our  own,  by  re- 
ferring those  prodigies  to  the  operation  of  ful- 
minating powder,  combined  mirrors,  magic 
lanterns,  trap-doors,  speaking  trumpets,  and 
such  likeapparatus^of  German  phantasmagoria. 
It  cannot,  however,  be  denied,  that  the 
character  of  the  supernatural  machinery  in 
The  Castle  of  Otranto  is  liable  to  objections. 
Its  action  and  interference  is  rather  too  fre- 
quent, and  presses  too  hard  and  constantly 
upon  the  same  feelings  in  the  reader's  mind, 
to  the  hazard  of  diminishing  the  elasticity  of 
the  spring  upon  which  it  should  operate.  The 
fund  of  fearful  sympathy  which  can  be  afforded 
by  a  modern  reader  to  a  tale  of  wonder  i& 
much  diminished  by  the  present  habits  of  life 
and  modes  of  education .  Our  ancestors  could 
wonder  and  thrill  through  all  the  mazes  of  an 
interminable  metrical  romance  of  fairy  land, 
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The  moonlight  vision  of  Alphonso  dilated  to 
immense  magnitude,  the  astonished  group  ot 
spectators  in  the  front,  and  the  shattered  nnni 
of  the  castle  in  the  back-ground,  are  brieil; 
and  sublimely  described.  We  knoxv  no  pai- 
sage  of  similar  merit,  unless  it  be  the  appari- 
tion of  Fadzean,  or  Faudoan,  in  an  andeot 
Scottish  poem.' 

That  part  of  the  romance  which  depends 
upon  hnman  feelings  and  agency  is  conducted 
with  the  dramatic  talent  which  afterwards  \m 
so  conspicuous  in  The  Mysterious  Mother.  The 
persons  are  indeed  rather  generic  than  indi- 
vidual ;  but  this  was  in  a  degree  necessary  to 
a  plan,  calculated  rather  to  exhibit  a  general 
view  of  society  and  manners  during  the  times 
which  the  author's  imagination  loved  to  con- 
template, than  the  more  minute  shades  and 
discriminating  points  of  particular  characters. 
But  the  actors  in  the  romance  are  strikingly 
drawn,  with  bold  outlines  becoming  the  age 
and  nature  of  the  story.  Feudal  tyranny  was, 
perhaps,  never  better  exemplified  than  in  the 
character  of  Manfred.  He  has  the  courage, 
the  art,  the  duplicity,  the  ambition  of  a  ba^ 
barons  chieftain  of  the  dark  ages,  vet  with 

'  This  spectre,  the  ghost  of  a  follower  whom  he  hai 
slain  upon  suspicion  of  treachery,  appeared  to  no  less  » 
person  than  Wallace,  the  champion  of  Scotland,  in  the 
ancient  castle  of  Gask-hall.     Sec  Ellis's  Specimeniy  vol.  i- 
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toacbes  of  remorse  and  natural  feeling,  which 
preserve  some  sympathy  for  him  when  his 
pride  is  quelled,  and  his  race  extinguished. 
The  pious  monk,  and  the  patient  Hippolita, 
are  well  contrasted  with  this  selfish  and  tyran- 
nical prince.     Theodore  is  the  juvenile  hero 
of  a  romantic  tale,  and  Matilda  has  more  in- 
teresting sweetness  than  usually  belongs  to  its 
heroine.     As  the  character  of  Isabella  is  stu- 
diously kept  down,  in  order  to  relieve  that  of 
the  daughter  of   Manfred,  few  readers  are 
pleased  with  the  concluding  insinuation,  that 
she  became  at  length  the  bride  of  Theodore. 
This  is  in  some  degree  a  departure  from  the 
rules  of  chivalry;   and,  however  natural  an 
occurrence  in  common  life,  rather  injures  the 
magic  illusions  of  romance.  In  other  respects, 
making  allowance  for  the  extraordinary  inci- 
dents of  a  dark  and  tempestuous  age,  the 
story,  so  far  as  within  the  course  of  natural 
events,  is  happily  detailed,  its  progress  is  uni- 
form, its  events  interesting  and  well  combined, 
and  the  conclusion  grand,  tragical,  and  affect- 
ing. 

The  style  of  The  Castle  of  Otranto  is  pure 
and  correct  English  of  the  earlier  and  more 
classical  standard.  Mr  Walpole  rejected,  upon 
taste  and  principle,  those  heavy  though  pow- 
erful auxiliaries  which  Dr  Johnson  imported 
from  the  Latin  language,  and  which  have  since 
VOL.  IL  7 
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proved  to  many  a  luckless  wight,  wrhohas^- 
sayed  to  use  them,  as  unmanageable  as  tk 
gauntlets  of  £ryz, 

et  pondas  et  ipsa 


~ tst.  puuaus  ci  ipsa 

Hue  illnc  vinclonun  immensa  volamina  versat.* 

Neither  does  the  purity  of  Mr  Walpoles 
language  and  the  simplicity  of  his  narrathe 
admit  that  luxuriant,  florid,  and  high-vamishol 
landscape  paintings  with  which  Mrs  Baddilte 
often  adorned,  and  not  unfrequently  encoii- 
bered,  her  kindred  romances.  Descriptioi. 
for  its  own  sake^  is  scarcely  once  attempted  ii 
The  Castle  of  Otranto;. and  if  authors  wonU 
consider  how  very  much  this  restriction  teiuk 
to  realize  narrative,  they  might  be  tempted  to 
abridge,  at  least,  the  showy  and  wordy  exu- 
berance of  a  style  fitter  for  poetry  than  prose 
It  is  for  the  dialogue  that  Walpole  reserves  hi> 
strength;  and  it  is  remarkable  how,  whik 
conducting  hi3  mortal  agents  with  all  the  ait 
of  a  modern  dramatist,  he  adheres  to  the  sus- 
tained tone  of  f^hiyalry  which  marks  the  pe- 
riod of  the  action.     This  is  not  attained  bv 

• 

patching  his  narrative  or  dialogue  with  glos- 
sarial  terms,  or  antique  phraseology,  but  h 
taking  care  to  exclude  all  that  can  awaken  mo- 
dern associations.  In  the  one  case,  his  romance 
would  have  resembled  a  modem  dress,  pre- 
posterously decorated  with  antique  ornaments; 
in  its  present  shape,  he  has  retained  the  form 
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of  the  ancient  armour,  hot  not  its  rust  and 
cobwebs.  In  illustration  of  what  is  above 
stated,  we  refer  the  reader  to  the  fif»l  inter- 
view of  Manfred  with  the  prince  of  Vicenza, 
where  the  manners  and  language  of  chivalry 
are  finely  painted,  as  well  as  the  perturbation 
of  conscious  guilt,  confusing  itself  in  attempted 
exculpation,  even  before  a  mute  accuser.  The 
characters  of  the  inferior  domestics  have  been 
considered  as  not  bearing  a  proportion  suffi- 
ciently dignified  to  the  rest  of  the  story.  But 
tliis  is  a  point  on  which  the  author  has  pleaded 
his  own  cause  fully  in  the  original  prefaces. 

We  have  only  to  add,  in  conclusion  to  these 
desultory  remarks,  that  if  Horace  Walpole, 
who  led  the  way  in  this  new  species  of  literary 
composition,  has  been  surpassed  by  some  of 
his  followers  in  diffuse  brilliancy  of  descrip- 
tion, and  perhaps  in  the  art  of  detaining  the 
mind  of  the  reader  in  a  state  of  feverish 
and  anxious  suspense,  through  a  protracted 
and  complicated  narrative,  more  will  yet  re- 
main with  him  than  the  single  merit  of  origin- 
ality and  invention.     The   applause  due  to 
chastity  and  precision  of  style, — to  a  happy 
combination  of  supernatural  agency  with  hu- 
man interest, — to  a  tone  of  feudal  manners 
and  language,  sustained  by  characters^strongly 
drawn  and  well  discriminated, — and  to  unity 
of  action,  producing  scenes  alternately  of  in- 
terest and  of  grandeur ; — ^the  applause,  in  fine. 
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%vliich  cannot  be  denied  to  hini  who  can  ex- 
cite the  passions  of  fear  and  of  pity,  must 
l>e  awarded  to  the  author  of  The  Castle  of 
Otranto. 


MACKENZIE. 


For  the  biographical  part  of  the  following 
memoir,  we  are  chiefly  indebted  to  a  short 
sketch  of  the  life  of  our  distinguished  contem- 
porary, compiled  from  the  most  authentic 
sources,  and  prefixed  to  a  beautiful  duode- 
cimo edition  of  The  Man  of  Feeling^  printed 
at  Paris  a  few  years  since.  We  have  had  the 
farther  advantage  of  correcting  and  enlarging 
the  statements  which  it  contains  from  un- 
doubted authority. 

Henry  Mackenzie,  Esq.  was  born  at  Edin- 
burgh, in  August,  174^9  on  the  same  day  on 
which  Prince  Charles  Stuart  landed  in  Scot- 
land. His  father  was  Dr  Joshua  Mackenzie, 
of  that  city,  and  his  mother,  Margaret,  the 
eldest  daughter  of  Mr  Hose,  of  Kilravock,  of 
a  very  ancient  family  in  Nairnshire.  After 
being  educated  at  the  High-school  and  Uni- 
versity of  Edinburgh,  Mr  Mackenzie,  by  the 
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advice  of  some  friends  of  his  father,  was  ar- 
ticled to  Mr  Inglis  of  Redhall,  in  order  to 
acquire  a  knowledge  of  the  business  of  the 
exchequer,  a  law  department  in  v^hich  he  was 
likely  to  have  fewer  competitors  than  in  any 
other  in  Scotland. 

To  this,  although  not  perfectly  compatible 
with  that  literary  taste  which  he   very  early 
displayed,  he  applied  with    due    diligence; 
and  in  1 766,  went  to  London   to    study  the 
modes  of  English  exchequer  practice,  which, 
as  well  as  the  constitution  of  the   courts,  are 
similar  in  both  countries.     While  there,  bis 
talents  induced  a  friend  to  solicit  his  remain- 
ing in  London,  and  qualifying  himself  for  the 
English  bar.     But  the  anxious  wishes  of  his 
family  that  he  should  reside  with  them,  and 
the  moderation  of  an  unambitious  mind,  de- 
cided his  return  to  Edinburgh;  and  here  he 
became,  first  partner,  and  afterwards  successor 
to  Mr  Inglis,  in  the  office  of  Attorney  for  the 
Crown. 

His  professional  labour,  however,  did  not 
prevent  his  attachment  to  literary  pursuits. 
When  in  London  he  sketched  some  part  of 
his  first,  and  very  popular  work,  The  Man  of 
Feeling^  which  was  published  in  1 77 1,  without 
his  name;  and  was  so  much  a  favourite  witb 
the  public,  as  to  become,  a  few  years  after, 
the  occasion  of  a  remarkable  fraud.  A  Mr 
Eccles,  of  Bath,  observing  that  this  work  was 
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accompanied  by  do  authors  name,  laid  claim 
to  it,  transcribed  the  whole  in  his  own  hand, 
with  blottings,  interlineations,  and  corrections, 
and  maintained  his  right  with  such  plausible 
pertinacity,  that  Messrs  Cadell  and  Strahan 
(Mr  Mackenzie's  publishers)  found  it  necessary 
to  undeceive  the  public  by  a  formal  contra- 
diction. 

In  a  few  years  after  this,  he  published  his 
Man  of  the  Worlds  which  seems  to  be  intended 
as  a  second  part  to  The  Man  of  Feeling,  It 
breathes  the  same  tone  of  exquisite  moral  de- 
licacy, and  of  refined  sensibility.  In  his  for- 
mer fiction,  he  imagined  a  hero  constantly 
obedient  to  every  emotion  of  his  moral  sense. 
In  The  Man  of  the  World  he  exhibited,  on  the 
contrary,  a  person  rushing  headlong  into  mi- 
sery and  ruin,  and  spreading  misery  all  around 
him,  by  pursuing  a  happiness  which  he  Ex- 
pected to  obtain  in  defiance  of  the  moral 
sense.  His  next  production  Was  Julia  de  Rou- 
bign^,  a  novel  in  a  series  of  letters.  The  fable 
is  very  interesting,  and  the  letters  are  written 
with  great  elegance  and  propriety  of  style. 

In  1 776,  Mr  Mackenzie  was  married  to  Miss 
Penuel  Grant,  daughter  of  SirLudovick  Grant, 
of  Grant,  hart.,  and  Lady  Margaret  Ogilvy,  by 
whom  he  has  a  numerous  family,  the  eldest 
of  whom,  Mr  Henry  Joshua  Mackenzie,  has, 
while  these  sheets  are  passing  the  press,  been 
called  to  the  situation  of  a  Judge  of  the  Su- 


l52  LIVES   OF    THE   NOVELISTS. 

preme  Court  of  Session,  with  the  unanimous 
approbation  of  his  country. 

In  1777  or  1778,  a  society  of  gentlemen  of 
Edinburgh  were  accustomed  at  their  meet- 
ings to  read  short  essays  of  their  composition, 
in  the  manner  of  the  Spectator^  and  Mr  Mac- 
kenzie being  admitted  a  member,  after  hearing 
several  of  them  read,  suggested  the  advantage 
of  giving  greater  variety  to  their  compositions 
by  admitting  some  of  a  lighter  kind,  descrip- 
tive of  common  hfe  and  manners;  and  he 
exhibited  some  specimens  of  the  kind  in  his 
own  writing.  From  this  arose  the  Mirror,'  a 
well-known  periodical  publication,  to  which 
Mr  Mackenzie  performed  the  office  of  editor, 
and  was  also  the  principal  contributor.  The 
success  of  the  Mirror  naturally  led  Mr  Mac- 
kenzie and  his  friends  to  undertake  the 
Lounger,^  upon  the  same  plan,  which  was  not 
less  read  and  admired. 

When  the  Royal  Society  of  Edinburgh  was 
instituted,  Mr  Mackenzie  became  one  of  its 
most  active  members,  and  he  has  occasionallv 

enriched  the  volumes  of  its  Transactions  by 
his  valuable  communications,  particularly  by 
an  elegant  tribute  to  the  memory  of  his  friend 
Judge  Abercromby,  and  a  memoir  on  Germao 

'  Begun  the  23d  January,  1779;  ended  271!!  May, 
1780. 

*  Begun  the  6th  February,  1786;  ended  6th  Januarr, 
1787. 
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Tragedy.  He  is  one  of  the  original  members 
of  the  Highland  Society;  and  by  him  have 
been  published  thejvolumes  of  their  Transac- 
tions^ to  which  he  has  prefixed  an  account  of 
the  institution  and  principal  proceedings  of 
the  Society,  and  an  interesting  account  of 
Gaelic  poetry. 

In  the  year  1792  he  was  one  of  those  lite- 
rary men  who  contributed  some  little  occa- 
sional tracts  to  disabuse  the  lower  orders  of 
the  people,  led  astray  at  that  time  by  the  pre- 
vailing frenzy  of  the  French  Revolution.  In 
1 793  he  wrote  the  Life  of  Dr  Blacklock^  at  the 
request  of  his  widow,  prefixed  to  a  quarto 
edition  of  that  blind  poet's  works.  His  inti- 
macy with  Blacklock  gave  him  an  opportunity 
of  knowing  the  habits  of  his  life,  the  bent  of 
his  mind,  and  the  feelings  peculiar  to  the  pri- 
vation of  sight,  under  which  Blacklock  la- 
boured. 

The  literary  society  of  Edinburgh,  in  the 
latter  part  of  last  century,  whose  intimacy  he 
enjoyed,  is  described  in  his  Life  of  John  Home, 
which  he  read  to  the  Royal  Society  in  1812, 
and,  as  a  sort  of  Supplement  to  that  Life,  he 
then  added  some  Critical  Essays,  chiefly  on 
Dramatic  Poetry,  which  have  not  been  pub- 
lished. 

In  1808,  Mr  Mackenzie  published  a  com- 
plete edition  of  his  works,  in  eight  volumes 
octavo ;  including  a  tragedy,  the  Spanish  Fa^ 
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ther^  and  a  comedy,  The  fFhite  Hypocrik, 
which  last  was  once  performed  at  the  Theatre 
Royal,  Covent-Garden.  The  tragedy  had  never 
been  represented,  in  consequence  of  Mr  Gar- 
rick's  opinion,  that  the  catastrophe  was  of  too 
shocking  a  kind  for  the  modern  stage ;  though 
he  owned  the  merit  of  the  poetry,  the  force 
of  some  of  the  scenes,  and  the  scope  for  fine 
action  in  the  character  of  Alphonso,  the  lead- 
ing person  of  the  drama.  In  this  edition  also 
is  given  a  carefully  corrected  copy  of  the  tra- 
gedy of  The  Prince  of  Tunis,  which  had  beeo 
represented  at  Edinburgh,  in  1 763,  v^ith  great 
success. 

Among  the  prose  compositions  of  Mr  Mac- 
kenzie, is  a  political  tract,  ^n  Account  of  the 
Proceedings  of  die  Parliament  of  1 784,  which 
he  was  induced  to  write  at  the  persuasion  of 
his  old  and  steady  friend,  Mr  Dundas,  after- 
wards Lord  Melville.  It  introduced  him  to 
the  countenance  «and  regard  of  Mr  Pitt,  who 
revised  the  work  with  particular  care  and  at- 
tention, and  made  several  corrections  in  it 
with  his  own  hand.  Some  years  after,  Mr 
Mackenzie  was  appointed,  on  the  recommen- 
dation of  Lord  Melville  and  Right  Hon.  George 
Rose,  also  his  particular  friend,  to  the  office 
of  Comptroller  of  the  Taxes  for  Scotland,  an 
appointment  of  very  considerable  labour  and 
responsibility,  and  in  discharging  which  this 
fanciful  and  ingenious  author  has  showrn  his 
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power  of  enterinjg  into  and  discussing  the 
most  dry  and  complicated  details,  when  that 
became  a  matter  of  duty. 


The  time,  we  trust,  is  yet  distatit,  when 
speaking  of  this  author  as  of  those  with  whom 
his  genius  ranks  him,  a  biographer  may  with 
delicacy  trace  his  personal  character  and  pe- 
culiarities, or  record  the  manner  in  which  he 
has  discharged  the  duties  of  a  citizen.  When 
that  hour  shall  arrive,  we  trust  few  of  his  own 
contemporaries  will  be  left  to  mourn  him ; 
but  we  can  anticipate  the  sorrow  of  a  later 
generation,  when  deprived  of  the  wit  which 
enlivened  their  hours  of  retirement,  the  be- 
nevolence which  directed  and  encouraged 
their  studies,  and  the  wisdom  which  instructed 
them  in  their  duties  to  society.  It  is  enough 
to  say  here,  that  Mr  Mackenzie  survives,  vene- 
rable and  venerated,  as  the  last  link  of  the 
chain  which  connects  the  Scottish  literature  of 
the  present  age  with  the  period  when  there 
were  giants  in  the  land — the  days  of  Robert- 
son, and  Hume,  and  Smith,  and  Home,  and 
Clerk,  and  Fergusson ;  and  that  the  remem- 
brance of  an  era  so  interesting  could  not  have 
been  intrusted  to  a  sounder  judgment,  a  more 
correct  taste,  or  a  more  tenacious  memory. 
It  is  much  to  be  wished,  that  Mr  Mackenzie, 
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taking  a  wider  view  of  his  earlier  years  than 
in  the  Life  of  Homey  would  place  on  a  more 
permanent  record  some  of  the  anecdotes  and 
recollections  with  which  he  delights  society. 
We  are  about  to  measure  his  capacity  for  the 
task  by  a  singular  standard,  but  it  belongs  to 
Mr  Mackenzie's  character.     He  has,  we  be- 
lieve, shot  game  of  every  description  which 
Scotland  contains  (deer,  and  probably  groase, 
excepted),  on  the  very  grounds  at  present  oo 
cupied  by  the  extensive  and  splendid  streets 
of  the  New  Town  of  Edinburgh ;  has  sought 
for  hares  and  wild-ducks,  where  tbere  are  dow 
palaces,  churches,  and  assembly  rooms ;  and 
has  witnessed  moral  revolutions  as  surprising 
as  this  extraordinary  change  of  local  circum- 
stances.    These  mutations  in  manners  and  in 
morals  have  been  gradual  indeed  in  their  pro- 
gress, but  most  important  in  their  results,  and 
they  have  been  introduced  into  Scotland  with- 
in the    last  half  century.     Every    sketch  of 
them,  or  of  the  circumstances  by  which  thev 
were  produced,  from  the  pen  of  so  intelligent 
an  observer,  and  whose  opportunities  of  ob- 
servation have  been  so  extensive,  would,  how- 
ever slight  and  detached,  rival  in  utility  and 
amusement  any  work  of  the  present  time. 

As  an  author,  Mr  Mackenzie  has  shown  ta- 
lents both  for  poetry  and  the  drama.  Indeed, 
we  are  of  opinion,  that  no  man  can  succeed 
perfectly  in  the  line  of  fictitious  composition, 
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ivithout  most  of  the  properties  of  a  poet, 
though  he  may  be  no  writer  of  verses;  but  Mr 
Mackenzie  possesses  the  powers  of  melody  in 
addition  to  those  of  conception.  He  has  given 
a  beautiful  specimen  of  legendary  poetry,  in 
two  little  Highland  ballads,  a  style  of  compo- 
sition which  becomes  fashionable  from  time  to 
time,  on  account  of  its  simplicity  and  pathos, 
and  then  is  again  laid  aside,  when  worn  out 
by  the  servile  imitators,  to  whom  its  approved 
facility  offers  its  chief  recommendation.  But 
it  is  as  a  novelist  that  we  are  now  called  on  to 
consider  our  author's  powers;  and  the  uni- 
versal and  permanent  popularity  of  his  writ- 
ings entitles  us  to  rank  him  among  the  most 
distinguished  of  his  class.  His  works  possess 
the  rare  and  invaluable  property  of  originality, 
to  which,  all  other  qualities  are  as  dust  in  the 
balance,  and  the  sources  to  which  he  resorts 
to  excite  our  interest  are  rendered  accessible 
by  a  path  peculiarly  his  own.  The  reader's 
attention  is  not  riveted,  as  in  Fielding's  works, 
by  strongly  marked  character,  and  the  lucid 
evolution  of  a  well-constructed  fable ;  or,  as  in 
Smollett's  novels,  by  broad  and  strong  humour, 
and  a  decisively  superior  knowledge  of  hu- 
man life  in  all  its  varieties;  nor,  to  mention 
authors  whom  Mackenzie  more  nearly  re- 
sembles, does  he  attain  the  pathetic  effect 
which  is  the  object  of  all  three,  in  the  same 
manner  as  Richardson,  or  as  Sterne.     An  accu- 
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mul^tion  of  circumstances,  somerimes  anonnt 
ing  to  tediousaesSy  a  combination  of  mimitelf* 
traced  events,  with  an  ample  commentary  oi 
each,  were  thought  necessary  by  Richardson 
to  excite  and  prepare  the  mind  of  the  rediei 
for  the  affecting  scenes  which  he  has  occasioi- 
a]ly  touched  with  such  force;  atnd  wkhcit 
denying  him  his  due  merit,  it  must  be  allowed 
that  he  has  employed  preparatory  volumes  is 


accomplishing  what  has  cost  Mackenzie 
Sterne  only  a  few  pages,  perhaps  only  a  few 
sentences. 

On  the  other  hand,  although  the  last  two 
named  authors,  have,  in  particular  passages,  a 
more  strong  resemblance  to  each  other  dui 
those  formerly  named,  yet  there  remain  sudi 
essential  points  of  difference  betwixt  them, 
as  must  secure  for  Mackenzie  the  praise  of 
originality  which  we  have  claimed  for  him. 
It  is  needless  to  point  out  to  the  reader  the 
difference  between  the  general  character  of 
their  writings,  or  how  far  the  chaste,  correct, 
almost  studiously  decorous  manner  and  styk 
of  the  works  of  the  author  of  The  Man  of  Feel- 
ing, differ  from  the  wild  wit^  and  intrepid  con- 
tempt at  once  of  decency,  and  regularity  of 
composition,  which  distinguish  Tristram  Sfum- 
dy.    It  is  not  in  the  general  conduct  or  style  of 
their  works  that  they  in  the  slightest  degree 
approach ;  nay,  no  two  authors  in  the  British 
language  can  be  more  distinct.     But  even  in 


MACKENZIE.  1 69 

the   j^karticulao^  passages  where  both  had  in 
view  to  excite  the  reader*a^thetic  sympathy, 
the  modes  resorted  to  are  different.      The 
pathos  of  Sterne  in  some  degree  resembles  his 
humour,  and   is  seldom  attained  by  simple 
means;  a  wild,  fanciful,  beautiful  flight   of 
thought  and  expression  is  remarkable  in  the 
former,  as  an  extravagant,  burlesque,  and  lu- 
dicrous strain  of  thought  and  language  cha- 
racterises the  latter.     The  celebrated  passage 
where  the  tear  of  the  recording  angel  blots 
the  profane  oath  of  Uncle  Toby  out  of  the 
register  of  heaven,  a  flight  so  poetically  fan- 
ciful as  to  be  stretched  to  the  very  verge  of 
extravagance,  will  illustrate  our.position.    To 
attain  his  object — that  is,  to  make  us  tho- 
roughly sympathize  with  the  excited  state  of 
mind  which  betrays  Uncle  Toby  into  the  in- 
decorous assertion  which  forms  the  ground- 
work of  the  whole,  the  author  calls  Heaven 
and  Hell  into  the  lists,  and  represents,  in  a 
fine  poetic  frenzy,  its  effects  on  the  accusing 
spirit  and  the  registering  angeL     Let  this  be 
contrasted  with  the  fipe  tale  of  La  Roche^  in 
which  Mackenzie  has  described,  with  such 
unexampled    delicacy   and    powerful    effect, 
the  sublime  scene  of  the  sorrows  and  resig- 
nation of  the  deprived  father.     This  also  is 
painted  reflectively;  that  is,  the  readers  sym- 
pathy is  excited  by  the  effect  produced  on 
one  of  the- drama, meither  angel  nor  devil,  but 
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a  philosopher,  whose  heart  remains  sensime, 
though  his  studied  have  misled  his  mind  into 
the  frozen  regions  of  scepticism.  To  say  no- 
thing of  the  tendency  of  the  two  passages, 
which  will  scarce,  in  the  mind  of  the  most 
unthinking,  bear  any  coinparison,  we  wooU 
only  remark,  that  Mackenzie  has  given  us  a 
moral  truth,  Sterne  a  beautiful  trope;  and 
that  if  the  one  claims  the  palm  of  superior 
brilliancy  of  imagination,  that  due  to  nature 
and  accuracy  of  human  feeling  must  abide 
with  the  Scottish  author. 

Yet,  while  marking  this  broad  and  distinct 
difference   between    these  two  authors,  the 
most  celebrated  certainly  among   those  who 
are  termed  sentimental,  it  is  but  fair  to  Sterne 
to  add,  that  although  Mackenzie  has  rejected 
his  license  of  wit  and  flights  of  imagination, 
retrenched,  in  a  great  measure,  his  episodical 
digressions,  and  altogether  banished  the  in-  | 
decency  and  buffoonery  to  which  he  had  too 
frequent  recourse,  still  their  volumes  must 
be  accounted  as  belonging  to  the  same  class; 
and,  amongst  the  thousand  imitators  who  have 
pursued  their  path,  we  cannot  recollect  one 
English  author  who  is  entitled  to  the  same 
honour.     The  foreign  authors  Riccoboni  and 
Marivaux  belong  to  the  same  department; 
but  of  the  former  we  remember  little,  and 
the  latter,  though  full  of  the   most  dehcate 
touches,  often  depends  for  effect  on  the  turn 
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of  phrase,  and  the  protracted  emharrassments 
of  artificial  gallantry,  more  than  iipon  the  truth 
and  simplicity  of  natulre.  The  Heloise  and 
Entile  partake  of  the  insanity  of  their  author, 
and  are  exaggerated,  thotigh  most  eloquent, 
descriptions  of  overwhelming  passion,  rather 
than  works  of  sentiment. 

In  future  compositions,  the  author  dropped 
even  that  resemblance  which  the  style  of  The 
Man  of  Feeling  bears,  in  some  particulars,  to 
the  works  of  Sterne;  and  his  country  may 
boast,  that  in  one  instance  at  least,  she  has 
produced  in  Mackenzie,  a  writer  of  pure  mu- 
sical Addisonian  prose,  which  retains  the  qua* 
lity  of  vigour  without  forfeiting  that  of  clear- 
ness and  simplicity. 

We  are  hence  led  to  observe,  that  the  prin- 
cipal object  of  Mackenzie,  in  all  his  novels,  has 
been   to  reach  and  sustain  a  tone  of  moral 
pathos,  by  representing  the  effect  of  incidents, 
whether  important  or  trifling,  upon  the  human 
mind,  and  especially  ob  those  which  were  not 
only  just,  honourable,  and  intelligent,  but  so 
framed  as  to  be  responsive  to  those  finer  feel- 
ings, to  which  ordinary  hearts  are   callous. 
This  is  the  direct  and  professed    object  of 
Mackenzie's  first  work,  which  is  in  (act  no 
narrative,  but  a  series  of  successive  incidents, 
each  rendered  interesting  by   idie  mode  in 
which  tjiey  operate  on  the  feelings  of  Harley. 
The  attempt  had  been  perilous  in  a  meaner 
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hand;  for,  sketched  by  a  pencil  less  nicely 
discrimrnating,    Harley,    instead    of   a  being 
whom  we  love,  respect,  sympathize  with,  and 
admire,  had  become  the  mere  Quixote  of  sen- 
timent, an  object  of-pity,  perhaps,  but  of  ridi- 
cule at  the  same  time.   Against  this  the  author 
has  guarded  with  great  skill ;  and,  while  duped 
and  swindled  in  London,  Harley  neither  lo5e> 
our  consideration  as  a  man  of  sense  and  spirit, 
nor  is  subjected  to  that  degree  of  contempt 
with  which  readers  in  general  regard  the  mis- 
adventures of  a  novice  upon  town,  whilst  they 
hug  themselves  in  their  own  superior -know- 
ledge of  the  world.   Harley's  spirited  coudoa 
towards  an  impertinent  passenger  in  the  stage- 
coach, and  his  start  of  animated  indignation 
on  listening  to  Edward's  story,  are  skilfully 
thrown  in,  to  satisfy  the  reader  that  his  soft- 
ness and  gentleness  of  temper  were  not  allied 
to  effeminacy,  and  that  he  dared,  on  suitable  \ 
occasions,  do  all  that  might  become  a  man.  I 
We  have  heard  that  some  of  Harley's  feelings  ■ 
were  taken  from  those  of  the  author  himself, 
when,   at  his  first  entrance  on  the  dry  and 
barbarous   study  of  municipal  law,  he  wa> 
looking  back,  like  Blackstone,  on  the  land  o( 
the  Muses,  which  he  was  condemned  to  leave 
behind  him.     It  has  also  been  said,  that  the 
fine  sketch  of  Miss  Walton  was  taken  from 
the  heiress   of  a  family  of  distinction,  who 
ranked  at  that  time  high  in  the  Scottish  fash- 


MACKENZIE.  l63 

ionable  world.  But  such  surmises  are  little 
worth  the  tracing;  for  we  believe  no  original 
character  was  ever  composed  by  any  author, 
without  the  idea  having  been  previously  sug- 
gested by  something  which  he  had  observed 
in  nature. 

The  other  novels  of  Mr  Mackenzie,  although 
assuming  a  more  regular  and  narrative  form, 
are,  like  The  Man  of  Feeling^  rather  the  his- 
tory of  effects  produced  on  the  human  mind 
by  a  series  of  events,  than  the  narrative  of 
those  events  themselves.  The  villainy  of 
Sindall  is  the  tale  of  a  heart  hardened  to  sel- 
fishness, by  incessant  and  unlimited  gratifica- 
tion of  the  external  senses;  a  contrast  to  that 
of  Harley,  whose  mental  feelings  have  ac- 
quired such  an  ascendency  as  to  render  him 
unfit  for  the  ordinary  business  of  life.  The 
picture  of  the  former  is  so  horrid,  that  we 
would  be  disposed  to  deny  its  truth,  did  we 
not  unhappily  know,  that  sensual  indulgence, 
in  the  words  of  Burns, 


«  Hardens  a*  within, 


And  petrifies  the  feelings ;» 

and  that  there  never  did,  and  never  will  exist, 
any  thing  permanently  noble  and  excellent  in 
a  character  which  was  a  stranger  to  the  exer- 
cise of  resolute  self-denial.  The  history  of 
the  victims  of  SindalFs  arts  and  crimes,  par- 
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ticularly  the  early  history  of  the  Annesleys, 
is  exquisitely  well  drawn;  and,  perhaps,  the 
scene  between  the  brother  and  sister  by  the 
pond  equals  any  part  of  the  author  s  writinp. 
Should  the  reader  doubt  this,  he  may  easily 
make  the  experiment,  by  putting  it  into  the 
hands  of  any  young  person  of  feeling  and  in- 
telligence, and  of  an  age  so  early  as  not  to  bare 
forgotten  the  sports  and  passions  of  childhood. 
The  beautiful  and  tragic  tale  of  Julia  it 
Roubign4  is- of  a  very  different  tenor  from  Tkt 
Man  of  the  World;  and  we  have  good  authority 
for  tliinkiDg,  that  it  was  written  in  some  de^jree 
as  a  counter-part  to  the  latter  work.     A  friend 
of  the  author,  the  celebrated  Lord  Rames,  vre 
believe,  had  represented  to  Mr  Mackenzie,  in 
how  many  poems,  plays,  and  novels,  the  dis- 
tress of  the  piece  is  made  to  turn  upon  the 
designing  villainy  of  some  one  of  the  dramatis 
personae.     On  considering  his   observations, 
the  author  undertook,  as   a  task  fit  for  his 
genius,  the  composition  of  a  storv,  in  which 
the  characters  should  be  all  naturally  virtuous, 
and  where  the  calamities  of  the  catastrophe 
should  arise,  as  frequently  happens  in  actual 
life,  not  out  of  schemes  of  premeditated  vil- 
lainy, but  from  the  excess  and  over  indulgence 
of  passions  and  feelings,  in  themselves  blaire- 
less,  nay,    praiseworthy,  but    which,  encou- 
raged to  a  morbid  excess,  and  coming  into 
fatal  though  fortuitous  concourse  with  each 
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Dther,  lead  to  the  most  disastrous  conse- 
quences. Mr  Mackenzie  executed  his  pur- 
pose; and  as  the  plan  fell  in  roost  happily 
with  the  views  of  a  writer,  whose  object  was 
less  to  describe  external  objects,  than  to  read 
a  lesson  on  the  human  heart,  he  has  produced 
one  of  the  most  heart-wringing  histories  which 
has  ever  been  written .  The  very  circumstances 
which  palliate  the  errors  of  the  sufferers,  in 
whose  distress  we  interest  ourselves,  point 
out  to  the  reader  that  there  is  neither  hope, 
remedy,  nor  revenge.  When  a  Lovelace  or  a 
Sindall  comes  forth  like  an  evil  principle,  the 
agent  of  all  the  misery  of  the  scene,  we  see  a 
chance  of  their  artifices  being  detected,  at  least 
the  victims  have  the  consciousness  of  inno- 
cence, the  reader  the  stem  hope  of  vengeance. 
But  when,  as  in  Julia  de  Roubigndy  the  revival 
of  mutual  affection  on  the  part  of  two  pure 
and  amiable  beings,  imprudently  and  incau- 
tiously indulged,  awakens,  and  not  unjustly, 
the  jealous  honour  of  a  high-spirited  husband, 
— ^when  we  see  Julia  precipitated  into  misery 
by  her  preference  of  filial  duty  to  early  love, 
Savillon,  by  his  faithful  and  tender  attachment 
to  a  deserving  object,  and  Montauban,  by  a 
jealous  regard  to  his  spotless  fame,  we  afe 
made  aware,  at  the  same  time,  that  there  is  no 
hope  of  aught  but  the  most  unhappy  catas- 
trophe. The  side  of  each  sufferer  is  pierced 
by  the  very  staff  on  which  he  leant,  and  the 
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natural  and  virtuous  feelings   which  they  at 
first  most  legitimately    indulged,   precipitate 
them  into  error,  crimes,  remorse,  and  misery. 
The  cruelty  to  which  Montauban  is  hurried, 
may,  perhaps,  be  supposed   to   exempt  him 
from  our  sympathy,  especially  in  an  age  when 
such  crimes  as  that  of  which  Julia  is  suspected. 
are  usually  borne  by  the  injured  parties  with 
more  equanimity  than  her  husband  displays. 
But  the  irritable  habits  of  the  time,  and  ofhi$ 
Spanish  descent,  must  plead  the   apology  of 
Montauban,  as  they  are  admitted  to  form  that 
of  Othello.     Perhaps,  on  the  w^hole,  Julia  dt 
Roubigne   gives  the  reader  too   much  actual 
pain  to  be  so  generally  popular  as  The  Man  oj 
Feeling,  since  we  have  found  its  superiority  to 
that  beautiful  essay  on  human  sensibility  often 
disputed  by  those  whose  taste  we  are  in  ge- 
neral inclined  to  defer  to.     The  very  acute 
feelings  which  the  work  usually  excites  among 
the  readers  whose  sympathies  are  liable  to  be 
awakened  by  scenes  of  fictitious  distress,  we 
are  disposed  to  ascribe  to  the  extreme  accu- 
racy and  truth  of  the  sentiments,  as  well  as  to 
the  beautiful  manner  in  which  thev  are  ex- 
pressed.     There  are  few  who  have  not  had, 
at  one  period  of  life,  disappointments  of  the 
heart  to  mourn  over,  and  we  know  no  book 
which  recalls  the  recollection  of  such  more 
sev€^rely  than  Julia  de  Roubign4. 

We  return  to  consider  the  key-note,  as  we 
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may  term  it,  on  which  Mackenzie  has  formed 
his  tales  of  fictitious  woe,  and  which  we  have 
repeatedly  described  to  be  the  illustration  of 
the  nicer  and  finer  sensibilities  of  the  human 
breast.  To  attain  this  point,  and  to  place  it  in 
the  strongest  and  most  unbroken  light,  the 
author  seems  to  have  kept  the  other  faculties 
with  which  we  know  him  to  be  gifted,  in  care- 
ful subordination.  The  northern  Addison, 
who  revived  the  art  of  periodical  writing,  and 
sketched,  though  with  a  light  pencil,  the  follies 
and  the  lesser 'vices  of  his  time,  has  showed 
himself  a  master  of  playful  satire.  The  his- 
torian of  the  Homespun  family  may  place  his 
narrative,  without  fear  of  shame,  by  the  side 
of  The  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  Colonel  Caustic 
and  Umfraville  are  masterly  conceptions  pf  the 
laudator  temporis  acti;  and  many  personages 
in  those  papers  which  Mr  Mackenzie  contri- 
buted to'  the  Mirror  and  Lounger  attest  with 
what  truth,  spirit,  and  ease  he  could  describe, 
assume,  and  sustaina  variety  of  characters.  The 
beautiful  landscape  painting  which  he  has  ex- 
hibited in  many  passages  (take,  for  example, 
that  where  the  country  seat  of  the  old  Scottish 
lady  and  its  accompaniments  are  so  exquisite- 
ly delineated)  assures  us  of  the  accuracy  and 
delicacy  of  his  touch  in  delineating  the  beauties 
of  nature. 

But  all  these  powerful  talents,  any  single  one 
of  which  might  have  sufficed  to  bring  men  of 
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.  more  bounded  powers  into  notice,  have  been 
by  Mackenzie  carefully  subjected  to  the  prin- 
cipal object  which  he  proposed  to  himself— the 
delineation  of  the  human  heart.  Variety  of 
character  he  has  introduced  s{)aringly,  and  has 
seldom  recourse  to  any  peculiarity  of  incident, 
availing  himself  generally  of  those  which  may 
be  considered  as  common  property  to  all  writ- 
ers of  romance.  His  sense  of  the  beauties  of 
nature,  and  his  power  of  describing  them,  are 
carefully  kept  doivn^  to  use  the  expression  of 
the  artists;  and  like  the  single  straggling 
bough,  which  shades  the  face  of  his  sleeping 
veteran,  just  introduced  to  relieve  his  prin- 
cipal object,  but  not  to  rival  it.  It  cannot  be 
termed  an  exception  to  this  rule,  though  cer- 
tainly a  peculiarity  of  this  author,  that  on  all 
occasions  where  sylvan  sports  can  be  intro- 
duced, he  displays  an  intimate  familiarity  >^'idi 
them,  and,  from  personal  habits,  to  which  we 
have  elsewhere  alluded,  shows  a  delight  to 
dwell  for  an  instant  upon  a  favourite  topic. 

Leistlyy  the  wit  which  sparkles  in  his  perio- 
dical essays,  and,  we  believe,  in  his  private 
conversation,  'shows  itself  but  little  in  his 
Novels;  and,  although  his  peculiar  vein  of  hu- 
mour may  be  much  more  frequently  traced, 
yet  it  is  so  softened  down,  and  divested  of  the 
broad  ludicrous,  that  it  harmonizes  with  the 
most  grave  and  affecting  parts  of  the  tale,  and 
becomes,  like   the  satire  of  Jaques,  only  a 
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I    more  humorous  shade,of  melancholy.  In  short, 
I    Mackenzie  aimed   at  being  the  historian  of 
I    feeling,  and  has  succeeded  in  the  object  of 
\   his  ambition.     But  as  mankind  are  never  con* 
4    tented,  and  as  critics  are  certainly  no  excep- 
/i    tion  to  a  rule  so  general,  we  could  wish  that, 
{     without  losing  or  altering  a  line  that  our  au- 
thor has  written,  he  had  condescended  to  give 
us,  in  addition  to  his  stores  of  sentiment, — a 
romance  on  life  and  manners,  by  which,  we 
are  convinced,  he  would  have  twisted  another 
branch  of  laurel  into  his  garland.     However, 
as  Sebastian  expresses  it, 

N  What  had  been-:  is  imknown;  what  is,  appears:* 

we  must  be  proudly  satisfied  with  what  we 
have  received,  and  happy  that,  in  this  line  of 
composition,  we  can  boast  a  living  author,  of 
excellence  like  that  of  Henry  Mackenzie. 
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Clara  Reeve,  the  ingaoiou^  ^lutborefis  of  Tk 
Old  English  jBaron,  was  the  daughter  of  theBe- 
ver(^a4  WiUwft  Reevf},  M-A.,.  R^Qtor  of  Fres- 
tOD,  and  of  Eerton,  in  Suffolk,  and  perpetual 
CuratQ  of  St;  Ilichpl^is.  Her  gr^ad&ther  was 
the  RqvCT^nd  Thomas^  Jleeve,  Rector  of  Store- 
ham,  A§ps|l,  wd  afterwards  pf  St  ]M[ary,  Stoke, 
in  Ipawich^  where  the  fp»ivly  had  bqeq  loog 
resident,  and  enjoyed  the  rights  of  free  bur- 
ghers. Miss  Reeve's  mother's  maiden  name 
was  Smithies,  daughter  of  —  Smithies,  gold- 
smith and  jeweller  to  King  George  I. 

In  a  letter  to  a  friend  Mrs  Reeve  thus 
speaks  of  her  father.  My  father  was  an  old 
Whig ;  from  him  I  have  learned  all  that  1 
know;  he  was  my  oracle;  he  used  to  make 
me  read  the  parliamentary  debates  while  he 
smoked  his  pipe  after  supper.  I  gaped  and 
yawned  over  them  at  the  time,  but,  unawares 
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to  myself,  they  fixed  my  principles  once  and 
for  ever.  He  made  me  read  Rapin's  History 
of  England;  the  information  it  gave  made 
amends  fof  its  dryness.  I  read  Catas  Letters^ 
by  Trenchard  and  Gordon;  I  read  the  Greek 
and  Roman  Histories,  and  Plutarch's  Lives  pdXl 
these  at  an  age  when  few  people  of  either  sex 
can  read  their  names. 

The  Reverend  Mr  Reeves,  himself  one  of  a 
family  of  eight  children,  had  the  same  num« 
ber  ;  and  it  is  therefore  likely,  that  it  was  ra* 
ther  Clara's  strong  natural  turn  for  study,  than 
any  degree  of  exclusive  care  which  his  par- 
tiality bestowed,  that  enabled  her  to  acquire 
such  a  stock  of  early  information.     After  his 
death,  his  widow  resided  in  Colchester  with 
three  of  their  daughters ;  and  it  was  here  tbf^t 
Miss  Clara  Reeve  first  became  an  authoress, 
by  translating  from  Latin  Barclay's  fine  old  ro* 
mance,  entitled  Argenis^  published   in   17651, 
under  the  title    of  The  Fhoniix.      It  was  in 
1767  that  she  produced  her  first  and   most 
distinguished  work.     It  was  published  by  Mr 
Dilly  of  the  Poultry  (who  gave  ten  pounds  for 
the  copy-right),  under  the  title  of  The  Cham^ 
pion  of  Virtue,  a   Gothic    Story.     The  work 
came  to  a  second  edition  in   the  succeeding 
year,  and  was  then  first  called  The  Old  English 
Baron,     The  cause  of  the  change  we  do  not 
pretend  to  guess ;  for  if  Fitzowen  be  consi- 
dered as  the  Old  English  Baron,  we  do  not  see 
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\%herefore  a  character  passive  in  himself,  from 
beginning  to  end,  and  only  acted  upon  by 
others,  should  be  selected  to  give  a  name  to 
the  story.  We  ought  not  to  omit  to  mention, 
that  this  work  is  inscribed  to  Mrs  Bridgen,  the 
daughter  of  Richardson,  who  is  stated  to  have 
lent  her  assistance  to  the  revisal  and  correc- 
tion of  the  work. 

The  success  of  The  Old  English  Baron  en- 
couraged  Miss  Reeve  to  devote  more  of  her 
leisure  hours  to  literary  composition,  and  she 
published,  in  succession,  the  following  works: 
The  TuM)  Mentors  J  a  Modem  Story;  The  Pw' 
gress  of  Romance  through  Times^  Countries ^  and 
Manners;  The  Exile ^  or  Memoirs  of  Count  de 
Cronstadt,  the  principal  incidents  of  which 
are  borrowed  from  a  novel  by  M.  D^Arnaud; 
The  School  for  Widows,  a  Novel;  Plans  of  Edu- 
cation^ with  Remarks  on  the  System  of  other 
Writers,  in  a  duodecimo  volume;  and  Tlie 
Memoirs  of  Sir  Roger  de  Clarendon,  a  Natural 
Son  of  Edtvard  the  Black  Prince,  with  AneC" 
dotes  of  many  other  Eminent  Persons  of  the 
Fourteenth  Century. 

To  these  works  we  have  to  add  another 
tale,  of  which  the  interest  turned  upon  super^ 
natural  appearances.  Miss  Reeve  informs  the 
public,  iu  a  preface  to  a  late  edition  of  The 
Old  English  Baron,  that  in  compliance  with 
the  suggestion  of  a  friend,  she  had  composed 
Castle  Connor,  an  Irish  Story ^  in  which  appari- 
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Lbns  were  introduced.  The  manuscript  be- 
ng  intrusted  with  some  careless  or  unfaithful 
person,  fell  aside,  and  was  never  recovered. 

The  various  novels  of  Clara  Reeve  are  all 
narked  by  excellent  good  sense,  pure  mo- 
ality,  and  a  competent  command  of  those 
[ualities  which  constitute  a  good  romance, 
rhey  were,  generally  speaking,  favourably  re- 
leived  at  the  time,  but  none  of  them  took  the 
ame  strong  possession  of  the  public  mind  as 
rhe  Old  English  Baron^  upon  which  the 
ame  of  the  author  may  be  considered  as  now 
exclusively  rested. 

Miss  Reeve,  respected  and  beloved,  led  a 
'etired  life,  admitting  no  materials  for  biogra- 
>hy,  until  December  3,  i8o3,  when  she  died 
It  Ipswich,  her  native  city,  at  the  advanced 
ige  of  seventy-eight  years.  She  was  buried  in 
:he  church-yard  of  St  Stephens,  according  to 
ler  particular  direction,  near  to  the  grave  of 
aer  friend,  the  Reverend  Mr  Derby.  Her 
t>rother,  the  Reverend  Thomas  Reeve,  still 
ives,  as  also  her  sister,  Mrs  Sarah  Reeve, 
both  advanced  in  life.  Another  brother,  bred 
:o  the  navy,  attained  the  rank  of  vice-admiral 
n  that  service. 

Such  are  the  only  particulars  which  we 
lave  been  able  to  collect  concerning  this  ac- 
complished and  estimable  woman,  and  in  their 
jiraplicity  the  reader  may  remark  that  of  her 
ife  and  of  her  character.     As  critics,  it  is  our 
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duty  to  make  some  further  observation's, 
which  shall  be  entirely  confined  to  her  most 
celebrated  work,  The  Old  English  Baron. 

The  authoress  has  herself  informed  us,dnt 
The  Old  English  Baron  is  the  «  literary  ofFsprin; 
of  The  Castle  of  OtrantOyV  and  she  has  oblif 
ed  us  by  pointing  out  the  different  and  more 
limited  view  which  she  had  adopted,  of  tk 
supernatural  machinery  employed  by  Horace 
Walpole.  She  condemns  the  latter  for  the 
extravagance  of  several  of  his  conceptions; 
for  the  gigantic  size  of  his  sword  and  hd* 
met ;  and  for  the  violent  fictions  of  a  wall- 
ing picture,  and  a  ghost  in  a  hermit's  cowL 
A  ghost,  she  contends,  to  be  admitted  as  an 
ingi^dient  in  romance,,  must  behave  himself 
like  ghosts  of  sober  demeanour,  and  sub- 
ject himself  to  the  common  rules  still  pre- 
served in  grange  and  hall,  as  circumscribio; 
beings  of  his  description. 

We  must,  however,  notwithstanding  her 
authority,  enter  our  protest  against  fetteiing 
the  realm  of  shadows  by  the  opinions  eater 
tained  of  it  in  the  world  of  realities.  If  ^ve 
are  to  try  ghosts  by  the  ordinary  rules  of  hu- 
manity, we  bar  them  of  their  privileges  en- 
tirely. For  instance,  why  admit  the  exist- 
ence of  an  aerial  phantom,  and  deny  it  the  te^ 
rible  attribute  of  magnifying  its  stature?  Why 
admit  an  enchanted  helmet,  and  not  a  gigantic 
one  ?    Why  allow  as  impressive,  the  fall  of  a 
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suit  of  armour,  under  circumstances  ^hich  at- 
tribute its  fall  to  a  supernatural  influence,  and 
deny  the  same  supernatural  influence  the  pow- 
er of  producing  the  illusion  (for  it  is  only  re- 
presented as  such)  upon  Manfred^  by  the  por- 
trait of  his  ancestor  appearing  to  be  ani- 
mated ?  It  may  be  said,  and  it  seems  to  be  Miss 
Reeve's  argument,  that  there  is  a  verge  of 
probability,  which  even  the  most  violent  fig- 
ment must  not  transgress ;  but  we  reply  by  the 
cross  question,  that,  if  we  are  once  to  subject 
our  preternatural  agents  to  the  limits  of  human 
reason,  where  are  we  to  stop  ?  We  might,  un- 
der such  a  rule,  demand  of  ghosts  an  account 
of  the  very  circuitous  manner  in  which  they 
are  pleased  to  open  their  communication;^ 
with  the  living  world.  We  might,  for  example, 
move  a  quo  warranto  against  the  spectre  of 
the  murdered  Lord  Lovel  for  lurking  about 
the  eastern  apartment,  when  it  might  have 
been  reasonably  expected,  that  if  he  did  not 
at  once  impeach  his  murderers  to  the  next 
magistrate,  he  might  at  least  have  put  Fitz- 
owen  into  the  secret,  and  thus  obtained  the 
succession  of  his  son  more  easily  than  by  the 
circuitous  route  of  a  single  combat.  If  there 
should  be  an  appeal  against  this  imputation, 
founded  on  the  universal  practice  of  ghOsts  in 
such  circumstances,  who  always  act  with  sin- 
gular obliquity  in  disclosing  the  guilt  of  which 
they  complain,  the  matter  becomes  a  question  < 
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of  precedent;  in  which  view  of  the  case,\?e 
may  vindicate  Horace  Walpole  for  the  gigan- 
tic exaggeration  of  his  phantom,  by  the  simi- 
lar expansion  of  the  very  terrific  vision  of 
Fawdoun,  in  Blind  Harry's  Life  of  fFaUace] 
and  we  could,  were  we  so  disposed,  have  pa- 
ralleled his  moving  picture  by  the  example 
of  one  with  which  we  ourselves  had  some  ac- 
quaintance, which  was  said  both  to  move  and 
to  utter  groans,  to  the  great  alarm  of  a  family 
of  the  highest  respectability; 

Where,  then,  may  the  reader  ask,  is  the  line 
to  be  drawn  ?     On  this  principle,   we  reply, 
solely,  that  the  author  himself,  being  in  fact 
the  magician,  shall  evoke  no  spirits  whom  he 
is  not  capable  of  endowingwith  manners  and 
language  corresponding  to  their  supernatural 
character.     Thus  Shakspeare,  drawing  such 
characters  as  Caliban  and  Ariel,   gave  them 
reality,  not  by  appealing  to  actual  opinions 
which  his  audience  might  entertain  respect- 
ing the  possibility  or  impossibility  of  their  ex- 
istence, but  by  investing  them  with  such  at- 
tributes as  all  readers  and  spectators   recog- 
nized as  those  which  must  have  correspond- 
ed to  such  extraordinary  beings,  had  their  ex- 
istence been  possible.     If  he  had  pleased  to 
put  into  language  the  «  squeaking  and  gibber- 
ing" of  those  disembodied  phantoms  which 
haunted  the  streets  of  Rome,  no  doubt  his 
wonderful  imagination  could  have   filled  up 
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the  sketch,  which,  marked  by  these  two  em- 
phatic and  singularly  felicitous  expressions, 
he  has  left  as  characteristic  of  the  language  of 
the  dead. 

In  this  point  of  view  our  authoress  has, 
with  equal  judgment  and  accuracy,  confined 
her  flight  within  those  limits  on  which  her 
pinions  could  support  h«r,  and  though  we  are 
disposed  to  contest  her  general  principle,  we 
are  willing  to  admit  it  as  a  wise  and  prudent 
one,  so  far  as  applied  to  regulate  her  own  com- 
position. In  no  part  of  The  Old  English  Baron, 
or  of  any  other  of  her  works,  does  Miss 
Reeve  show  the  possession  of  a  rich  or  power- 
ful imagination.  Her  dialogue  is  sensible, 
easy,  and  agreeable,  but  neither  marked  by 
high  flights  of  fancy,  nor  strong  bursts  of  pas- 
sion. Her  apparition  is  an  ordinary  fiction, 
of  which  popular  superstition  used  to  furnish 
a  thousand  instances,  when  nights  were  long, 
and  a  family  had  little  better  to  do,  when  as- 
sembled round  a  Christmas  log,  than  to  listen 
to  such  tales.  She  is  very  felicitously  cautious 
in  showing  us  no  more  of  Lord  LoveFs  ghost 
than  she  needs  must;  he  is  a  silent  appari- 
tion, palpable  to  the  sight  only,  and  never 
brought  forward  into  such  broad  day-light  as 
might  have  dissolved  our  reverence.  And  so 
far,  we  repeat,  the  authoress  has  used  her  own 
power  to  the  utmost  advantage,  and  gained 
her  point  by  not  attempting  a  step  beyond 
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it.  But  we  cannot  allow  that  the  rale  which, 
in  her  own  case,  has  been  irell  and  wisely 
adopted,  ou^t  to  cifcnmscribe  a  bolder  and 
a  more  imaginative  writer. 

In  what  may  be  called  the    oo^tame,  or 
keeping,  of  the  chivalrous  period  in  whichtlie 
scene  of  both  is  laid,  the  langtidge  and  style  o( 
Horace  Walpole,  together  with  his  intimate 
acquaintance  with  the  manners  of  the  middk 
ages,  form  an  incalculable  difference  betwixt 
The  Castle  of  Otranto  and   77ie   Old  EngliA 
Baron.     Clara  Reeve,   probably^  was  hetter 
acquainted  with  Plutarch  and  Rapin  than  with 
Froiesart  or  Olivier  de  la  Marche.      This  is  no 
imputation  on  the  taste  of  that  ingenious  hdy. 
in  her  days,  Macbeth  was  performed  inage- 
nerar&  full  uniform,  and  Lord  Hastings  ^^ 
dressed  like  a  modern  high-chamberlain  going 
to  court.     Now,  more  attention  to  costume  is 
demanded,  and  authors,  as  well  as  players,  are 
obliged  to  make  attempts,  however  fantastic  or 
grotesque,  to  imitate  the  manners  on  the  one 
hand,  and  the  dress  on  the  other,  of  the  times  in 
which  their  scene  is  laid.     Formerly  nothing 
of  this  kind  was  either  required  or  expected; 
and  it  is  not  improbable  that  the  manner  in 
which  Walpole  circumscribes    his    dialogue 
(in  most  instances)  within  the  stiff  and  stem 
precincts  prescribed  by  a  strict  attention  to 
the  manners  and  language  of  the  times,  is 
the  first  instance   of  such  restrictions.      In 
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The  Old  English  Baron,  on  the  contrary,  all 
parties  speak  and  act  much  in  the  fashion  of 
the  seventeenth  century,  employ  the  same 
phrases  of  courtesy,  and  adopt  the  same  tone 
of  conversation.  Baron  Fitzowen^  and  the 
principal  characters,  talk  after  the  fashion  of 
country  squires  of  that  period,  and  the  lower 
personages  like  gaffers  and  gammers  of  the 
same  era.  And  «  were  but  the  combat  in  lists 
left  out,i>  or  converted  into  a  modem  duel, 
the  whole  train  of  incidents,  might,  for  any 
peculiarity  to  be  traced  in  the^lialect  or  nar^ 
ration,  have  taken  place  in  the  time  of  Charles 
II,  or  in  either  of  the  two  succeeding  reigns. 
As  it  is,  the  story  reads  as  if  it  had  been  tran- 
scribed into  the  language,  and  according  to  the 
ideas,  of  this  latter  period.  Yet,  we  are  uncer^ 
tain,  whether,  upon  the  whole,  this  does  not  ra- 
ther add  to  than  diminish  the  interest  of  the 
work;  at  least,  it  gives  an  interest  of  a  different 
kind,  which,  if  it  cannot  compete  with  that 
which  arises  out  of  a  highly  ei^alted  and  poet- 
ical imagination,  and  a  strict  attention  to  the 
character  and  manners  of  the  middle  ages,  has 
yet  this  advantage,  that  it  reaches  its  point 
more  surely,  than  had  a  higher,  more  difficulty 
and  more  ambitious  line  of  composition  been 
attempted. 

To  explain  our  meaning  :  —  He  that  would 
please  the  modern  world,  yet  present  the  exact 
impression  of  a  tale  of  the  middle  ages,  will 
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repeatedly  find  that  he  must,  in  spite  of  5ptte, 
sacrifice  the  last  to  the  first  object,  and  eternaUy 
expose  himself  to  the  just  censure  of  the  rigid 
antiquary,  because  he  must,  to  int^est  the 
readers  of  the  present  time,  invest  his  cha- 
racters with  language  and  sentiments  unknown 
to  that  period;  and  thus  his  utmost  efforts 
only  attain  a  sort  of  composition  between  the 
true  and  the  fictitious, — just  as  the  dress  d 
Lear,  as  performed  on  the  stage,  is  neither 
that  of  a  modern  sovereign  nor  the  cerulean 
painting  and  bear-hide  with  which  the  Britons, 
at  the  time  when  that  monarch  is  supposed  to 
have  lived,  tattooed  their  persons,  and  shel- 
tered themselvcfs  from  cold.  All  this  incon- 
sistency is  avoided  by  adopting  the  style  of 
our  grandfiithers  and  great-grandfathers. 

It  is  no  doubt  true,  that  The  Old  English 
Barotiy  written  in  the  latter  and  less  ambitious 
taste,  is  sometimes  tame  and  tedious,  not  to 
say  mean  and  tiresome.  The  total  absence  of 
peculiar  character,  —  for  every  person  intro- 
duced is  rather  described  as  one  of  a  genus 
than  as  an  original,  discriminated,  and  indi- 
vidual person, — may  have  its  effect  in  pro- 
ducing the  tedium  which  loads  the  story  in 
some  places.  This  is  a  general  defect  in  the 
novels  of  the  period,  and  it  was  scarce  to  he 
expected  that  the  amiable  and  accomplished 
authoress,  in  her  secluded  situation,  and  with 
acquaintance  of  events  and  characters  derived 
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from  books  alone,  shoujd  have  rivalled  those 
authors  who  gathered  their  knowledge  of  the 
human  heart  from  having,  like  Fielding  and 
Smollett,  become  acquainted,  by  sad  expe- 
rience, with  each  turn  of  «  many -coloured 
Hfe.w  Nor  was  it  to  be  thought  that  she  should 
have  emulated  in  this  particular  her  prototype 
Walpole,  who  as  a  statesman,  a  poet,  and  a 
man  of  the  world,  «  who  knew  the  world  like 
a  man,»  has  given  much  individual  character  to 
his  sketch  of  Manfred.  What  we  here  speak 
of  is  not  the  deficiency  in  the  style  and 
costume,  but  a  certain  creeping  and  low  line 
of  narrative  and  sentiment;  which  may  be 
best  illustrated  by  the  grave  and  minute  ac- 
counting into  which  Sir  Philip  Harclay  and  the 
Baron  Fitzowen  enter, — after  an  event  so  un- 
pleasant as  the  judgment  of  Heaven  upon  a 
murderer,  brought  about  by  a  judicial  com- 
bat, and  that  combat  occasioned  by  the  awful 
and  supernatural  occurrences  in  the  eastern 
chamber, — where  we  find  the  arrears  of  the 
estate  gravely  set  off  against  the  education  of 
tha  heir,  and  his  early  maintenance  in  the 
Baron's  family.  Yet  even  these  prolix,  minute, 
and  unnecessary  details,  are  precisely  such  as 
would  occur  in  a  similar  story  told  by  a  grand- 
sire  or  grandame  to  a  circle  assembled  round 
a  winter's  fire;  and  while  they  take  from  the 
dignity  of  the  composition,  and  would  there- 
fore have  been  rejected  by  a  writer  of  more 
VOL.  II.  9 
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exalted  imagination,  do  certaioly  add  in  some 
degree  to  its  reality,  and  bear  in  that  respects 
resemblance  to  the  art  with  which  De  Foe  im- 
presses on  his  readers  the  truth  of  his  fiction?, 
by  the  insertion  of  many  minute,  and  imma- 
terial, or  unnatural  circumstances,  which  we 
are  led  to  suppose  could  only  be  recorded  be- 
cause they  are  true.     Perhaps  to  be  circum- 
stantial and  abundant  in  minute  detail,  and  in 
one  word,  though  an  unauthorized  one,  to  be 
somewhat  prosy ^  is  one  mod«  of  securing  a 
certain  necessary  degree  of  credulity  in  hear- 
ing a  ghost-story.    It  gives  a  sort  of  quaint  an- 
tiquity to  the  whole,  as  belonging  to  the  times 
of  «  superstitious  elde,»  and  those  whom  we 
have  observed  to  excel  in  oral  narratives  (rf 
such  a  nature,  usually  study  to    secure  the 
attention  of  their  audience  by  employing  tlu? 
art.     At  least,  whether  owing  to  this  mode  of 
telling  her  tale,  or  to  the  interest  of  the  ston 
itsdf,  and  its  appeal  to  the  secret  reserve  of 
superstitious  feeling  which  maintains  its  in- 
fluence in  most  bosoms.  The  Old  English  Bam 
has  always  produced  as  strong  an  effect  as  anv 
story  of  the  kind,  although  liable  to  the  ob- 
jections which  we  have  freely  stated,  widiout 
iheaning  to  impeach  the  talents  of  the  amiable 
authoress. 


\ 


ROBERT  BAGE. 


Robert  Bage,  a  writer  of  no  ordinary  merit  in 
the  department  of  fictitious  composition,  was 
one  of  that  class  of  men  occurring  in  Britain 
alone,  who  unite  successfully  the  cultiva- 
tion of  letters  with  the  pursuit  of  professions, 
which,  upon  the  continent,  are  considered  as 
incompatible  with  the  character  of  an  author. 
The  professors  of  letters  are,  in  most  nations, 
apt  to  form  a  caste  of  their  own,  into  which 
they  may  admit  men  educated  for  the  learned 
professions,  on  condition,  generally  speaking, 
that  they  surrender  their  pretensions  to  the 
lucrative  practice  of  them ;  but  from  which 
mere  burghers,  occupied  in  ordinary  com- 
merce, are  as  severely  excluded,  as  roturiers 
were  of  old  from  the  society  of  the  noblesse. 
The  case  of  a  paper-maker  or  a  printer  employ- 
ing their  own  art  upon  their  own  publications. 
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would  be  thought  uncommon  in  France  or 
Germany  ;  yet  such  were  the  stations  of  Bage 
and  Richardson. 

The  editor  has  been  obliged  by  Miss  Catherine 
Hutton,  daughter  of  Mr  Button,  of  Birminf 
ham,  well  known  as  an  ingenious  and  suc- 
cessful antiquary,  with  a  memoir  of  the  few 
incidents  marking  the  life  of  Robert  Bage. 
whom  a  kindred  genius,  as  well  as  some  com- 
mercial intercourse,  combined  to  unite  in  the 
bonds  of  strict  friendship.  The  communica- 
tion is  extremely  interesting,  and  the  extracts 
from  Bage's  letters  show,  that  amidst  the  bit- 
terness of  political  prejudices,  the  embarrass- 
ment of  commercial  affairs,  and  all  the  teazing 
technicalities  of  business,  the  author  of  Bar- 
ham  Downs  still  maintained  the  good-humour- 
ed gaiety  of  his  natural  temper.  One  would 
almost  think  the  author  must  have  drawn  from 
his  own  private  letter-book  and  correspon- 
dence the  discriminating  touches  which  mark 
the  men  of  business  in  his  novels. 


The  father  of  Robert  Bage  was  a  paper- 
maker  at  Darley,  a  hamlet  on  the  river  Der- 
went,  adjoining  the  town  of  Derby,  and  was 
remarkable  only  for  having  had  four  wives. 
Robert  was  the  son  of  the  first,  and  was  bom 
at  Darley  on  the   29th   of    February,   1728. 
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His  mother  died  soon  after  his  birth ;  and  his 
father,  though  he  retained  his  mill,  and  conti- 
nued to  follow  his  occupation,  removed  to 
Derby,  where  his  son  received  his  education 
at  a  common  school.  His  attainments  here, 
however,  were  very  uncommon,  and  such  as 
excited  the  surprise  and  admiration  of  all 
who  knew  him.  At  seven  years  old,  he  had 
made  a  proficiency  in  Latin.  To  a  knowledge 
of  the  Latin  tongue  succeeded  a  knowledge 
of  the  art  of  making  paper,  which  he  acquir- 
ed under  the  tuition  of  his  father. 

At  the  age  of  twenty-three,  Robert  Bage 
married  a  young  woman,  who  possessed  beau- 
ty, good  sense,  good  temper,  and  money,  It 
may  be  presumed,  that  the  first  of  these  was 
the  first  forgotten  ;  the  two  following  secured 
his  happiness  in  domestic  life,  the  last  aided 
him  in  the  manufacture  of  paper,  which  he 
commenced  at  Elford,  four  i^^iles  from  Tam- 
worth,  and  conducted  to  the  end  of  his  days. 

Though  no  man  was  more  attentive  to  busi- 
ness, and  no  one  in  the  country  made  paper 
so  good  of  its  kind,  yet  the  direction  of  a 
manufactory,  combined  with  his  present  lite- 
rary attainments,  did  not  satisfy  the  compre- 
hensive mind  of  Robert  Bage.  His  manufacto- 
ry, under  his  eye,  went  on  with  the  regularity  of 
a  machine,  and  left  him  leisure  to  indulge  his 
desire  of  knowledge.  He  acquired  the  French 
language  from  books  alone,  without  any  pre- 
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ceptor;  and  his  familiarity  i^ith  it  is  evinced 
by  his  frequent,  perhaps-  too  freqaent  use  of 
it  in  The  "Fair  Syrian,  .Nine  years  after  his 
marriage,  he  studied  mathematics  ;  and,  as  be 
makes  one  of  his  characters  say^  and  as  he 
probably  thought  respecting  himself,  «  he  was 
obliged  to  this  science  for  a  correct  imagioa- 
tion,  and  a  taste  for  uniformity  in  the  com- 
mon actions  of  life. » 

In  the  year  i765,Bage  entered  into  partner- 
ship with  three  persons,  in  an  extensive  manu- 
factory of  iron  (one  of  them  the  celebrated 
Dr  Darwin);  and,  at  the  end  of  about  four- 
teen years,  when  the  partnership  terminated, 
he  found  himself  a  loser,  it  is  believed,  of  fif- 
teen hundred  pounds.     The  reason  and  phi- 
losophy of  the  paper-maker  might  have  strug- 
gled long  against  so  considerable  a  loss;  the 
man  of  letters  committed  his  cause  to  a  better 
champion  —  literary  occupation, — the  tried 
solace  of  misfortune,  .want,   and    imprison- 
ment.    He  wrote  the  novel  of  Mount  Hennetk 
in  two  volumes,  which  was  sold  to  Lowndes 
for  thirty  pounds,  and  published  in  1 781 .  The 
strong  mind,  playful  fancy,  liberal  sentiments, 
and  extensive  knowledge  of  the  author,  are 
every  where  apparent ;  but,  as  he  says  him- 
self, «  too  great  praise  is  a  bad  letter  of  re- 
commendation,»    and   truth  which  he  wor- 
shipped, demands  the  acknowledgment,  that 
its  sins  against  decorum  are  manifest. 


ft  ROBERT   RAGE.  I 87 

Ki      The  succeeding  works  of  Bage  were.  Bar- 
pi  ham  Dcnvns,  two  volumes,  published  1784  ; 
■  The   Fair   Syrian,    two  volumes,   published 
J  (about)  1 787  ;  James  Wallace,  three  volumes. 
J  published  1788;  Man  as  he  is,  four  volumes, 
i   published  1792;  ffermsprong,  or,  Man  as  he 
I    is  not,  three  volumes,  published  1 796.     It  is, 
:    perhaps,  without  a  parallel  in  the  annals  of 
literature,  that,  of  six  different  works,  com- 
prising   a    period   of  fifteen  years,   the  last 
should  be,  as  it  unquestionably  is,  the  best. 
Several  of  Bage's  novels  were  translated  into 
German,  and  published  at  Frankfort. 

Whoever  has  read  Hayley's  Life  of  Cow- 
per  will  not  be  sorry  that  an  author  should 
speak  for  'himself,  instead  of  his  biographer 
speaking  for  him :  on  this  principle  are  given 
some  extracts  from  the  letters  of  Robert  Bage 
to  his  friend  William  Hutton.  Hutton  pur- 
chased nearly  all  the  paper  which  Bage  made 
during  forty-five  years ;  and,  though  Bage's 
letters  were  letters  of  business,  they  were 
written  in  a  manner  peculiarly  his  own,  and 
friendship  was,  more  or  less,  interwoven  in 
them;  for  trade  did  not,  in  him,  extinguish 
or  contract  one  finer  feeling  of  the  soul. 
Bage,  in  his  ostensible  character  of  a  paper- 
maker,  says, — 

K  March  28,  1786. 
ft  I  swear  to  thee,  I  am  one  of  the  most  cau- 
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tious  men  in  the  world,  Avith  regard  to  the  ex- 
cise ;  I  constantly  interpret  against  myself  in 
doubtful  points;  and,  if  I  knew  a  place  where 
I  was  vulnerable,  I  would  arm  it  with  the  ar- 
mour of  Achilles.  X  have  already  armed  my- 
self all  over  with  the  armour  of  righteous- 
ness, but  that  signifies  nothing  with  our  peo- 
ple of  excise.)) 

K  August  1 5,  1787. 

(t  Oh  how  I  wish  thou  would' st  bend  all  thy 

powers  to  write  a  History  of  Excise — with 

cases — showing  the  injustice,  the  inequality 

of  clauses  in  acts,  and  the  eternal  direction 

every  new  one  takes  towards  the  oppression 

of  the  subject:  it  might  be  ttie  most  useful 

book  extant.  Of  whites  and  blues,  blue  demy 

only  can  come  into  thy  magazine,  and    that 

at  great  risk  of  contention  with  the  Lords 

of  the  Exchequer ;  for  I  know  not  whether  I 

have   understood  the   sense   of  people  who 

have    seldom   the  good   luck  to  understand 

themselves.     The  paper  sent  is  charged  at  the 

lowest  price  at  which  a  sober  paper-maker  can 

live  and  drink  small  beer.» 

« 
a  December  10,  1788. 

"Authors,  especially  when  they  have  ac- 
quired a  certain  degree  of  reputation,  should 
be  candid,  and  addicted  to  speak  good,  as 
well  as  evil,  of  poor  dumb  things.     The  rope 
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paper  is  too  thin,  I  own  ;  but  why  abuse  it 
from  the  crown  of  the  head  to  the  sole  of  the 
foot?  If  I  have  eyes,  it  has  many  good  qua- 
lities, and  I  hope  the  good  people  of  Birming- 
ham may  find  them*  out.  But  it  is  too  thin  — 
I  am  heartily  and  sincerely  concerned  for  it : 
but,  as  I  cannot  make  it  thicker,  all  I  can  do  is 
to  reduce  the  price.  Thou  proposest  three- 
pence a  ream — I  agree  to  it.  If  thou  really 
believest  sixpence  ought  to  be  abated,  do  it. 
Combine  together  the  qualities  of  justice  and 
mercy,  and  to  their  united  influence  I  leave 
thee.  9 

a  February  28,  1789. 

«  The  certainty  that  it  cannot  be  afforded 
at  the  stipulated  price,  makes  me  run  my 
rope  paper  too  thin.  Of  this  fault,  however, 
I  must  mend,  and  will  mend,  whether  thou 
can'st,  or  can'st  not  mend  my  price.  I  had  ra- 
th ef  lose  some  profit  than  sink  a  tolerable 
name  into  a  bad  one.» 

«  March  11,  1798. 

«  I  make  no  bill-of-parcels.  I  do  not  see 
why  I  should  give  myself  the  trouble  to  make 
thee  bills  of  parcels,  as  thou  can^st  make  them 
thyself;  arid,  more  especially,  when  it  is  pro- 
bable thou  wilt  make  them  more  to  my  liking 
than  the  issues  of  my  own  pen.  If  the  pa- 
per is  below  the  standard  so  far  as  to  oblige 
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thee  to  lower  the  price,  I  am  willing  to  assist 
in  bearing  the  loss.  If  the  quantity  overbui- 
thens  thee,  take  off  a  shilling  a  bundle— or 
take  off  two ;  for  thy  disposition  towai*ds  me— 
I  see  it  with  pleasure — is  kindly. »  I 

«  June  3o,  1795. 

«  Every  thing  looks  black  and  malignant 
upon  me.T-Men  clamouring  for  wages  ^hidi 
I  cannot  give — women  threatening  to  puB 
down  my  mill  —rags  raised  by  freight  andia- 
surance— excise  officers  depriving  me  of  pa- 
per !  Say,  if  thou  can'st,  whether  diese 
gentlemen  of  the  excise  office  can  seize  pa- 
per after  it  has  left  the  maker  s  possession  ?— 
after  it  has  been  marked  ? — stamped  ? — sign- 
ed with  the  officers  name? — Excise  duty 
paid? — Do  they  these  things? — Am  I  to  hang 
myself?)* 

«  June  6,  1 799. 

«  Thou  can'st  not  think  how  teazing  the 
excise  officers  are  about  colour.  They  had 
nearly  seized  a  quantity  of  common  cap  pa- 
per, because  it  was  whitened  by  the  frost. 
They  have  an  antipathy  to  any  thing  whiter 
than  sackcloth. » 

Bage  actually  had  paper  seized  by  the  ex- 
cise officers,  and  the  same  paper  liberated, 
seized  again,  and  again  liberated.  If  his  wis- 
dom and   integrity  have  been  manifested  in 
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the  foregoing  extracts,  the  ignorance  and  folly 
of  these  men,  or  of  their  masters,  must  be  oh* 
vious. 

A  few  extracts,  not  so  immediately  con- 
nected with  conduct  in  trade,  may  not  be  su- 
perfluous.— 

«  I  swear  by  Juno,  dear  William,  that  one 
man  cannot  be  more  desirous  of  dealing  with 
another  than  I  am  with  thee.  The  chain  that 
connects  us  cannot  be  snapped  asunder  without 
giying  me  pain  almost  to  torture.  Thou  art  not 
so  sure  of  having  found  the  place  where  Hen- 
ry the  Seventh  was  lost  as  thou  might^t  have 
been  of  finding  Elford  and  a  friend. » 

«  I  received  thy  pamphlet,^  and  am  not  sure 
whether  I  have  not  read  it  with  more  pleasure 
than  any  of  thy  former  works.  It  is  lively, 
and  the  reasoning  just.  Only  remember,  it 
is  sometimes  against  the  institutions  of  juries 
and  county  courts  that  thou  hast  directed  thy 
satire,  which,  I  think,  ought  to  be  confined 
to  the  abuses  of  them.  But  why  abusest  thou 
me  ?  Did'st  thou  not  know  of  Mount  Henneth^ 
and  Barham  Downs  before  publication  ?  Yea, 
thou  did'st;  I  think  thou  did'st  also  of  The  Fair 
Syrian.  Of  what,  then,  dost  thou  accuse  me  ? 
Be  just.  And  why  dost  thou  call  me  an  infi- 
del ?  Do  I  not  believe  in  every  thing  thou 
sayest  ?     And  am  I  not  impatient  for  thy  Der- 

'  Dissertation  on  Juries. 
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hy?  I  am  such  a  scoundrel  as  to  grumble  at 
paying  3o  per  cent,  ad  valorem^  which  I  really 
do,  and  more,  on  mv  boards,  as  if  one  could 
do  too  much  for  one's  king  and  country.  Bot 
I  shall  be  rewarded  when  thy  History  of  Der- 
by comes  forth. » 

«  Miss  Hulton  was  the  harbinger  of  peace 
and  good-will  from  the  reviewers.  I  knew 
she  had  taste  and  judgment ;  I  knew  also  that 
her  encomium  would  go  beyond  the  jost 
and  proper  bounds ;  but  I  also  beheved  she 
would  not  condescend  to  flatter  without  some 
foundation. » 

«  Eat  my  breakfast  quietly,  thou  varletl 
So  I  do  when  my  house  does  not  smoke,  or 
my  wife  scold,  or  the  newspapers  do  not 
tickle  me  into  an  irritation,  or  my  men  cla- 
mour for  another  increase  of  w^ages.  But  1 
must  get  my  bread  by  eating  as  little  of  it  as 
possible  ;  for  my  Lord  Pitt  will  want  all  I  can 
screw  of  overplus.  No  matter,  tenyears^  hence, 
perhaps,  I  shall  not  care  a  farthing. » 

«  Another  meeting  amongi  my  men !  Ano- 
ther (the  third)  raising  of  wages !  What  will 
all  this  end  in?  William  Pitt  seems  playing 
off  another  of  his  alarming  manoeuvres— 
Invasion — against  the  meeting  of  Parliament 


*  Bage  lived  eight  months  after  the  date  of  this  letter, 
which  was  written  Jan.  24?  1 80 1 . 
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to  scare  us  into  a  qaiit,  partiDg  with  our  mo- 
ney. » 

«  Tf  thou  hast  been  again  into  Wales,  and 
bast  not  expired  in  ecstacy,  I  hope  to  hear 
Prom  thee  soon.  In  the  interim,  and  always 
md  evermore,  lam  thine. » 

«  I  am  afraid  thy  straggling  mode  of  send- 
ing me  any  body's  bills,  and  every  body's  bills, 
will  subject  me  often  to  returned  ones.  But  I 
bave  received  good  av  thy  hands,  and  shall  I 
ttot  receive  evil?  Every  thing  in  this  finest, 
freest,  best,  of  all  possible  countries,  grows 
worse  and  worse,  and  why  not  thou?» 

(c  I  looked  for  the  anger  thou  talked'st  of  in 
thy  last,  but  could  not  find  it ;  and  for  what 
would'st  thou  have  been  angry,  if  thou 
could'st  ?  Turn  thy  wrath  from  me,  and  di- 
rect it  against  the  winds  and  the  fogs.  In 
future,  I  fear  it  will  be  directed  against  the 
collectors  of  dirty  rags  in  London  and  in 
Germany,  where  the  prices,  '  have  increas- 
ed, are  increasing,  and  ought  to  be  dimi- 
nished,' —  but  will  not  be  so,  because  we 
begin  the  century  by  not  doing  what  we  ought 
to  do.  What  we  shall  do  at  the  end  of  it  I 
neither  know  nor  care. » 

In  October,  1 800,  Bage  had  visited  Hutton 
at  Birmingham,  where  the  latter  still  passed 
the  hours  of  business,  and  had  taken  Bennett's 
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Hill  in  his  way  homS,  to  call  on  Catherine 
Hutton,  the  daughter  of  his  friend.  Both 
were  alarmed  at  the  alteration  in  Bage's  coun- 
tenance, which  exhibited  evident  symptoms 
of  declining  health.  They  believed  that  they 
should  see  Him  no  more  ;  and  he  was  proba- 
bly impressed  with  the  same  idea,  for,  on 
quitting  the  house  at  Birmingham,  he  cordial- 
ly shook  hands  with  Samuel  Hutton,  the  grand 
nephew  of  his  friend,  and,  said,  .«  Fare- 
well, my  dear  lad,  we  shall  meet  again  in 
heaven.  M 

At  home,  Bage  seems  to  have  indulged  the 
hope  of  another  meeting  in  the  present  world; 
for,  two  months  after  his  letter  of  January, 
he  says,  in  a  letter  to  Hutton,  «  Tell  Miss 
Hutton  that  I  have  thought  of  her  some  hun- 
dred times  since  I  saw  her  ;  insomuch  that  1 
feared  I  was  falling  in  love.  I  do  love  her 
as  much  as  a  man  seventy-three  years  of 
age,  and  married,  ought  to  love.  I  like  the 
idea  of  paying  her  a  visit,  and  will  try  to  make 
it  in  reality  some  time — but  not  yet. »  In  April 
he  was  scarcely  able  to  write  a  letter.  In  June 
he  was  again  incapable  of  attending  to  busi- 
ness ;  but  in  reply  to  his  friend,  who  had 
mentioned  paying  him  a  visit^  he  said,  « I 
should  have  been  glad  and  sorry,  dear  William, 
to  have  seen  thee  at  Tarn  worth. »  Oa  the  ist 
of  September,  1801,  he  died. 

Bage  had  quitted  Elford,  and,  during  the 
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last  eight  years  of  hi$  life  he  resided  at  Tam- 
worth,  where  he  ended  his  days.  His  wife 
survived  him,  but  is  since  dead.  He  had  three 
sons,  one  of  whom  died  as  he  was  approach- 
ing manhood,  to  the  severe  affliction  of  his 
father.  Charles,  the  eldest  son,  settled  at 
Shrewsbury,  where  he  was.  the  proprietor  of 
a  very  extensive  cotton  manufactory.  He 
died  in  1822,  at  the  age  of  70.  Edward,  the 
younger  son,  was  apprenticed  to  a  surgeon 
and  apothecary  at  Tamworth,  where  he  after- 
wards followed  his  profession.  He  died  many 
years  before  his  brother.  Both  possessed  a 
large  portion  of  their  father's  talents,  and 
equalled  him  in  integrity  and  moral  conduct. 

In  his  person,  Robert  Bage  was  rather  un- 
der the  middle  size,  and  rather  slender,  but 
well  proportioned.  His  complexion  was  fair 
and  ruddy ;  his  hair  light  and  curling ;  his 
countenance  intelligent,  yet  mild  and  placid. 
His  manners  were  courteous,  and  his  mind  was 
firm.  His  integrity,  his  honour,  his  devotion 
to  truth,  were  undeviating  and  incorruptible  ; 
his  humanity,  benevolence,  and  generosity, 
were  not  less  conspicuous  in  private  life,  than 
they  were  in  the  principal  characters  in  his 
works.  He  supplied  persons  he  never  saw 
with  money,  because  he  heard  they  were  in 
want.  He  kept  his  servants  and  his  horses 
to  old  age,  and  both  men  and  quadrupeds 
were  attached  to  him.      He  behaved  to  his 
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sons  with  the  unremitting,  affection  of  a  fa- 
ther ;  but,  as  they  grew  up,  he  treated  theiu 
as  men  and  equals,  and  allowed  themthatii)* 
dependence  of  mind  and  conduct  which  be 
claimed  for  himself. 

On  the  subject  of  servants,   Bage  says,  in 
The  'Fair  Syrian^   «  I  pity  those  unhappy  mas- 
ters, who,  with  unrelenting  gravity,  damp  tie 
effusions  of  a  friendly  heart,  lest  somethinj 
too  familiar  for  their  lordly  pride  should  issoe  I 
from  a  servant's  lip8.»     Of    a  parent  he  sen 
in  the  same  work,  «  Instead  of  the  iron  rodof 
parents,  he  used  only  the  authority  of  mild 
persuasion,  and  cultivated  the  affections  of 
his  children  by  social  intercourse,  and  unre- 
mitting tenderness.))    It  matters  not  into^vhat 
mouth  Robert  Bage   put    these    sentiments; 
they  were  his  own,  his  practice  was  conforma- 
ble to  them,  and  their  good  effects  were  visible 
on  all  around  him. 

The  following  comparison  between  Robert 
Bage  and  his  friend,  William  Button,  was 
written  by  Charles  Bage,  son  of  the  former, 
in  a  letter  to  Catherine  Hutton,  daughter  of 
the  latter,  October  6th,  1816. 

«  The  contrast  between  your  father  s  life 
and  mine  is  curious.  Both  were  distinguish- 
ed by  great  natural  talents  ;  both  were  mild, 
benevolent,  and  affectionate,  qualities  which 
were  impressed  on  their  countenances ;  both 
were  indignant  at  the  wantonness  of  pride  and 
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y^power ;  both  were  industrious,  aind  both  had 
^^a  strong  attachment  to  literature;   yet  with 
j^these  resemblances,  their  success  in  Kfe  was 
g^very  different ;  my  father  never  had  a  strong 
passion  for  wealth,  and  he  never  rose  into 
j^  opulence.      Your  father's  talents  were  conti- 
nually  excited    by  contact  with   *  the  busy 
haunts  of  men;'  my  father's  were  repressed 
l>y  a  long  residence  in  an  unfrequented  place, 
in  which  he  shunned  the  little  society  he  might 
_  baTe  had,   because  he  could  not  relish  the 
conversation  of  those  whose  minds  were  less 
-     cultivated  than  his  own.     In  time,  such  was 
the  effect  of  habit,  that,  although  when  young, 
he  was  lively  and  fond  of  company,  he  enjoyed 
^     nothing  but  his  book  and  pen,  and  a  pool 
at  quadrille  with  ladies.    He  seems,  almost  al- 
ways, to  have  been  fonder  of  the  company  of 
ladies  than  of  men. » 


After  this  satisfactory  account  of  Bage's  life 
and  character,  there  remains  nothing  for  the 
editor  but  to  offer  a  few  critical  remarks  upon 
his  compositions. 

The  general  object  of  Robert  Bage's  com- 
positions is  rather  to  exhibit  character,  than 
to  compose  a  narrative ;  rather  to  extend  and 
infuse  his  own  political  saxd  philosophical  opir- 
nions,  in  which  a  man  of  his  character  wa» 
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no  doubt  sincere,  than  merely  to  amuse  the 
reader  with  the  wonders,  or  melt  him  witl 
the  sorrows  of  a  fictitious  tale.  In  tliis  re- 
spect he  resembled  Voltaire  and  Diderot,  who 
made  their  most  formidable  assaults  onth 
system  of  religion  and  politics  which  theyas- 
sailed,  by  embodying  their  objections  in  popo 
lar  narratives.  Even  the  quaint,  facetioos, 
ironical  style  of  this  author  seems  to  be  copied 
from  the  lesser  political  romances  of  the 
French  school ;  and  if  Bage  falls  short  of  hi> 
prototypes  in  wit,  he  must  be  allowed  to  ei- 
hibit,  upon  several  occasions,  a  rich  and  truly 
EngHsh  vein  of  humour,  which  even  Voltaire 
does  not  possess. 

Respecting  the  tendency  and  motive  of  these 
works,  it  is  not  the  editor  s  purpose  to  sav 
much.     Bage  appears,  from  his  peculiar  style, 
to  have  been  educated  a  quaker,  and  he  has 
always  painted  the  individuals  of  that  primi- 
tive sect  of  Christians  in  amiable  colours,  when 
they  are   introduced  as  personages  into  his 
novels.     If  this  was  the  case,    however,  he 
appears  to  have  wandered  from  their  tenets 
into  the  wastes  of  scepticism ;  and  a  sectary, 
who  had  reasoned  himself  into  an  infidel,  could 
be  friend  iteither  to  the  church  of  England, 
nor  the  doctrines  which  she  teaches.    His  opi- 
nions of  state  affairs  were  perhaps  a  little  biassed 
by  the  frequent  visits  of  the  excisemen,  who 
levied  taxes  on  his  commodities,  for  the  pur- 
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pose  of  maintaining  a  war  which  he  disapproved 
of.  It  was  most  natural  that  a  pe)rson  who 
. !  considered  tax-gatherers  as  extortioners,  and 
»  the  soldiers,  who  were  paid  by  the  taxes,  as 
afa  licensed  murderers,  should  conceive  the  whole 
n  existing  state  of  human  affairs  to  be  wrong ; 
Sj  and  if  he  was  conscious  of  talent,  and  the 
E  power  of  composition,  he  might,  at  the  same 
;:  time,  naturally  fancy  that  he  was  called  upon 
to  put  it  to  rights.  No  opinion  was  so  pre- 
valent in  France,  and  none  passed  more  current 
among  the  admirers  of  French  philosophy  in 
Britain,  as  that  the  power  of  framing  govern- 
ments, and  of  administering  thejn,  ought  to 
remain  with  persons  of  literary  attainments ; 
or,  in  other  words,  that  those  who  can  most 
easily  and  readily  write  books,  are  therefore 
best  qualiHed  to  govern  states.  Whoever 
peruses  the  writings  of  the  late  ingenious 
Madame  de  Stael,  >vill  perceive  that  she  (one 
of  the  most  remarkable  women  certainly  in 
her  time)  lived  and  died  in  the  belief,  that 
revolutions  were  to  be  effected,  and  countries 
governed  by  a  proper  succession  of  clever 
pamphlets.  A  nation  which  has  long  enjoyed 
the  benefit  of  a  free  press,  does  not  furnish  so 
many  believers  in  the  omnipotence  of  literary 
talent.  Men  are  aware  that  every  case  may  be 
argued  on  both  sides,  and  seldom  render  their 
assent  to  any  proposition  merely  on  account 
of  the  skill  with  which  it  is  advocated  or  illus- 
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mere  i'oiioe  of'  ptacdcal  philpsophy  ?  Leteach 
reader  ask  his  own  bosbm,  vriietber  it  >vere 
possiMe  for  him  to  hold  an  unaltered  teaor 
of  moral  aad  viriooue  conduct,  did  he  sup 
pose  that  to  himself  alone  he  was  responsible 
AwA  tiiot  bis  own  reason^  a  judge  so  peculiar!) 
stubject  to  be  bribed,  blinded,,  and  ia^sed 
upon  by  ti$»  sophistry  with  which  the  bomaii 
mind  can  gloes  over  those  actions  to  which  ho- 
man  passions  so  strongly  impel  us,  was  the  ul- 
tiMMite  judge  of  his  actions  ?  det  each  reader 
ask  the  question  -at  hie  own  conscience,  and  if 
he  can  hoqestly'and  conscientiously  answer  io 
the  affirmative,  he  is  eidier  that  faultless inou- 
ster  which  the woiddsie versa w,  or  be  deceives 
himself  as  grossly  as  the  poor  devotee,  who, 
referring  his  course  of  conduct  to  the  action 
of  some  supposed  internal'  inspiration,  con- 
ceives himself,  upon  a  different  ground,  in- 
(.-apable  of  crime,  even  when  he  is  in  the  very 
act  of  committing  it. 

We  are  not  treating  this  subject  theologi- 
rally ;  the  nature  of  our  present  work  ex- 
cludes such  serious  reasoning :  but  we  would 
remind,  even  in  these  slight  sketches,  those 
who  stand  up  for  the  self-suffficient  morality 
of  modern  philosophy,  or  rather  sophistn*, 
that  the  experiment  has  long  since  been  tried 
on  a  large  scale.  Whatever  may  be  the  infe- 
riority of  the  ancients  in  physical  science,  it 
will  scarce  be  denied,. that  in  mcnral  science 
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the  higher  and  lower  classes  by  MrBage.  In 
mos^cases,  this  great  man  resembles  the  giant 
of  the  ancient  romance  of  chivalry,  whose 
evil  qualities  were  presumed  from  his  supe- 
rior stature,  and  who  was  to  be  tilted  at  and 
cut  to  pieces,  merely  because  he  stood  a  few 
inches .  higher  than  his  fellow  mortals.  But 
the  very  vices  and  foibles  of  the  higher  classes 
are  of  a  kind  different  from  what  Bage  has 
frequently  represented  them.  Men  of  rank, 
in  the  present  day,  are  too  indifferent,  and  too 
indolent,  to  indulge  any  of  the  stormy  pas- 
sions, and  irregular,  but  vehement  desires, 
which  create  the  petty  tyrant,  and  perhaps 
formerly  animated  the  feudal  oppressor.  Their 
general  fault  is  a  want  of  energy,  or,  to  speak 
more  accurately,  an  apathy,  which  is  scarcely 
disturbed  even  by  the  feverish  risks  to  which 
they  expose  their  fortune,  for  the  sole  purpose, 
so  far  as  can  be  discerned,  of  enjoying  some 
momentary  excitation.  Amongst  the  num- 
bers, both  of  rank  and  talent,  who  lie  strand- 
ed upon  the  shores  of  Spenser's  Lake  of  Idle- 
ness, are  many  who  only  want  sufficient  mo- 
tives for  exertion,  to  attract  at  once  esteem 
and  admiration  ;  and  amorfg  those,  whom  we 
rather  despise  than  pity,  a  selfish  apathy  is  the 
predominating  attribute. 

In  like  manner,  the  habits  of  the  lower 
classes  are  far  from  affording,  exclusively, 
that  rich  fruit  of  virtue  and  generosity,  which 
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Mr  Bage's  v^rriiings  would  teach  us  to  expect. 
On  the  contrary,  they  are  discontented^  not 
unnaturally,  with  the  hardships  of  their  situa- 
tion, occupied  too  often*  in  seizing  upon  the 
transient  enjoyments  \vhich  chance  throws  in 
their  way,  and  open  to  temptations  which 
promise  to  mend  their  condition  in  Ufe,  at 
least  to  extend  the  circle  of  their  pleasures  at 
the  expense  of  their  morals. 

Those,  therefore,  who  weigh  equally,  wiO 
be  disposed  to  think  that  the  state  of  society 
most  favourable  to  virtue,  will  be  FouikI 
amongst  those  who  neither  >vant  nor  abound. 
who  are  neither  sufficiently  raised  above  the 
necessity  of  labour  and  industry,  to  be  sadat* 
ed  by  the  ready  gratification  of  every  wild 
wish,  as  it  arises,  or  so  much  depressed  below 
the  general  scale  of  society,  as  to  be  exaspe 
rated  by  struggles  against  indigence,  or  se- 
duced by  the  violence  of  temptations  whid 
that  indigence  renders  it  difficult  to  resist. 

Though  we  have  thus  endeavoured  to  draw 
a  broad  line  of  distinction  between  the  vices 
proper  to  the  conditions  of  the  rich  and  the 
poor,  the  reader  must  be  cautious  to  under- 
stand these  words*  in  a  relative  sense.  For 
men  are  not  rich  or  poor  in  relation  to  the  ge- 
neral amount  of  their  means,  but  in  propor- 
tion to  their  wants  and  their  wishes.  He  v^ho 
can  adjust  his  expenses  within  the  limits  of 
bis  income,  how  small  soever  that  may  be, 
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must  escape  from  the  temptations  which  most 
easily  beset  indigence ;  and  the  rich  man, 
who  makes  it  his  business,  a^  it  is  his  duty,  to 
attend  to  the  proper  distribution  of  his 
wealth,  shall  be  equally  emancipated  from 
those  to  which  opulence  is  peculiarly  ob- 
noxious. 

This  misrepresentation  of  the  different 
classes  in  society  is  not  the  only  speculative 
error  in  which  Bage  has  indulged  during 
these  poetic  narratives.  There  is  in  his  novels 
a  dangerous  tendency  to  slacken  the  reins  of 
discipline  upon  a  point,  where,  perhaps,  of 
all  others,  society  must  be  btoefited  by  their 
curbing  restraint. 

Fielding,  Smollett,  and  other  novelists, 
have,  with  very  indifferent  taste,  brought  for- 
ward their  heroes  as  rakes  and  debauchees, 
and  treated  with  great  lightness  those  breaches 
of  morals,  which  are  too  commonly  considered 
as  venial  in  the  male  sex;  but  Bage  has  extend- 
ed, in  some  instances,  that  licence  to  females, 
and  seems  at  times  even  to  sport  with  the  ties 
of  marriage,  which  is  at  once  the  institution  of 
civil  society  most  favourable  to  religion  and 
good  order,  and  that  which,  in  its  consequences, 
forms  the  most  marked  distinction  between 
man  and  the  lower  animals.  All  the  influence 
which  women  enjoy  in  society, — their  right  to 
the  exercise  of  that  maternal  care  which  forms 
the  first  and  most  indelible  species  of  edu- 
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cation;  the  wholesome  and  mitigating  restraint 
which  they  possess  over  the  passions  of  man- 
kind ;    their  power  of    protecting   us  vrha 
youn{;,  and  cheering  us  when  old,— depend 
so  entirely  upon  their  personal  purity,  and  die 
charm  which  it  casts  around  them,  that  to  in- 
sinuate a  doubt  of  its  real  value,  is  wilfully  to 
remove  the  broadest  corner-stone  on  whid 
civil  society  rests, with  all  its  benefits,  andwitb 
all  its  comforts.     It  is  true,  we  can  easily  con- 
ceive that  a  female  like  Miss  Ross,  in  Barim 
DownSy  may  fall  under  the  arts  of  a  seducer, 
under  circumstances  so  peculiar  as    to  excite 
great  compassion,  nor  are  we  so  rigid  as  to  say 
that  such  a  person  may  not  be  restored  to  so- 
ciety, when  her  subsequent  conduct  shall  bare 
effaced  recollection  of    her  error.      But  she 
must  return  thither  as  an  humble  penitent, 
and  has  no  title  to  sue  out  her  pardon  as  a 
matter  of  right,  and  assume  a  place  as  if  she 
had  never    fallen    from   her  proper  sphere. 
Her  disgrace    must    not  be    considered  as  a 
trivial  stain,  which    may   be    communicated 
by  a  husband,  as  an  exceeding  good  jest,  to 
his   friend  and  correspondent ;    there  must 
be,   not  penitence    and    reformation  alone, 
but   humiliation  and  abasement,    in    the  re- 
collection of  her  errors.     This  the  laws  of 
society  demand  even  from  the  unfortunate; 
and  to  compromise  farther,  would  open  a  door 
to  the  most  unbounded  licentiousness.    Witb 
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this  fault  in  principle  is  connected  an  indeli- 
cacy of  expression  frequently  occurring  in 
Bage's  novels,  but  which,  though  a  gross  error 
in  point  of  taste,  we  consider  as  a  matter  of 
much  less  consequence  than  the  former. 

Having  adverted  to  this  prominent  error  in 
Mr  Bage's  theory  of  morals,  we  are  compelled 
to  remark  that  his  ideas  respecting  the  male 
sex  are  not  less  inaccurate,  considered  as  rules 
of  mental  government,  than  the  overindul- 
gence with  which  he  seems  to  regard  female 
frailty.  Hermsprong,  whom  he  produces  as 
the  ideal  perfection  of  humanity,  is  paraded  as 
a  man,  who,  freed  from  all  the  nurse  and  all 
the  priest  has  taught,  steps  forward  on  his 
path,  without  any  religious  or  political  re- 
straint, as  one  who  derives  his  own  rules  of 
conduct  from  his  own  breast,  and  avoids  or 
resists  all  temptations  of  evil  passions,  be- 
cause his  reason  teaches  him  that  they  are  at- 
tended with  evil  consequences.  In  the  ex- 
pressive words  of  our  moral  poet,  Words- 
worth, he  is 


/ 


I     »•' 


«  A  reasoning,  self-sufticient  thing,  .  )/ 


An  intellectual  all-in-all. » 


But  did  such  a  man  ever  exist  ?  Or  are  we, 
in  the  fair  construction  ctf  humanity,  with  all 
its  temptations,  its  passions,  and  its  frailties, 
entitled  to  expect  such  perfection  from  the 
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solute  authority ;  and  that  whether  the  devil 
Hies  away  with  Punch,  or  Punch  strangles  the 
devil,  forms  no  real  argument  as  to  the  com- 
parative power  of  either  one  or  other,  but 
only  indicates  the  special  pleasure  of  the  mas- 
ter of  the  motion. 


RICHARD  CUMBERLAND. 


This  author,  distingaisfaedin  the  i8th  century, 
survived  till  the  present  was  considerably  ad- 
vanced, interesting  to  the  public,  as  well  as  to 
private  society,  not  only  on  account  of  his 
own  claims  to  distinction,  but  as  the  last  of 
that  constellation  of  genius  which  the  pre- 
dominating spirit  of  Johnson  had  assembled 
about  hin»,  and  in  which  he  presided  a  stem 
Aristarchus.  Cumberland's  character  and  writ- 
ings are  associated  with  those  of  Goldsmith, 
of  Burke,  of  Percy,  of  Reynolds,  names  which 
sound  in  our  ears  as  those  of  English  Classics. 
He  was  his  own  biographer;  and  from  his 
own  Memoirs  we  are  enabled  !to  trace  a  brief 
sketch  of  his  life  and  labours,  as  also  of  his 
temper  and  character;  on  which  latter  subjects 
we  have  the  evidence  of  contemporaries,  and 
perhaps,  some  recollections  of  our  own. 
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Richard  Cumberlaiid  boasted  himself,  widi 
honest  pride,  the  descendant  of  parents  re- 
spectable for  their  station,  eminent  in  learning, 
and  no  less  for  worth  and  piety.  The  cde- 
brated  Richard  Bentley  vras  his  maternal 
{grandfather,  a  name  dreaded  as  well  as  re- 
spected in  literature,  and  which  his  descend- 
ant, on  several  occasions,  protected  with  filiil 
respect  aigainst  those  who  cxmtinaed  over  lu« 
grave  the  insults  which  he  had  received  fipom 
the  wits  of  Queen  Anne's  reign.  This  emi- 
nent scholar  had  one  son,  the  well-known  au- 
thor of  The  Wishes^  and  two  daughters.  Tbe 
second,  JoaBBa^.the  Phoebe  of  Byrom^s  pasto- 
ral, married  Denison  Giunberkind,  son  of  as 
arch-deacon,  and  grandson  of  BicliardC(» 
berland,  bishop  of  Peterborough.  Tboo^ 
possessed  of  some  indepeodence,  h«  becaine 
rector  of  Stanwick,  at  the  iostunce  of  bis  fa- 
ther-in-law^ Dr  Bentky,  and  in  oours^of  \imt. 
bishop  of  Gofifert,  and  was  afterwards  liw* 
Jated  to  the  see  of  Kilmore. 

Richard  Cumberland,  tbe  9«ibjeet  of  iIm 
menK)ir,  wae  the  second  t^hild  of  this  Hiarriage, 
the  eldest  being  Joanna^  a  daughter*  He  wis 
born  on  the  igth  of  February^,  lyJa  ;  and,  w 
he  naturally  delights  to  record  with  precision} 
in  an  apartment  called  the  judgt's'  chamber^  of 
the  master  s  lodge  of  Trinity  College^  than  oo 
cupied  by  his  celebrated  maternal  grandfticbcr 
— inter  sylvas  academi.      With;  equal  minnW' 
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ness  the  grandson  of  the  learned  Bentley  goes 
through  the  course  of  his  earlier  studies^  and 
registers  his  progress  under  Kinsman  of  St 
Edmondsbury,  afterwards  at  Westminster, 
and  finally  at  Cambridge ;  in  all  wMch  semi- 
naries of  classical  erudition,  he*  highly  discin- 
gui^ed  himself.  At  college,  he  endangered 
his  health  by  the  severity'  with  which  he  fol- 
lowed his  studies,  obtained  his  bachelor's  de- 
gree with  honour,  and  passed  with  triumph 
a  peculiarly  difficult  examination ;  the  result 
of  which  was  his  being  elected  to  a  fellows- 
ship. 

Amid  his  classical  pursuits,  the  cnltivation 
of  English  letters  was  noti>eglected,and  Cum- 
berland became  the  author  of  many  poems  of 
considerable  merit.  It  may  be  observed,  how- 
ever, that  he  seldom  seems  to  have  struck  out 
an  original  path  for  himself,  but  rather  wrote 
because  others  had  written  successfolly,  and 
in  the  manner  of  which  thcfy  had  set  an  exam- 
ple, than  from  the  strong  impulse  of  that  in- 
ward fire,  which  makes  or  forces  a  way  for  its 
own  coruscations,  without  respect  to  the  paths 
of  others.  Thus  Cumberland  wrote  an  elegy 
in  a  church-yard  on  Saint  Mark's  Eve,  because 
Gray  had  written  an  elegy  in  a  country  church- 
yard. He  wrote  a  drama  on  the  subject  of 
Elfrida,  and  with  a  chorus,  in  imitation  of 
Mason ;  he  imitated  Hammond,  and  he  imi- 
tated Spenser,  and  seems  to  display  a  mind 
full   of  information  and  activity,  abounding 
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with  the  natural  desire  of  distinction,  bat 
which  had  not  yet  attaine'd  sufficient  confi- 
dence in  its  own  resources,  a  feult  from 
\%hich  none  of  his  compositions  are  perhaps 
entirely  free. 

Mr  Gumbefland's  original  destiny  was  to 
have  walked  the  respectable  and  retired  patli 
by  which  his  ancestors  had  ascended  to  churd 
dignity  ;  and  there  is  every  reason  to  beliere 
that,  as  he  was  their  equal  in  worth  and 
learning,  his  success  in  Kfe  might  have  bees 
the  same  as  theirs.  But  a  temptation,  difficnh 
to  be  resisted,  turned  him  from  the  study  of 
divinity  to  that  of  politics. 

The  Rev.  Mr  Cumberland,    fieither  oi  the 
poet,  had  it  in  his  power  to  render  some  im- 
portant services  to  the  Marquis  of   Halifax, 
then  distinguished  as  a  public  character;  and 
in  recompense  or  acknowledgement  of  this, 
young  Richard  was  withdrawn  firom  the  groves 
of  Cam,  and  the  tranquil  pursuit  of  a  learned 
profession,  to  attend  the  noble  lord  in  the  ad- 
vantageous and  confidential  situation  of  pri- 
vate secretary.     Amidst  much  circumlocution 
and  moral  reflection,  which  Cumberland  be- 
stows on  this  promotion  and  change  of  pn^ 
suit,  the  reader  may  fairly  infer,  that  though 
he  discharged  with  regularity  the    ostensible 
duties  of  his  office,  it  was  not  suited  to  him; 
nor  did  he  give  the  full  satisfaction  which  per 
haps  he  might  have  done,  had  a  raw  academi- 
cian, his  head  fiill,  as  he  says,  of  Greek  and 


CUMBERLAND.  2 1  J 

Latin,  and  Utde  acquainted  with  the  affairs  of 
the  existing  world,  been  in  the  first  place  in- 
troduced for  a  time  to  busy  life  as  a  spectator, 
ere  called  to  take  an  active  part  in  it  as  a 
duty.  His  situation,  however,  introduced 
him  to  the  best  society,  and  insured  liberal  fa- 
vour and  patronage  (so  far  as  praise  and  recom- 
mendation went),  to  the  efforts  of  his  muse. 
In  particular,  his  connection  with  Lord  Hali- 
fax introduced  our  author  to  JBubb  Dodding- 
ton,  afterwards  Lord  Melcombe,  of  Diary  me- 
mory, who  affected  the  character  of  Meoaenas, 
and  was  in  reality  an  accomplished  man. 

It  was  under  the  joint  auspices  of  horda 
Halifax  and  Melcombe,  that  Cumberland  exe- 
cuted what  he  has  entitled  his  first  legitimate 
drama,  The  Banishment  of  Ciceroh-r^n  unhappy 
subject,  which  is  not  redeemed  by  much  pow- 
erful writing.  This  (tragedy  was  recommend- 
ed to  Garrick  by  the  two  noble  patrons  of 
Cumberland  ;  but  in  despite  of  his  deference 
for  great  names  and  high  authorities,\he  mana- 
ger would  not  venture  on  so  unpromising  a 
subject  of  representatidn.  The  Banishment 
of  Cicero  was  published  by  the  author,  who 
frankly  admits,  that  in  doing  so  he  printed 
Grarrick's  vindication. 

.  About  this  time,  as  an  earnest  of  future 
favours,  Cumberland  obtained,  through  the 
influence  of  Lord  Hahfax,  the  office  of  Crown- 
Agent  for  the  province  of  Nova  Scotia,  and 
conceived  his  fortune  sufficiently  advanced  vw 
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the  world,  to  settle  himself  by  marriage.  In 
1759,  therefore,  he  united  himself  to  £lia- 
beth,  only  daughter  of  George  Ridge,  of  £il- 
mertOD,  by  Miss  Brooke,  a  niece  of  Cumber* 
laud's  grandfather,  Bentley.  Mrs  CumbeilaiMl 
was  accomplished  and  beautiful,  and  theptili 
of  promotion  appeared  to  brighten  before  die 
happy  bridegroom. 

Lord.  Bute's  star  was  now  rising  fast  in  the 
political  horizon,   and  both  the  Marqois  of 
Halifax  and  the  versatile  Bubb    Doddingtoii 
had  determined  to  worship  the  infiueuce  of 
this  short-lived  luminary.    The  latter  obtained 
a  British  Peerage,  a    barren   honour,  ^vhicli 
only  entitled  him  to  walk  in  the  processioDit 
the  coronation,  and  the  former  had  the  Lies- 
tenancy  of  Ireland.     The  celebrated  Single 
Speech  Hamilton,  held  the  post  of  Chief  S^ 
cretary  to  the    Lord  Lieutenant,  while  Cmi' 
berland,  not  to  his  perfect  content,  was  ob- 
liged to  confine  himself  to  the  secondary  de- 
partment *of  Ulster  Secretary.       There  was 
wisdom,  perhaps,  in  the  selection,  though  it 
would  have  been  uiA*easonable  to  expect  the 
disappointed  private  secretary  to  concur  in 
that  opinion.     No  one  ever  doubted  the  acute 
political    and    practical    talents    of    William 
Gerard    Hamilton,    while    Cumberland  pos- 
sessed,   perhaps,   too  much  of    the  poetical 
temperament  to  rival  him  as  a  man  of  busi- 
ness.    A  vivid  imagination,  eager  on  its  own 
schemes,  and  unapt  to  be  stirred  by  matter  of 
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■  duller  import ;  a  sanguine  temper,  to  which 
i  hopes  too  often  seem  as  certainties,  joined  to 
f  a  certain  portion  both.-  of  self^pinion,  and 
self-will,  although  they  are  delightful,  consi- 
dered as  the  attributes  of  am  intimate  friend, 
are  inconvenient  ingredients  in  the  character 
of  a  dependant,  whose  duty  lies  in  the  paths 
ef  ordinary  business. 

.  Cumberland,  horwe^jev,  vendered  his  prin- 
cipal some  effectual  service,  even  in  the  most 
worldly  application  of  the  phrase-*-he  disco- 
V4$red  a  number  of  lapsed  patents,  the  re- 
newal of  which^  the  Lord  Lieutenant  found  a 
convenient  fund  of  influence.  But  the  Ulster 
Secretary-  had  no  other  reward  than  the  empty 
offer  of  a  baronetcy,  which  he  wisely  declin- 
ed. He  was  gratified,,  however,  though  less 
directly,  by  the  promotion  of  his  father  to  the 
see  of  Clonfert  in  Ireland.  The  new  prelate 
shifted  his  residence  to  that  kingdom,  where 
has  son,  with  pious  ^l^Y?  spent  some  consi- 
derable .part  of  every  year  in  attendance  on 
him  dtiring  his  life. 

Lord  llalifiaix,  on  his  return  to  Eng^bnd,  ob- 
tained the  Seals  of  Secretary  of  State,  and 
Cumberland^  a  candidate  foe  the  office  of  Un- 
der Secretary,  received  the  cold  answer  from 
his  patnon,  that  «  he  was  not  fit  iorever]^^  si- 
tuation;*, a  reason  scarce  rendered  more  pa- 
latable by  the  special  addition,  that  he  did 
not  possess  the  necessary  fluency  in  the  French 
tongue.     Sedgewick,  the  successful  icompeti- 
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tor,  vacated  a  situation  at  the  Board  of  Trade, 
called  Clerk  of  Reports,  and  Cumberland  be- 
came deisirous  to  bold  it  in  his  room,  is 
tbis  was  in  tbe  gift  of  Lord  Hillsborough,  the 
proposal  to  appl^for  it  was  in  a  manner whli- 
drawing  from  tbe  patronage  of  Lord  Halite, 
wbo  seems  to  bave  considered  it  as  sucb,  ao^ 
there  ensued  some  coldness  betwixt  theMinis^ 
ter  and  bis  late  Private  Secretary.  On  lookio; 
at  tbese  events,  we  can  see  that  Cumberland 
was  probably  no  good  man  of  business,  as  its 
called,  certainly  no  good  courtier;  for, hold- 
ing such  a  confidential  situation  with  Lord 
Halifax^  be  must  otherwise  have  rendered 
himself  either. too  useful,  or  too  agreeable, K) 
be  easily  parted  vnth. 

An  attempt  of  Cumberland's  to  fill  ap  the 
poetical  part  of  an  English  opera,  incurred 
the  jealousy  of  Bickerstaff,  the  author  of  Zovc 
in  a  FtllagCy  then  iu  possession  of  that  depart- 
ment of  dramatic  composition.     The  piece, 
called  The  Summers  Tcde^  succeeded  in  sucb 
jA  degree,  as  induced  the  rival  writer  to  vent 
his  indignation   in  every   species   of  abuse 
against  the  author  and  the  dramas     In  a  mndi 
better    spirit,  Cumberland    ascribed    Bicker- 
staff's  hostility  to  an  anxious  apprehension  for 
his  interest,  and  generously  intimated  his  in- 
tention to  interfere  no  farther  with  him  as  a 
writer  of  operas.  The  dispute  led  to  important 
consequences ;  for  Smith,  well  known  by  thede- 
served  appellation  of  Gendeman  Smith,  then 
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oS  GoYtm  GarddD,  turned  the  author's  drama- 
tic genius  into  a  better  channel,  by  strongly 
recommending  to  him  to  attempt  the  legiti^ 
mete  drama^.  B^  this  enflodrageaMiit,  Mr 
Comberland  was  induced  to  commence  bis 
dramatic  career^  which  lie  often  pursned^widi 
success,  and  almost  alwa3f8  with  such  indefa- 
tigable industry,  as  has  no  parallel  in  our  thea- 
trical history. 

The  Brothers  was  the  first  fruit  vf  this  am- 
ple harvest.  It  was  received  v^ith  applause, 
and  is  still  on  the  stock-list  of  acting  plays. 
The  sudden  assumption  of  spirit  by  Sir  Ben- 
jamin Dove,  like  Luke's  change  from  servility 
to  insolence,  is  one  of  those  incidents  which 
always  tell  well  upon  the  spectator.  The  au- 
thor acknowledges  his  obligation^  to  Fletcher's 
Little  Frenth  Lawyer ^  but  the  comedy  is 
brought  to  bear  on  a  point  so  different,  that 
little  i&  in  this  instance  detracted  from  its 
merit. 

But  the  West  Indian^  which  succeeded  in 
the  following  year,  rais^  its  author  much 
higher  in  tber  class  of  dramatic  writers  of  the 
period,  and — ^had  Sheridan  not  been — must 
have  placed  Cumberland;  decidedly  at  the  head 
of  the  list;  It  is  a  classical  comedy ;  the  dia- 
logue ispirited  and  elegant;  the  characters  well 
concaved,  and  presenting  bold  features, 
though  still  within  the  line  of  probability ;  and 
the  plot  regularly  conducted,  and  happily  ex: 

10. 
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tricated.  The  character  of  Major  O'Elahertf, 
which  those  who  have  seen  it  represented  by 
Irish  Johnstone,  will  always  consider  as  one 
of  the  most  efficient  in  the  British  Drama,  may 
have  had  the  additional  merit  of  suggestn; 
that  of  Sir  Lucius  OTrigger  ;  but  the  latter 
is  a  companion,  not  a  copy,  of  CumberlaDd's 
portrait. 

Garrick,  reconcilec}  with  the  author  by  a 
happy  touch  of  praise,  in  the  prologue  to  the 
Brothers^  contributed  an  epilogue,  and  Tom 
King  supported  the  character  of  Belcoor, 
with  that  elastic  energy,  which  gave  reality 
to  all  the  freaks  of  a  child  of  the  sun,  whose 
benevolence  seems  as  instinctive  as  his  pas- 
sions. 

The  Fashionable  Lover  ^  which  followed  the 
West  Indian,  was  an  addition  to  Cumberland's 
reputation.     There  was  the  same  elegaace  of 
dialogue,  but  much  less  of  the  vis  comica.  The 
scenes  hang  heavy  on  the  stage,  and  the  cha- 
racter of  Colin  M'Leod,  the   honest  Scotch 
servant,  not  being  drawn  from  nature,  has  lit- 
tle, excepting  tameness,  to  distinguish  it  from 
the  Gibbies  and  Sawneys  which  had  hitherto 
possession  of  the  stage,  as  the  popular  repre- 
sentatives of  the  Scottish  nation.     The  audior 
himself  is,  doubtless,  of  a  different  opinion, 
and  labours  hard    to   place    his    Fashionalik 
Lovers  by    the    side  of   the  West  Indianj  in 
point  of  merit;  but  the  critic  cannot  avoid  as- 
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4  senting  to  the  judgment  of  the  audience.  The 

^  Cholerick  Man  was  next  acted,  and  was  well  re* 

0  ceiyed,   though  now   forgotten  ;    and    other 

^  dramatic  sketches,  of  minor  importance,  were 

^.   giy en  by  Cumberland  to  the  public,  before  the 

f    production  of  his  Battle  of  Hastings^  a  tragedy, 

2    in  which  the  language,    often  uncommonly 

striking,  has  more  merit  than  the  characters  or 

the  plot.      The  latter  has  the    inconvenient 

feult  of  being  inconsistent  with  history,  which 

at  once  affords  a  hold  to  every  critic  of  the 

most  ordinary  degree  of  information.     It  was 

successful,  however,  Henderson  performing 

the    principal    character.     Bickerstaff  being 

off  the  stage,  our  author  also  wrote  Calypso^ 

and  another  opera,  with  the  view  of  serving  a 

meritorious  young  composer,  named  Butler. 

Neither  did  these  dramatic  labours  entirely 
occupy  his  time.  He  found  leisure  to  defend 
the  memory  of  his  grandfather,  Bentley,  in  a 
controversy  with  Lowth,  and  to  plead  the 
cause  of  the  unhappy  Daniel  Perrean,  over 
whose  fate  hangs  a  veil  so  mysterious,  by 
drawing  up  his  address  to  the  jury. 

The  satisfaction  which  the  author  must 
have  derived  from  the  success  of  his  various 
dramatic  labours,  seems  to  have  been  in  some 
degree  embittered  by  the  criticisms  to  which 
all  authors,  but  especially  those  who' write  for 
the  theatre,  are  exposed.  He  acknowledges 
that  he  gave  too  much  attention  to  the  calum- 
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nies  and  abuse  of  the  public  press,  and  tells  us, 
that  GarridL  used  to  call  him  the  man.vridiout 
a  skin.  Unquestionably,  toughness  of  hide  is 
necessary  on  such  occasions  ;  bnt,  on  tke 
whole,  it  will  be  found  that  they  who  giie 
least. attention  to  such  poisoned  arre^vs,  a- 
perience  least  pain  from  their  venom. 

There  was,  indeed,  in  Cumberland's  situa- 
tion,,enough  to. console  him  for  greatermorti- 
fications,  than  malevolent  criticism  ought  to 
have  had  power  to  infiUct.  He  'waa  happy  ii 
his  fafnily,  consisting  of  four  sons  and  two 
daughters.  All  the  former  entered  the  king's 
service;  the  first  and  third  as  soldiers,  tk 
second/^U  fourth  in  the  navy.  Besides  these 
domestic  jllessings,  Cumberland  stood  in  the 
fir$t  ra^s  of  literature^  and,  as  a  matter  of 
courle,  in  the  first  ranks  in  soeiety,  to  whicK 
in  £ngland,  literature  is  a  ready  passport.  His 
habits  and  manners  qualified  him  for  enjoying 
this  distinguished  situation,  and  his  fortune, 
including  the  profits  of  his  office,  and  his 
literarY  revenues,  seem  not  to  have  been  in- 
adequate to  his  maMitaining  his  ground.  It 
was  shortly  after  improved  by  Lord  George 
Germain,  afterwards  Lord  Sackville,.  who 
promoted  him  in  the .  handsomest  manner  to 
the  situation  of  Secretary  to  the  Board  of 
Trade,  at  which  he  had  hitherto  held  a  sub- 
ordinate situation.  A  distant  relation  also, 
Decimals  Reynolds,  constituted  Mr  Cumber* 
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'  land  heir  to  a  considerable  property;  and 
'  placed  his  Avill  in  the  hands  of  his  intended 
successor,  in  order  that  he .  might  not  be 
tetnpted  to  ^ter  it  at  ii  fntureperiod.  Cumber^ 
land  was  too  honourably  minded  to  accept  of 
it,  othterwise  than  as  a  deposit  to  be  called  back 
at  the  testator  s  pleasure.  Afta:*  the  course  of 
several  years^  Mr  Reynolds  resumed  it  accord- 
ingly. Another  remarkable  disappointment 
had  in  the  meanwhile  befallen,  which,  while 
it  closed  his  farther  progress  tn  political  life, 
gave  a  blow  to  bis  private  fortune,  which  it 
never  seems  to  have  recovered,  and,  in  the 
author's  own  words,  «  very  strongly  contrasted 
and  changed  the  complexion  of  his  Latter  days. 
f]x>m  that  of  the  preceding  ones.* 

In  the  year  1 780,  hopes  were  entertained  of 
detaching  Spain  from  the  hostile  confederacy 
by  which  Great  Britain  was  all  but  ovenvhelm- 
ed.  That  kingdom  could  not  but  dread  the 
example  held  out  by  the  North  Americans  to 
their  own  colonies.  It  was  supposed  possible 
to  open  a  negotiation' with  the  minister,  Florida 
BlaDea,and  Richard  Cumberland  was  the  agent 
privately  entrusted  with  conducting  this  fK)]!^ 
tical  intrigue.'  He  was  to  proceed  in  a  frigate 
to  Lisbon,  under  pretence  of  a  voyage  for 
health  or  pleasure;  and  either  to  go  on  to 
Madrid,  or  to  'return  to  Britain,  as  he  should 
be  advised,  after  commiwicating  with  the  Abbe 
HiiRsey,  Chaplain  to  his  Catholic  Majesty,  the 
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secret  agent  in  this  important  affair.  Mrs 
Cumberland  and  her  xlati|;faters  accompanied 
him  on  this  expedition.  On  the  voyage,  the 
envoy  had  an  opportunity,  precious  to  an 
author  and  dramatist,  of  seeing  British  coarage 
displayed  on  its  own  proper  element,  by  an 
action  betwixt  theMilford  and  a  French  frigate, 
in  which  the  latter  was  captured.  He  cek- 
brated  this  action  in  a  very  spirited  sea-soog, 
which  we  remember  popular  some  years  after- 
wards. 

There  was  one  point  of  the  utmost  conse- 
quence in  the  proposed  treaty,'  which  al^ys 
has  been  so  in  negotiations  v^ith  Spain,  and 
which  will  again  be  so  whenever  she  shall 
regain  her  place  in  the  European  republic. 
This  point  respects  Gibraltar.     There  is  litde 
doubt  that  the  temptation  of  recoveriug  this 
important  fortress  was  the  bait  which  drew 
the  Spanish  nation  into  the  American  war;  and 
could  this  point  have  been  ceded,  the  Family 
Compact  would  not  have  opposed  any  insar- 
mountable  obstacle  to  a  separate  peace  widi 
England.  But  the  hearts  of  the  English  people 
were  as  unalterably  fixed  on  retaining  diis 
badge  of  conquest  as  that  of  Spain  upon  re- 
gaining it;  and  in  truth  its  surrender  must 
have  been  generally  regarded,  at  home  and 
abroad,  as  a  dereliction  of  national  hononr, 
and  a  confession  of  national  weakness.     Mr 
Cumberland  was  therefore  instructed  not  to 
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proceed  to  Madrid,  until  he  should  learn  from 
the  Abb^  Hussey  whether  the  cession  of  this 
important  fortress  was,  or  was  not,  to  be  made, 
on  the  part  of  Spain,  the  basis  of  the  proposed 
negotiation.  In  the  former  event,  the  secret 
envoy  of  England  was  not  to  advance  to 
Madrid;  but,  on  the  contrary,  to  return  to 
Britain.  It  was  to  ascertain  this  point  that 
Hussey  went  to  Madrid;  but  unhappily  his 
letters  to  Cumberland,  while  they  encouraged 
him  to  try  the  event  of  a  negotiation,  gave  him 
no  assurances  whatever  upon  the  point  by 
which  his  motions  were  to  be  regulated.  Wal- 
pole,  the  British  minister  at  Lisbon,  seems  to 
have  seen  through  the  abba's  duplicity,  who  was 
desirous,  perhaps  on  his  own  account,  that  the 
negotiation  should  not  be  broken  off ;  and  he 
advised  Cumberland  to  conform  implicitly  to 
his  instructions,  and  either  return  home,  or  at 
least  not  to  leave  Lisbon  without  fresh  orders 
from  England.  Unluckily,  Mr  Cumberland 
had  adopted  the  idea  that  delay  would  be 
fatal  to  the  success  of  the  treaty,  and,  sanguine 
respecting  the  peaceful  dispositions  of  the 
Spanish  ministry,  and  confident  in  the  inte- 
grity of  Hussey,  he  resolved  to  proceed  to 
Madrid  upon  his  own  responsibility — a  teme- 
rity against  which  the  event  ought  to  warn  all 
political  agents. 

The  following  paragraph  of  a  letter  to  Lord 
Hillsborough,  shows  Mr  Cumberland's  sense 
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of  the  risk  which  he  thought  it  ht8  duty  to 
inair : — 

« I  am  settsible  I  have  taken  a  step  which 
exposes  me  to  censure  upon  failure  of  success, 
unless  the  reasons  on  which  I  have  aotedbe 
weighed  with  candour,  and  even  with  tndul- 
(*ence.  In  the  decision  I  have  taken  for  enter- 
ing Spain,  I  have  had  no  other  object  butt  to 
keep  ahve  a  treaty  to  which  any  backwardnees 
or  evasion  on  my  part  would^  I  am  persuaded, 
be  immediate  extinction.  1  know  where  my 
danger  lies.;  but  as  my  endeavours  for  the 
public  service,  and  the  honour  of.  your  ad- 
ministration, are  sincere,  I  have  no  doubt  that 
1  shall  obtain  your  protection. » 

From  this  quotation,  to  which  others  night 
be  added,  it  is  evident  that,  eveti  in  Canbw- 
land's  own  eyes,  nothing  but  his  success  could 
entirely  vindicate  him  from  the  charge  of  offi- 
cious temerity;  and  the  events  which  were  in 
the  mean  time  occurring  iti  London,  removed 
this  chance  to  an  incalculable  distance.  When 
he  arrived  at  Madrid,  he  found  Florida  Blanca 
in  full  possession  of  the  whole  history  of  the 
mob  termed  Lord  George  Goi^don's,.  and,  like 
foreigners  on  all  such  occasions,  bent  to  per- 
ceive in  the  explosion  of  a  popular  tumult  the 
downfall  of  the  British  monarchy  and  minis- 
try. '     A  negotiation,  of  a  delicate  nature  at 

'  Memoirs,  vol.  ii.  p.  i8. 
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any  rate,  and  opened  under  such  auspices, 
could  hardly  be  expected  to  prosper,  although 
Mr  Cumberland  did  his  best  to  keep  it  alive. 
Under  a  reluctant  permission  of  the  British 
ministry,  rather  extorted  than  granted,  the 
envoy  resided  about  twelve  months  in  Madrid, 
trying  earnestly  to  knit  the  bonds  of  amity 
between   ministers,   who  seem  to  have  had 
little  serious  hope  or  intention  of  pacification, 
until  at  length  Cumberland's  return  was  com- 
manded in  express  terms,  on  the  i8th  Jandary, 
1781 .     This  was  upon  the  very  ground  of  the 
cession  of  Gibraltar.     According  to  Cumber* 
land,  the  Spaniards  only  wanted  to  talk  on  this 
subject;  and  if  he  had  been  permitted  to  have 
given  accommodation  in  a  matter  of  mere 
punctilio,  the  object  of  a  separate  treaty  might 
have  been  accomplished.     To  this  sanguine 
statement  we  can  give  no  credit.     Spain  was 
at  this  very  moment  employed   in   actively 
combining  the  whole  strength  of  her  kingdom 
for  the  recovery  of  this  fortress,  with  which 
she  naturally  esteemed  her  national  honour 
pecuUarly  connected.     She  was  bribed  by  the 
promise    of  the  most  active  and   powerful 
assistance  from  France,  and  it  is  very  im- 
probable that  they  would  have  sacrificed  the 
high  hopes  which  they  entertained  of  carrying 
this  important  place  by  force  of  arms,  in  ex- 
change   for  any  thing    short  of   its  specific 
surrender. 

VOL.  n.  1 1 
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Still,  however,  9&  Mr  Ciunberland  ^ct^ 
with  the  mpst  perfect  -good  faith,  and  with  a 
zeal,  the  fault  of  which  was  Qf^lj  its  exceed, 
the  reader  can  scarce  be  prepared  by  our 
account  of  his  errors,  for  the  unworthy  treat- 
ment to  which  he  was  subjected.  Our  author 
affirms,  and  we  must  pres^me.  with  perfect 
a.ccuracy,  that  when  he  set  out  upon  this  nlis- 
sion,  biesides  receiving  a  thousjand  pounds  in 
h^nd,  he  had  assurance  from  the  secretary  of 
the  treasury,  that  all  biUs.draw^  by.  Mr  GumI)e^ 
land  on  his  own  bank,  should  be  instaody 
replaced  from  the  treasury ;  and  he  states, 
that,  notwithstanding  this  positive  pledge,  ac- 
companied l^y  the  naming  a  very  large  sum,  as 
placed  at  his  discretion,  no  one  penny  was 
ever  so  replaced  by  governipent;  and.  that  he 
was  obliged  to  repay  from  his  private  fortune, 
to  a  ruinous  extent,  the  bankers  who.  had 
advanced  money  on  his  private  credit;  for 
which,  by  no  species  of  appeal  or  application, 
was  he  ever  able  to  obtain  reirabursen^ent. 

Whatever  may  be  thoi^ght  of  Mr  Cumber- 
land's political  prudence  in.  venturing  beyond 
his  commission,  or  of  his  sanguine  disposition, 
which  continued  to  hope  a  favourable  issue  to 
a  despeiate  negotiation,  there  can  be  no  doubt 
that  he  was  suffered  to  remain  at  Madrid,  a 
British  agent,  recognized  as  such  by  the  mi- 
nistry, in  constant  correspondence  with  the 
Secretary  of  State,  and  receiving  from  him 
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direGtiODS  respecting  his  residence  at,  or  de- 
parture from,  Madrid.     There  seems,  there^ 
fore,  to  have  been  neither  justice  nor  huma- 
nity in  refusing  the  payment  of  his  drafts^ 
and  subjecting  him  to  such  wants  and  diffi- 
culties, that,  after  having  decHned  the  Uberal 
offer  of  the  Spanish  monarch  to  defray  his 
expenses,  the  British  agent  was  only  extri- 
cated hoia  the  situation  of  a  pennyless  bank- 
rupt, by  die  compassion  of  a  private  friend, 
who  advanced  him  a  seasonable  loan  of  five 
hundred  pounds.     The  state  of  the  balance 
due  to  him  was  indeed  considerable,  being 
no   less   than   four  thousand    five   hundred 
p^ufids.     And   it  may  be  thought,   that,  as 
Mr   Cumberland's   situation    was   ostensibly 
that  of  a   private  gentleman,   travelling  for 
health,  much    expense   could   not,   at  least 
ought  not,  to  have  attended  his  establishment. 
But  his  wife  and  daughters  were  in  family 
with  him;   and  we  must  allow  for  domestic 
comfort,   and  even  some  sort  of  Splendour, 
in  an  individual,  who  was  to  hold  communi- 
cation   with  the   principal   servants    of   the 
Spanish  crown.  Besides  he  had  been  promised 
an  ample  allowance  for  secret  service  money, 
out  of  a  sum  placed  at  his  own  discretion. 
The  truth  seems  to  be,  that  Lord  North's  ad- 
ministration thought  a  thousand  pounds-  was 
enough  to  have  lost^on  an  unsuccessful  nego- 
tiation; and  as  Cumberlandhadcf^rCainly  made 
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himself  in  some  degree  responsible  for  the 
event,  the  same  ministers,  who,  doubtless, 
would  have  had  no  objection  to  avow  the 
issue  of  his  intrigues,  had  they  been  success- 
ful, chose,  in  the  contrary  event,  to  disown 

them. 

To  encounter  the  unexpected  losses  to 
which  he  was  thus  subjected,  Mr  Cumberland 
was  under  the  necessity  of  parting  with  his 
paternal  property  at  an  unfavourable  season, 
and  when  its  value  could  not  be  obtained. 
Shortly  after  followed  the  dissolution  of  the 
Board  of  Trade,  and  the  situation  of  Secretary 
fell  under  Burke's  economical  pruning  knife, 
a  compensation  amounting  only  to  one  4ilif 
the  value  being  appointed  to  the  holder. 
Thus  unpleasingly  relieved  from  official  and 
political  duties,  Mr  Cumberland  adopted  the 
prudent  resolution  of  relinquishing  his  town 
residence,  and  settling  himself  and  his  family 
at  Tunbridge,  where  he  continued  to  live  in 
retirement,  yet  not  without  the  exercise  of 
an  elegant  hospitality,  till  the  final  close  of 
his  long  life. 

The  Anecdotes  of  eminent  Painters  in  Spain^ 
in  two  volumes,  together  with  a  catalogue 
of  the  pictures  which  adorn  the  Escurial, 
suffered  to  be  made  by  the  king  of  Spain's 
express  permission,  were  the  principal  fruits 
of  our  author's  visit  to  the  continent.  Yet 
we  ought  to  except  the  very  pretty  story  of 
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Nicolas  Pedrosa,  an  excellent  imitation  of  Le 
Sage,  which  appeared  in  the  Connoisseur^  a 
periodical  paper,  which  Cumberland  edited 
with  considerable  success.  It  was  one  of 
the  literary  enterprises  in  which  the  author, 
from  his  acquaintance  with  men  and  manners, 
as  well  as  his  taste  and  learning,  was*  well  qua- 
lified to  excel,  and  the  work  continues  to  afJFord 
amusement  both  to  the  general  reader  and 
the  scholar.  The  latter  is  deeply  interested 
in  the  curious  'and  classical  account  which 
the  Connoisseur  contains  of  the  early  Greek 
drama.  In  this  department,  Cumberland 
has  acknowledged  his  debts  to  the  celebrated 
Bentley,  his  grandfather,  and  to  his  less  known, 
but  scarce  less  ingenious  relation,  Richard 
Bentley,  son  of  the  celebrated  scholar,  and 
author  of  the  comedy  or  £eirce  termed  The 
Wishes,  The  aid  of  the  former  was  derived 
from  the  notes  which  Cumberland  possess- 
ed, but  that  of  Richard  Bentley  was  more 
direct. 

This  learned  and  ingenious,  but  rather 
eccentric  person,  was  the  friend  of  Horace 
Walpole,  who,  as  his  nephew  Cumberland 
complains  with  some  justice,  exercised  the 
rights  of  patronage  rather  unmercifully.  The 
humour  of  The  Wishes  was  such  as  could 
scarcely  be  understood  by  a  vulgar  audience, 
for  much  of  it  turned  on  the  absurd  structure 
of  the  ancient  drama,  and  the  peculiar  stoicism 
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with  which  the  chcn'ttSy  supposed  to  be  spec- 
tators of  the  scene,  deduce  moral  lessons  of 
the  justice  of  the  gods,   from  the  atrocities 
which  the  action  exhibits;  but  never  stir  a 
finger  to  interfere  or  to  prevent  them.    In 
ridicule  of  this  absurdity,  the  chorus  in  The 
Wishes  are  informed  that  a  madman  has  just 
broken  his  way  into  the  cellars,  virith  a  torch 
in  his  hand,  to  set  fire  to  a  magazkie  of  gnn- 
powder;  on  which,  instead  of  using  any  means 
of  plrevention  or  escape,  they  began,  in  strophe 
and  antistrophe,  to  lament  their  own  condi- 
tion, and  exclaim  against  the  tfarice-unhap'py 
madman -^"Or  rather  the  thrice-anfaappy  friends 
of  the  madman,  who  had  not  taken  measures 
of  securing  him-**or  rather  upon  the  six-times 
unhappy  fate  of  themselves,  thus  exposed  to 
the  madman's  fury.     All  this  is  a  good  jest  to 
those  who  remember  the  stoicism  with  which 
the  choruses  of  QEschylos  and  Euripides  view 
and  comment  upon  the  horrors  which  they 
witness  on  the  stage,  but  it  might  have  been 
esteemed  caviare  to  the  British  audience  in 
general;  yet  the  entertainment  was  well  re- 
ceived until  the  extravagant  incident  of  hang- 
ing Harlequin  on  the  stage.     The  author  \vas 
so  sensible  of  the  absuixlity  of  this  exhibition, 
that  he  whispered  to  his  nephew,  Cumberland, 
during  the  representation, — «  If  they  do  not 
damn  this,  they  deserve  to  be*  d-— d  them- 
selves;«  and,  as  he  spoke,  the  condemnation 
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of  |he  piece  was  complete.  It  is  mnch  to  be 
wished  that  this  singular  performance  vrere 
given  to  the  public  in  print. — ^The  notice  of 
Richard  Bentleyha^  led  us  something  from.our 
ptsrpose,  which  only  called  on  us  to  remark, 
that  he  furnished  Cumberland  with  those 
ai>lendid  translations  from  the  Greek  drama- 
tists which  adorn  the  Connoisseur.  The  au- 
thor, however,  claims  for  himself  the  praise 
due  to  a  version  of  the  Clouds  of  Ariisltophanes, 
afterwards  incorporated  with  this  periodical 
work. 

The  modem  characters  introduced  by  Cum* 
berland  in  his  Connoisseur^  were  his  own ;  and 
that  of  the  benevolent  Israelite,  Abraham 
Abrahams,  was,  he  informs  us,  written  upon 
principle,  in  behalf  of  a  persecuted  race.  He 
followed  up  this  kind  itatentionia  a  popular 
comedy,  entitled,  «  The  Jew.*  The  dramatic 
character  of  Sheva,  combining  thie  extremes 
of  habitual  parsimony  and  native  philan- 
thropy, was  written  in  the  same  spirit  of  bene- 
volence as  that  of  Abrahams,  and  was  excel- 
lently performed  by  Jack  Bannister.  The  public 
prints  gave  the  Jews  credit  for  acknowledg- 
ing their  gratitude  in  a  very  substantial  form. 
The  author,  in  his  Memoirs,  does  not  disguise 
his  wish,  that  they  had  flattered  him  with 
some  token  of  the  debt  which  h^  conceives 
them  to  have  owed.  We  think,  however,  that 
a  prior  token   of  regard  should  have*  been 
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bestowed  on  the  author  of  Joshua^  in  the  tale 
of  Covuni  Fathom^  and,  moreover,  we  cannot 
be  surprised  that  the  people  in  question  felt 
a  pgrtrait  in  which  they  were  made  ludicrous 
as  well  as  interesting,  to  be  something  between 
an  affront  and  a  compliment.  Few  of  the 
better  class  of  the  Jewish  persuasion  would, 
we  believe,  be  disposed  to  admit  either 
Abraham  or  Sheva  as  fitting  representatives 
of  their  tribe. 

In  his  retrieat  at  Tunbridge,  labouring  in  the 
bosom  of  his  family,  and  making  their  com- 
mon sitting  room  his  place  of  study,  Cumber- 
land continued  to.  compose  a  number  of 
dramatic  pieces,  of  which  he  himself  seems 
almost  to  have  forgotten  the  names,  and  of 
which  a  modern  reader  can  trace  very  few. 
We  have  subjoined,  however,  a  list  of  them, 
with  his  other  works,  taken  from  the  index  of 
his  Memoirs.  Several  were  successful,  several 
unfortunate;  many  never  performed  at  all; 
but  the  spirit  of  the  author  continued  un- 
wearied and  undismayed.  The  Arab^  The 
Walloons,  and  many  other  plays,  are  forgotten; 
but  the  character  of  Penruddock,  in  the  Wheel 
of  Fortune^  well  conceived  in  itself,  and  ad- 
mirably supported  by  Kemble,  and  since  by 
Charles  Young,  continues  to  command  atten- 
tion and  applause.  The  Carmelitey  a  tragedy, 
on  the  regular  tragic  plan,  attracted  much  at- 
tention, as  the  inimitable  Siddons  played  the 


part  of  the  lady  of  Saint  Valoi^,  and  Remhie 
that  of  Montgomeri.     The  plot*  howerer,  had 
that  feult  which,  after  all,  clings  to  many  of 
Cumberland's   pieces — there  was  a  >\ant  of 
originality.     The  spectator  or  reader  was  by 
the   story  irresistibly  reminded  of  Douglas^ 
and  there  was  more  taste  than  genius  in  the 
dialogue.     The  language  was  better  than  the 
sentiments;  but  the  grace  of  the  one  could 
not  always  disguise  that  the  other  wanted  no- 
velty.    The  Brothers^  The  West  Indian^  and 
The  Wheel  of  Fortune^  stand  high  in  the  list  of 
acting  plays,  and  we  are  assured,  by  a  very 
competent  judge,  that  First  Love^  which  we 
have  not  ourselves  lately  seen,  is  an  excellent 
comedy,  and  maintains  possession  of  the  stage. 
The  drama  must  have  been  Cumberland's  fa- 
vourite style  of  composition,  for  he  went  on 
shoocing  shaft  after  shaft  at  the  mark,  which 
he  did  not  always  hit,  and  often  effacing  by 
failures  the  memory  of  triumphant  sucre^se<i. 
His  plavs  at  last  amounted  to  upwards  of  fifty, 
and  intercTession  and  flatcer\'  wcrre  nijntf^Umn^ 
necessary  to  force  their  ^ay  to  the  ^t^g^.   f>n 
these    occasions,  the  Oreer^-n><jm   trfditiori^ 
avowr  that  the  veteran  bard  did  ika  }t*ThiViUr  Xf» 
bestow  the  most  copious  praiwr^  <'>ri  rhf:  *  out- 
pany  who  were  to  bring  fon^w^  *  o*^/.  pi*5^>* 
at  the  expense  of  their  rst>'^h   'A    'l^^  'rl>^ 
house,  who  had  his  tribute  <A  'jrr.itu^A'^^yj^^ 
in   their    turn,  when  their  ^j^^^wm,    '/    * 
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play  put  them  in  his  good  graces.  It  was  also 
said,  that  when  many  of  the  dramatic  authors 
united  in  a  complaint  to  the  Lord  Chancellor, 
against  the  late  Mr  l^eridan,  then  manager 
of  Drury-lane,  he  prevented  Cumberiand  from 
joining  the  confederacy,  by  offering  to  bring 
out  any  manuscript  play  which  he  should 
select  for  performance.  But  selection  was 
not  an  easy  task  to  an  author  to  whom  all 
the  offepring  of  his  genius  ivere  eqaally 
dear.  After  much  nervous  hesitation,  he 
trusted  the  chance  to  fortune;  and  out  of  a 
dozen  of  manuscript  plays  which  lay  by  him, 
is  said  to  have  reached  the  manager  the.  first 
which  came  to  hand,  without  reading  the 
title.  Yet  if  Cumberland  had  the  fondness 
of  an  author  for  his  own  productions,  it 
must  be  owned  he  had  also  the  fortitude  to 
submit  without  murmuring,  to  the  decision 
of  the  public.  « I  have  had  my  full  share 
of  saccess,  and  I  trust  I  have  paid  my  tax  for 
it,»  he  says,  good  humou  redly,  «  always  without 
mutiny,  and  very  generally  without  murmur- 
ing. I  have  never  irritated  the  town  by  making 
a  sturdy  stand  against  their  opposition,  when 
they  have  been  pleased  to  point  it  against  any 
one  of  my  productions.  I  never  failed  to 
withdraw  myself  on  the  very  first  intimation 
that  [  was  unwelcome;  and  the  only  offence 
that  [  have  been  guilty  of,  is,  that  I  have  not 
always  thought  the  worse  of  a  composition, 
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only  because  the  public  did  not  think  well  of 

The  Sacred  Muse  shared  with  her  dramatic 
sisters  in  Cumberland's  worship.  In  his 
poem  of  Calvary;  he  treated  of  a  subject 
which,  notwithstanding  Klopstock's  success, 
may  be  termed  too  lofty  and  too  awful  to  b^ 
the  subject  of  verse.  He  also  wrote,  in  a  lite- 
rary partnership  with  Sir  James  Bland  Burgess 
(well  known  as  the  author  of  Richard^Ccsur' 
de-Lion^  and  other  compositions),  The  Exodiad, 
an  epic  poem,  founded  on  sacred  history.  By 
Cahary  the  author  sustained  the  inconve- 
nient loss  of  a  hundred  pounds,  and  the  Exo- 
diad  did  not  prove  generally  successful. 

The  author  also  undertook  the  task  of  com- 
piling his  own  Memoirs ;  and  the  weU-known 
Mr  Richard  Sharpe,  equally  beloved  for  his 
virtues,  and  admired  for  the  extent  of  his  in- 
formation, and  the  grace  with  which  he  com- 
municates it,  by  encouraging  Mr  Cum^berland 
to  become  his  own  biographer,  has  performed 
a  most  acceptable  service  to  the  public.  It  is 
indeed  one  of  the  author's  most  pleasing 
woriLS,  and  conveys  a  very  accurate  idea  of 
his  own  talents,  feelings,  and  character,  with 
many  powerful  sketches  of  the  age  which  has 
passed  away.  It  is  impossible  to  read,  without 
deep  interest,  Cumberland's  account  of  the 

*  Memoirs,  voL  i.  p.  a6g. 
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theatre  in  6oodman''s-fields,  where  Garrick,  in 
the  flower  of  his  youth,  and  all  the  energy  of 
genius,  bounded  on  the  stage  as  Lothario, 
and  pointed  out  to  ridicule  the  wittol  hus- 
band, and  the  heavy  paced  Horatio ;  while  Id 
the  last  character,  Mr  Quin,  contrasting  the 
old  with  the  modern  dramatic  manner,  suHt 

• 

and  solemn,  in  a  dark-green  coat,  profusely 
embroidered,  an  enormous  periwig,  rolled 
stockings,  and  high  -  heeled ,  square  -  toed 
shoes,  mouthed  out  his  heroics  in  a  deep,  fiiU. 
unvaried  tone  of  declamation,  accompanied 
by  a  kind  of  sawing  action,  which  had  more 
of  the  senate  than  the  stage.  Several  cha- 
racters of  distinguished  individuals  are  also 
drawn  in  the  Memoirs  with  much  force;  parti- 
cularly those  of  Doddington,  Lord  Halifea, 
Lord  Sackville,  George  Selwyn,  and  others  of 
the  past  age.  There  are  some  traits  of  satire 
and  ridicule,  which  are  perhaps  a  little  over- 
charged. This  work  was  to  have  remained 
in  manuscript  until  the  author's  death,  when 
certainly  such  a  publication  appears  with  a 
better  grace  than  while  the  auto-biographer 
still  treads  the  stage.  But  Mr  Cumberland, 
notwithstanding  his  indefatigable  labours,  had 
never  been  in  easy  circumstances  since  his 
unlucky  negotiation  in  Spain;  and  in  the 
work  itself,  he  makes  the  affecting  confession, 
that  circumstances,  paramount  to  prudence 
and   propriety,  urged  him  to  anticipate  the 
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date  of  publication.  The  Memoirs  were 
bought  by  Lackington's  house  for  5oo/.  and 
passed  speedily  from  a  quarto  to  an  octavo 
shape. 

We  have  yet  to  mention  another  under* 
taking  of  this  unv^earied  author,  at  a  period 
of  life  advanced  beyond  the  ordinary  date  of 
humanity.  The  Edinburgh  Review  was  now  in 
possession  of  a  full  tide  of  popularity,  and  the 
Quarterly  Review  was  just  commenced,  or 
about  to  commence,  when  Mr  Cumberland 
undertook  the  conduct  of  a  critical  work, 
which  he  entitled  the  London  Review^  on  an 
entirely  new  plan,  inasmuch,  as  each  article 
was  to  be  published  with -the  author's  name 
annexed.  He  was  supported  by  assistants  of 
very  considerable  talents,  but,  after  two  or 
three  numbers,  the  scheme  became  abortive. 
In  fact  though  the  plan  contained  an  appear- 
ance of  more  boldness  and  fairness  than  the 
ordinary  scheme  of  anonymous  criticism,  yet 
it  involved  certain  inconveniences,  which  its 
author  did  not  foresee.  It  is  true,  that  no  one 
believes  that,  because  the  imposing  personal 
plural  fFe  is  adopted,  it  therefore  warrants  our 
supposing,  that  the  various  pieces  in  a  work 
of  periodical  criticism,  are  subjected  to  the  re- 
visal  of  a  board  of  literary  judges,  and  that 
each  article  is  the  production  of  their  joint 
wisdom.  Still,  however,  the  use  of  the  first 
person  plural  is  so  far  legitimate,  that  in  every 
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well-gOYeroed  publication  of  the  kind,  tk 
articles,  by  whomsoever  written,  are,  at  least, 
revised  by  the  competent  person  selected  as 
editor,  which  affords  a  better  warrant  to  the 
public  for  candour  and  caution,  than  if  each 
were  to  rest  on  the  separate  responsibility  of 
the  individual  writer,  ft  is  even  more  im- 
portant to  remark,  that  the  anonymous  [cba- 
racter  of  periodical  criticism  has  a  tendency 
to  give  freedom  to  literary  discussion,  and,  at 
die  same  time,  to  soften  the  animosities  to 
whicb  it  might  otherwise  give  rise ;  and,  io 
that  respect,  the  peculiar  language  whicb 
members  of  the  senate  hold  towards  each 
other,  and  which  is  for  that  reason  called  par- 
liamentary, resembles  the  ordinary  style  of 
critical  discussion.  An  author  who  is  severely 
criticised  in  a  Review,  can  hardly  be  entitled, 
in  the  ordinary  case,  to  take  notice  of  it  other- 
wise than  as  a  literary  question;  whereas  a 
direct  and  immediate  collision,  with  a  parti- 
cular iudividual,  seems  to  tend  either,  on  the 
one  hand,  to  limit  the  freedom  of  criticism, 
by  placing  it  under  the  regulation  of  a  timid 
complaisance,  or,  on  the  other,  to  render  it 
(which  is,  to  say  the  least,  needless)  of  afiercer 
and  more  personal  cast,  and  thereby  en- 
danger the  decorum,  and  perhaps  the  peace 
of  society.  Besides  this,  there  will  always  be  a 
greater  authority  ascribed  by  the  generality  of 
readers  to  the  oracular  opinion  issued  firom 
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the  cloudy  s^ctuary  of  an  iavisible  body,  tkao 
to  the  mere  dictum  of  a  man  with  a  Christian 
name  and  sirname^  which  do  not  sound  much 
better  than  those  of  the  author  over  whom  he 
piredominates.  In  the  far-^famed  Secret  Tri- 
buiul  of  Germany,  it  wa&  the  invisibility  of  the 
judges  which  gave  them  all  their  awfiil  juris- 
diction. 

So  numerous  were  Cumberland's  publica- 
ticN^s,  tha^t  haying  hurried  through  the  greater 
part  of  them,  we  have  yet  to  mention  his  novek, 
though  it  is  as  a  writer  of  fictitious  history 
he  is  here  introduced.  They  were  three  in 
number,  Arundel^  Henry^  and  John  de  Lan- 
caster. The  first  two  were  deservedly  well 
received  by  the  public;  the  last  was  a.  labour 
of  old  age,  and  was  less  fortunate.  It  would 
be  altogether  unfair  to  dwell  upon  it,  as  form- 
ing  a  pari;  .of  those  productions  on  which  the 
author's  lit<^rary  reputation  must  permanently 
rest. 

Arundely  the  first  of  these  novels,  was  has- 
tily written  during  the  residence  of  a  few 
weeks  at  Brighthelmstone,  and  sent  to  the  press 
by  detached  parcels.  It  showed  at  the  first 
glance  what  is  seldom  to  be  found  in  novels, 
the  certainty  that  the  author  had  been  well 
acquainted  with  schools,  with  courts,  and  with 
fashionable  life,  and  knew  the  topics  on  which 
he  was  employing  his  pen.  The  style,  also, 
was  easy  and  clear,  and  the  characters  boldly 
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and  firmly  sketched.  Cumberland,  id  de- 
scribing ArundeFs  feelings,  at  exchangiDg  his 
college  society,  and  the  pursuits  of  learning, 
to  become  secretary  to  the  Earl  of  6.,  unques- 
tionably remembered  the  alteratiton  of  his 
own  destination  in  early  life.  But  there  is  no 
reason  to  think  that  in  the  darker  shad^  of 
the  Earl  of  G.,  he  had  any  intention  to  satirize 
his  patron,  the  Earl  of  Halifax,  whom  he 
paints  in  his  Memoirs  in  much  moreagreeaUe 
colours. 

The  success  which  this  Avork  obtained, 
without  labour,  induced  the  author  to  write 
Hemyy  on  which  he  bestowed  his  utmost 
attention.  He  formed  it  upon  Fielding's  mo- 
del, and  employed  two  years  in  polishing  and 
correcting  the  style.  Perhaps  it  does  not, 
after  all,  claim  such  great  precedence  over 
Arundel^  as  the  labour  of  the  author  induced 
him  to  aspire  to.  Yet  it  would  be  unjust  to 
deny  Henry  the  praise  of  an  excellent  novel. 
There  is  much  beauty  of  description,  and  con- 
siderable display  of  acquaintance  with  English 
life  in  the  lower  ranks ;  indeed  Cumberland's 
clowns,  sketched  from  his  favourite  Men  of 
Kent,  amongst  whom  he  spent  his  life,  maybe 
placed  by  the  side  of  similar,  portraits  by  the 
first  masters. 

Above  all,  the  character  of  Ezekiel  Daw, 
though  the  outline  must  have  been  suggested 
by  that  of  Abraham  Adams,  is  so  well  distin- 
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guished  by  original  and  spirited  Conception, 
that  it  may  pass  for  an  excellent  original.  The 
Methodists,  as  they  abhor  the  lighter  arts  of 
literatuine,  and  perhaps  contemn  those  whi(;h 
are  more  serious,  have,  as  might  hate  been 
expected,  met  miuch  rough  linage  at  the  hands 
of  novelists  and  dramatic  authors,  wlio  gene- 
rally r^presei^t  them  either  as  ididts  ot  hypo- 
crites. A  very  different  feeling  is  drie  to  many, 
perhaps  to  most  of  this  enthusiastic  sect,  nor 
is  it  rashly  to  be  infeihred,  that  he  who  makes 
religion  the  general  object  of  his  life,  is  for 
that  sole  reason  to  be  held  either  a  fool  or  an 
impostor.  The  pi^fessions  of  strict  piety  are 
inconsistent  with  open  vice,  and  therefore 
must,  in  the  genferal  case,  lead  men  to  avoid 
the  secret  practice  of  what,  openly  known, 
must  be  attended  with  loss  of  character;  and 
thus  the  Methodists,  aitid  other  rigid  sectaries, 
oppose  at  least  the  strong  barriers  of  interest 
and  habitual  restraint,  to  the  temptations 
which  beset  them,  in  addition  to  those  re- 
strictions which  religion  and  morality  impose 
on  all  men.  It  is  also  a  species  of  religion 
peculiarly  calculatefd,  As  affecting  the  feelings, 
to  operate  upon  the  millions  of  ignorant  poor, 
whose  undersfhndings  the  most  learned  di- 
vines would  in  vain  address  by  mere  force  of 
argument;  and,  doubtless,  many  such  simple 
enthusiiasts  as  Ezekiel  Daw,  by  their  well- 
meant  and  indefatig^te  exertions  aDAongst  the 

II. 
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Stubborn  and  ignorant,  have  been  the  instni- 
ments  of  Providence  to  call  such  men  from  a 
state  of  degrading  and  brutal  profligacy,  to  a  life 
more  worthy  of  rational  beings,  and  of  the 
name  of  Christians.  Thus  thinking,  we  are 
of  opinion,  that  the  character  of  Ezekiel  Daw, 
which  shows  the  Methodist  preacher  in  his 
strength  and  in  his  weakness,  bold  and  fervent 
when  in  discharge  of  his  mission,  simple,  well 
meaning,  and  even  absurd,  in  the  ordinary 
affoirs  of  hfe,  is  not  only  an  exquisite ,  but  a 
just  portrait. 

Cumberland  seems  to  have  been  less  happy 
in  some  of  the  incidents  of  low  life  which  he 
has  introduced.  He  forced,  as  we  have  some 
reason  to  suspect,  his  own  elegance  of  ideas, 
into  an  imitation  of  Fielding's  scenes  of  this 
nature;  a,nd,  as  bashful  men  sometimes  be- 
come impudent  in  trying  to  be  easy,  our  in- 
genious author  has  occasionally,  in  his  de- 
scriptions of  Zachary  Cawdle  and  his  spouse, 
become  disgusting,  when  he  meant  to  be  hu* 
mourous. 

Cumberland  piqued  himself  particularly  on 
the  conduct  of  the  story,  but  we  confess 
ourselves  unable  to  discover  much  sufficient 
reason.  His  skein  is  neither  more  artfully 
perplexed,  nor  more  happily  disentangled, 
than  in  many  tales  of  the  sanae  kind ;  there  is 
the  usual,  perhaps  we  should  call  it  the  ne- 
cessary, degree  of  improbability,  for  which  the 
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reader  must  make  the  usual  and  necessary 
allowance,  and  little  can  be  said  in  this  respect, 
either  to  praise  or  censure  the  author.  But 
there  is  one  series  of  incidents,  connected 
with  a  train  of  sentiment  rather  peculiar  to 
Cumberland,  which  may  be  traced  through 
several  of  his  dramas,  and  which  appears  in 
Arundel^  and  makes  a  principal  part  of  the 
interest  in  Henry.  He  had  a  peculiar  taste  in 
love  affairs,  which  induced  him  to  reverse  the 
usual,  and  natural  practice  of  courtship,  and 
to  throw  upon  the  softer  sex  the  task  of  wooing, 
which  is  more  gracefully,  as  well  as  naturally, 
the  province  of  the  man.  In  Henry  he  has 
carried  this  farther,  and  endowed  his  hero 
with  all  the  self-denial  of  the  Hebrew  patriarch, 
while  he  has  placed  him  within  the  influence 
of  a  sieductive  being,  much  more  fascinating  in 
her  address,  than  the  frail  Egyptian  matron. 
In  this  point,  Cumberland  either  did  not  copy 
his  master,  Fielding,  at  all,  or,  what  cannot 
be  conceived  of  an  author  so  acute,  he  mistook 
for  serious  that  author's  ironical  account  of 
the  continence  of  Joseph  Andrews.  We  do 
not  desire  to  bestow  many  words  on  this  topic, 
but  we  are  afraid,  such  is  the  universal  inac- 
curacy of  moral  feeling  in  this  age,  that  a  more 
judicious  author  would  not  have  striven 
against  the  stream,  by  holding  up  his  hero  as 
an  example  of  what  is  likely  to  create  more 
ridicule  than  imitation. 
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It  might  be  also  justly   urged  against  the 
author,  that  the  situations  in  which  Henry  is 
placed  with  Susan  May  exceed    the  decent 
licence  permitted  to  modem   writers;  and 
certainly  they  do  so.     But  Cumherland  him- 
self entertained  a  different  opinion,  and  con- 
cludes with  this  apology  :-^«  If,  in  my  zeal  to 
exhibit  virtue  triumphant  over  the  most  tempt- 
ing allurements,  I  have  painted  those  a^ur^ 
ments  in  too  vivid  colours,  I  am  sorry,  and  ask 
pardon  of  all  those  who  think  the  moral  did 
not  heal  the  mischief. » 

Another  peculiarity  of  our  author's  plots,  is, 
that  an  afGatir  of  honour,  a  duel  either  designed 
or  actually  fought,  forms  an  ordinary  part  of 
them.     This  may  be  expected  in  fictitioas  his- 
tory, as  a  frecfuent  incident,  since  the  remains 
of  the  gothic  customs  survive  in  that  particnlar 
only^  and  since  the  indulgence  which  it  affords 
to  the  angry  passions  affords  an  opportunity, 
valuable  to  the  novelist,  of  stepping  beyond 
the  limits  prescribed  by  the  ordinary  rules  of 
society,  and  introducing  scenes  of  violence, 
without  incurring  the  charge  of  improbability. 
But  Cumberland  himself  had  something  of  a 
chivalrous  disposition.     His  mind  was  nurtur- 
ed in  sentiments  of  honour,  and  in  the  neces- 
sity of  maintaining  reputation  with  the  hazard 
of  life;  in  which  he  resembled  another  dra- 
matic poet,  the  celebrated,  author  of  Douglas^ 
who  was  also  aii  enthusiatt  on  the  point  of 
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I  honour.  In  private  life,  Cumberland  had 
j  proved  his  courage;  and  in  his  Memoirs  he 
I  mentions,  Mrith  some  complacency,  his  having 
extorted  from  a  «  rough  and  boisterous  captain 
of  the  seatn  an  apology  for  some  expressions 
reflecting  on  his  friend  and  patron,  Lord  Sack- 
▼ille.  In  his  Memoirs,  he  dwells  vrith  plea- 
sure on  the  attachment  shown  to  him  by  two 
companies  of  volunteers,  raised  in  the  town  of 
Tunbridge,  and  attaches  considerable  import- 
ance to  the  commission  of  commandant,  with 
which  their  choice  had  invested  him.  They 
presented  their  commander  with  a  sword,  and, 
when  their  pay  was  withdrawn,  offered  to 
continue  their  service,  gratuitously,  under  him. 
The  long  and  active  literary  life  of  this 
amiable  map  and  ingenious  author,  was  con- 
cluded on  the  7th  of  May,  181 1,  in  his  80th 
year,  at  the  house  of  Mr  Henry  Fry,  in  Bed- 
ford-place, Russel-square,  and  he  was  interred 
in  Poet's  Comer,  Westminster  Abbey. 

His  literary  executors  were  Mr  Richard 
Sharpe,  already  mentioned,  Mr  Rogers,  the 
distinguished  author  of  The  Pleasures  of  Me- 
mory^ and  Sir  James  Bland  Burgess ;  but  we 
have  seen  none  of  his  posthumous  works,  ex- 
cept Retrospection,  a  poem  in  blank  verse, 
which  appeared  in  i8i!2,  and  which  appears 
to  have  been  wrought  up  out  of  the  ideas 
which  had  suggested  themselves,  while  he 
was  engaged  in  writing  his  Memoirs. 
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Mr  Ganiberland  had  the  misfortune  to  out- 
live his  lady  aud  several  of  his  family.  His 
surviving  offspring  were  Charles,  who,  we 
believe,  held  high  rank  in  the  army,  and 
William,  a  post  captain  in  the  navy.  His 
eldest  daughter,  Elizabeth,  married  Lord  Ed- 
ward Bentinck,  son  of  the  Duke  of  Portland; 
his  second  Sophia,  was  less  happily  wedded  to 
William  Badcock,  Esq,  who  died  in  the  prime 
of  life,  and  left  a  family  of  four  grand-children, 
whom  chancery  awarded  to  the  care  of  Mr 
Cumberland.  His  third  surviving  daughter 
was  Frances  Marianne,  born  during  his  un- 
lucky embassy  to  Spain.  To  her  the  author 
affectionately  inscribed  his  Memoirs,  as  having 
found,  in  her  filial  affection,  all  the  comforts 
that  the  best  of  friends  could  give,  and  deriv- 
ed, from  her  talents  and  understanding,  all 
the  enjoyments  that  the  most  pleasing  of  com- 
panions could  communicate. 

In  youth,  Mr  Cumberland  must  have  been 
handsome  ;  in  age,  he  possessed  a  pleasing 
external  appearance,  and  the  polite  ease  of  a 
gentleman,  accustomed  to  the  best  company. 
In  society,  he  was  eloquent,  well-informed, 
and  full  of  anecdote ;  a  willing  dealer  in  the 
commerce  of  praise,  or — for  he  took  no  great 
pains  to  ascertain  its  sincerity, — we  should 
rather  say,  of  flattery.  His  conversation  often 
showed  the  author  in  his  strong  and  in  his 
weak  points.     The  foibles  are  well  known 
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which  Sheridan  embodied  on  the  stage,  in 
the  character  of  Sir  Fretful  Plagiary.  •  But  it 
is  not  from  a  caricature  that  a  just  picture  can 
be  drawn,  and  in  the  little  pettish  sub-acidity 
of  temper  which  Cumberland  sometimes  ex- 
hibited, there  was  more  of  humorous  sadness, 
than  of  ill-will,  either  to  his  critics  or  his  con- 
temporaries.    He  certainly,  like  most  poets, 
was  little  disposed  to  yield  to  the  assaults  of 
the  former,   and  often,    like  a  gallant  com- 
mander, drew  all  his  forces  together,  to  defend 
the  point  which  was  least  tenable.     Neither 
can  it  be  denied,  that  while  he  was  stoutly 
combating  for  the  cause  of  legitimate  comedy 
and  the  regular  novel,  he  manifested  some- 
thing of  personal  feeling  in  his  zeal  against 
those  contemporaries  who  had   found  new 
roads,  or  by-paths,  as  he  thought  them,    to 
fame  and  popularity,  and  forestalled  such  as 
were  scrupulously  treading  the  beaten  high- 
way,  without  turning  to  the  right  or  to  the 
left.     These  imperfections,  arising,  perhaps, 
from  natural  temper,  from  a  sense  of  unmerit- 
ed neglect,  or  from  the  keen  spirit  of  rivalry 
proper  to  men  of  an  ardent  disposition,  ren- 
dered irritable  by  the  eagerness  of  a  contest 
for  public  applause,  are  the  foibles  rather  of 
the  profession  than  the  individual :  and  though 
the  man  of  letters  might  have  been  more 
happy,  had  he  been  able  entirely  to  isubdue 
them,  they  detract  nothing  from  the  character 
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oF  the  man  of  worth,  the  scholar,  and  the 
gentleman. 

We  believe  Cumberland's  character  to  have 
been  justly,  as  well  as  affectionately,  summed 
up  in  the  sermon  preached  on  occasion  of  his 
funeral,  by  his  venerable  friend,  Dr  Vincent, 
then  Dean  of  Westminster.  «The  person 
you  now  see  deposited,  is  Richard  Cumber- 
land, an  author  of  no  small  merit;  his  writings 
were  chiefly  for  the  stage,  but  of  strict  moral 
tendency— they  were  not  without  their  faults; 
but  these  were  not  of  a  gross  idescription.  He 
wrote  as  much  as  any,  and  few  wrote  better; 
and  his  works  will  be  held  in  the  highest  esti- 
mation, so  long  as  the  English  language  is 
understood.  He  considered  the  theatre  as  a 
school  for  moralimprovement,  and  his  remains 
are  truly  worthy  of  mingling  with  the  illus- 
trious dead  which  surround  us.  In  his  sab- 
jects  on  divinity,  you  find  the  true  Christian 
spirit;  and  may  God,  in  his  mercy,  assign  him 
the  true  Christian  reward  !m 
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CATALOGUE  OF  CUMBERLAND'S  AVORKS  FROM 
THE  Iin)EX  TO  BUS  MEMOIRS. 

EPIC. 

Calvary. 
Exodiad. 

DRAMATIC. 

Arab. 

Banishment  of  Cicero. 

Battle  of  Hasting^. 

Brutus  the  Elder. 

Box-Lobby  Challenge. 

Brothers. 

Choleric  Man. 

Country  Attorney. 

Calypso. 

Caractacus. 

Carmelite. 

Clouds,  from  the  Greek  of  Aristophanes. 

Dependant. 

Days  of  Geri. 

Don  Pedro. 

Eccentric  LoTer. 

Fashionable  Lover. 

False  Demetrius. 

False  Impressions. 

First  Love. 

Hint  to  Husbands. 

Impostor. 

Jew. 
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Joanna  of  Montfaucon ;  a  dramatic  romance 

Last  of  the  Family. 

Myst«ri4Hi«  Huihand. 

Natural  Sovu 

Note  of  Hand. 

Sailor's  Daughter. 

Shakspeare  in  the  Shades. 

Timon  of  Athens. 

TorrendaL 

Walloons. 

Wat  Tyler. 

West  Indian. 

Wheel  of  Fortune. 

Widow  of  Delphi. 

Word  for  Nature. 

FUGITIVE   PIECES. 

Affectation. 

Lines  to  Princess  Amelia. 

Avarice. 

Dreams. 

Envy. 

Epilogue  to  the  Arab. 

Fragment. 

Hamlet. 

Hammond. 

Humility. 

Judges. 

Verses  to  Dr  James. 

to  Lord  Mansfield. 

on  Nelson's  Death. 

Ode  to  the  Sun. 
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Lines  addressed  to  Pitt. 

on  Pride. 

on  Prudery. 

to  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

to  Romney  the  Painter. 

Elegy  on  St  Mark's  Eve.- 
Translations  from  the  Troades. 
^^ from  Virgil. 

PROSE    PUBLICATIONS. 

Curtius  redeemed  from  the  Gulph. 
Evidences  of  the  Christian  Revelation. 
Controversy  with  Lowth  on  the  subject  of  I)r 
Bentley.  ^ 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

Anecdotes  of  Eminent  Painters  in  Spain. 
Catalogue  of  Paintings  in  the  King  of  Spain's 
Palace. 
Sermons. 

Periodical  papers  in  the  Observer. 
Translation  of  the  Psalms. 
Memoirs. 

NOVELS. 

Arundel. 

Henry. 

John  de  Lancaster. 

To  this  formidable  list  there  remain  yet  to 
be  added  the  critical  papers  written  by  the 
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author  for  the  London  Review y  Retrospection^ 
a  poem,  in  blank  verse,  on  the  author's  own 
|uist  life ;  and  perhaps  other  publications,  un- 
known to  the  editor. 


t« 


THE    END. 
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